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AUTHOR’S NOTE. 


I wish to express my gratitude for great help received 
in the writing of this book to Miss MaoDermot, Miss 
Stearoe and others, as well as to three friends who sub¬ 
mitted to hearing it read aloud in manuscript, and who 
assisted me by their criticisms and suggestions. 

Further, I think it worth saying that in all historical 
episodes in this book 1 have taken pains to be as accurate as 
possible. The various plots, the political movements, and the 
closing scenes of Charles II.'s life are here described with as 
much fidelity to truth as is compatible with historical romance. 
In particular, I do not think that the King himself is repre¬ 
sented as doing or saying anything—except of course to my 
fictitious personages—to which sound history does not testify. 
I have also taken considerable pains in the topographical 
descriptions of Whitehall. 
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PROLOGUE 

T HE day from which I reckon the ^ beginning of all 
those adventures which occupied /ne in the Courts 
of England and France and elsewhere, was the first day of 
May in the year sixteen hundr^ and seventy-eight—the 
day, that is, on which my Lord Ab^ot carried me from 
St. Paul's-without-the-Walls to the Vatican Palace, to see 
our Most Holy Lord Innocent the Eleventh. 

It had been a very hot day in Rome, as was to be expected 
at that season ; and I had stayed in the cloister in the cool, 
as my Lord Abbot had bidden me, not knowing whether it 
would be on that day or another, or, indeed, on any at all, 
that His Holiness would send for me. I knew that my Lord 
Abbot had been to the Vatican again and again on the 
business ; and had spoken of me, as he said he would, not 
to the Holy Father only, but to the Cardinal Secretary of 
State and to others ; but I did not know, and he did not 
tell me, as to whether that business had been prosperous; 
though I think he must have known long before how it 
would end. An hour before Ave Maria, then, he sent to me, 
as I walked in the cloisters, and when I came to him, told 
me, all short, to dress myself in my old secular clothes, 
as fine as I could, and to be ready to ride with him in half 
an hour, because our Most Holy Lord had consented to 
receive me one hour after Ave Maria. He said nothing more 
to me than that ; he did not tell me how I was to bear 
myself, nor what I was to say, neither as I stood in his cell, 
nor as we rode as fast as we could, with the servants before 

I 



2 


ODDSFISH ! 


and behind, into Rome and through the streets of it. I 
knew nothing more than this—that since neither I nor my 
novice-master were in the least satisfied as to my vocation, 
and since I had considerable estates of my own in France 
(though I was an Englishman altogether on my father's 
side), and could speak both French and English with equal 
ease, and Italian and Spanish tolerably—that since, in short, 
I was a very well-educated young gentleman, and looked 
more than my years, and bore myself—(so I was told)— 
with ease and discretion in any company, and could act a 
part if it were required of me—I might perhaps be of better 
service to the Church in some secular employment than in 
sacred. This was all that I knew. The rest my Lord Abbot 
left to my own wits to understand, and to our Holy Father, 
if he would, to discover to me : and that, indeed, was presently 
what he did. 


I had been within the Vatican before three or four times, 
both when I had first come to Rome four years ago, and once 
as attendant upon my Lord Abbot ; but never before had 
I felt of such importance within those walls ; for this time 
it was myself to whom the Holy Father was to give audience, 
and not merely to one in whose company I was. I was in 
secular clothes too—the peruke, buckles, sword, and all 
the rest, which I had laid aside two years ago, though these 
were a little old and tarnished—and I bore myself as young 
men will (for I was only twenty-one years old at that time) 
with an air and a swing; though my heart beat a little faster 
as we passed through the great rooms, after leaving our 
cloaks in an antechamber and arranging our dress after the 
ride ; and at last were bidden to sit down while the young 
Monsignore who had received us in the last saloon went 
in to know if the Holy Father were ready to see us. 

.} t w *? a s ™ aller room—this in which we sat—than the 
others through which we had passed, and in which the 

cnmson livened servants were; and its walls were all covered 

with hangings from cornice to floor. That which was 

E; *° P resen tf d . I remember, Jacob receiving the 
blessing which Ins brother Esau should have had; mid I 

wondered, as I sat there, whether I myself were come, as 
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Jacob, to get a blessing to which I had no right. My Lord 
Abbot said nothing at all; for he was a stout man and a little 
out of breath ; and almost before he had got it again, and 
before I was sure as to whether I were more like to the liar 
Jacob, who won a blessing when he should not, or to un¬ 
spiritual Esau, who lost a blessing which he should have 
had, the young Monsignore in his purple came back again, 
and, bowing so low that we saw the little tonsure on the 
top of his head, beckoned to us to enter. 

By the time that, behind my Lord Abbot, I had per¬ 
formed the three genuflections and, at the third, was kissing 
the ring of our most Holy Lord, I had already taken into 
my mind something of the room I was in and of him who 
sat there, wheeled round in his chair to greet us. The room 
was far more plain than I had thought to find it, though 
pretty rich too. The walls had sacred hangings upon them ; 
but it was so dark with the shuttered windows that I could 
not make out very well what their subjects were. A dozen 
damask and gilt chairs stood round the walls, and three 
or four tables ; and, in the centre of all, where I was now 
arrived, stood the greatest table of all, carved of some black 
wood, and at the middle of one side the chair in which sat 
the Holy Father himself. 

He had very kind but very piercing eyes : this was the 
first thing that I thought ; his hair beneath his cap, as well 
as his beard, was all iron-grey ; his complexion was a little 
sallow, and seemed all the more sallow because of his red 
velvet cap and white soutane; (for he wore no cloak because 
of the heat). As soon as I had kissed his ring he bade me 
stand up—(speaking in Italian, as he did all through the 
audience)—and then beckoned me to a chair opposite to his, 
and my Lord Abbot to another on one side. And then at 
once he went on to speak of the business on which we were 
come—as if he knew all about it, and had no time to spend 
on compliments. 

Now our Holy Father Innocent the Eleventh was, I suppose, 
one of the greatest men that ever sat in Peter's Seat. I would 
not speak evil, if I could help it, of any of Christ's Vicars; 
but this at least I may say—that Pope Innocent reformed 
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a number of things that sorely needed it. He would have 
no nepotism at the Papal Court; men stood or fell by their 
own merits : so I knew very well that my estates in France, 
even if they had been ten times as great, would serve me 
nothing at all. He was very humble too—(he asked pardon, 
it was said, even of his own servants if he troubled them)— 
so I knew that no swashbuckling air on my part would do 
me anything but harm—(and, indeed, that was all laid aside, 
willy nilly, so soon as I came in)—since, like all humble men 
he esteemed the pride, even of kings, at exactly its proper 
worth, which is nothing at all. He was, too, a man of great 
spirituality, so I knew that my having come to St. Paul's 
as a novice and now wishing to leave it again, would scarcely 
exalt me in his eyes. I felt then a very poor creature indeed 
as I sat there and listened to him. 

“ This, then, is Master Roger Mallock," he said to my Lord 
Abbot, “ of whom your Lordship spoke to me." 

“ This is he, Holy Father," said my Lord. 

“ He has been a novice for two years then ; and his 
superiors are not sure of his vocation ? " 

“ Yes, Holy Father." 

The Pope looked again at me then, and I dropped my eyes. 

“ And you yourself, my son ? " he asked. 

“ Holy Father," I said, “ I am sure that at present I have 
no vocation. What God may give me in the future I do 
not know. I only know what He has not given me in the 
present." 

Innocent tightened his lips at that; but I think it was to 
prevent himself smiling. 

And he is an English gentleman," he went on presently, 
“ and he ha s estates in France that bring him in above 
twenty thousand francs yearly ; and he is twenty-one years 
of age , and he is accustomed to all kinds of society, and 
he is a devoted son of Holy Church, and he speaks French 
and English and Italian and Spanish and German_" 

“ No, Holy Father, not German—except a few words " 

I said. ' 

“ And he is discreet and courageous and virtuous_v 

" Holy Father-" I began in distress, for I thought he 

was mocking me. 
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“ And he desires nothing better than to serve his spiritual 
superiors in any employment to which they may put him— 
Eh, my son ? ” 

I looked into the Pope’s face and down again ; but I said 
nothing. 

“ Eh, my son ? ” he said again with a certain sharpness. 

“ Holy Father, I have been taught never to contradict 
my superiors ; but indeed in this-” 

“ Bravo ! ” said Innocent. 

Then he turned to my Lord Abbot, as if 1 were no longer 
in the room. 

“ The question,” he said, “ is not only whether this young 
gentleman is capable of hearing everything and saying 
nothing, of preserving his virtue, of handling locked caskets 
without even desiring to look inside unless it is his business, 
of living in the world yet not being of it—but whether he 
is willing to do all this without being paid for it—except 
perhaps his bare expenses.” 

My Lord Abbot said nothing. 

“ I can have a thousand paid servants,” said Innocent, 
“who are worth exactly their wages; but, since money 
cannot buy virtue or discretion or courage, in such servants 
I cannot demand those things. And I can have a thousand 
foolish servants who could earn no wages anywhere because 
of their foolishness, and these never have discretion and not 
often either virtue or courage. But what I wish is to have 
servants who are as wise sons to me—who have all these 
things, and will use them for love's sake—for the love of 
Holy Church and of Christ and His Mother, and who will 
be content with the wages that These gi ve.” 

He stopped suddenly and looked at me quickly again ; 
and my heart burned in my breast; for this that he was 
saying was all that I most desired ; and I saw by that that 
my talk must have been reported to him. I loved Holy 
Church then, and the cause of Jesus and Mary, as young 
men do love, and as I hope to love till I die. I asked nothing 
better than to serve such causes as these even to death. It 
was not for lack of ardour that I wished to leave the monas¬ 
tery ; it was because, truthfully, I had a fever on me of 
greater activity ; because, truthfully, I was not sure of my 
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vocation; because, truthfully, I doubted whether such 
gifts and such wealth and such education as were mine 
could not be used better in the world than in the cloister. 
I knew that I could take a place to-morrow in either the 
French or the English Court, without disgracing myself or 
others ; and it was precisely of this that I had spoken to 
my Lord Abbot; and here was our Holy Father himself 
putting into words those very ambitions that I had. I met 
his eyes, and knew that I was beginning to flush. 

" Well, my son ? " he said. 

“ Holy Father," I said, " my virtues and capacities, such 
as they are, I must leave to my superiors. But my desires 
are those of which your Holiness has spoken. I ask no 
wages : I ask only to be allowed to serve whatever cause 
my superiors may assign to me." 

He continued to look at me, and for very shame I presently 
dropped my eyes again. 

“ Well, my Lord Abbot ? " he said again. “ Let us hear 
what you have to say." 

Then my lord began to speak ; and before he was half- 
done I wished myself anywhere else in the world. For, as 
great men alone are capable, he could be as lavish of praise 
as of blame. He said that I was all that of which His Holiness 
had spoken \ that I had been obedient and exact as a novice ; 
and he said other things too of which even under obedience 
I could not speak. Then too he added what he had never 
said to me before, that he was not sure that I had no voca¬ 
tion , but that since God spoke through exterior circumstances 
as well as through interior drawings, His Holy Will seemed 
to point, at least at present, to a life in the world for me ; 
that he was sure I would be as obedient there as here ; that 
I had learned not only to use my tongue but, what is much 
harder, to hold it. And he ended by begging the Holy Father 
to take me into his service and to use me in the ways in 
which perhaps I might be useful. All this, of course, I 
now understand to have been rehearsed before ; but just at 
that time 1 had no more than a suspicion that this was so. 

When he had finished. His Holiness once more turned and 
looked at me ; and I upon the ground : and then at last 
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" My son,” he said, 41 you have heard what his Reverence 
has said of you ; and I too have heard it, and not to-day for 
the first time. It seems that you are right in thinking that 
for the present at any rate you have no vocation to Holy 
Religion. Well, then, the question is as to what is your 
Vocation, for Our Lord never leaves any man without a 
Vocation of some kind. You are very young for such service 
as that on which we think to send you ; for we shall send you 
to the Court of England first, and then perhaps now and 
again to France ; but you look five years at least older 
than your age, and, I am told, have ten times its discretion. 

I need not tell you that you will have no very heavy mission 
given to you at first ; you must mix freely with the wot 
and use your wits and see what is best to be done, sending 
back reports to the Cardinal Secretary. You will live at 
your own charges, as you yourself have said that you wishec 
to do ; but you may draw upon us here for any journeys 
that you may undertake upon our business up to a certain 
amount. In a word you will be in the diplomatic service 
of the Holy See, though without direct office or commission 
beyond that which I now give you myself. You will have 
full liberty to make a career for yourself in the English or 
French Courts, so long as this comes always second to your 
service to ourselves. If you acquit yourself well—in the way 
which will be explained to you later—you may make a 
career with us too, and will have rewards if you want them : 
but for the present there must be no talk of that. As you 
must be in the world yet not of it ; so you must be of the 
Court of Rome yet not in it. It is a delicate position that 
you will hold; and, to compensate for the informality of it, 
you will have the more liberty on your side, to make a career, 
as I have said, or to marry, if God calls you to that, or in 
any other way. . . . Does that content you, my son ? 

I do not know what I said; for all that the Holy Father 
had told me was what I myself had said to my Lord Abbot. 
I knew that affairs in England were in a very strange con¬ 
dition, that the Duke of York who was next heir to the 
throne was a Catholic, and that Charles himself was favour¬ 
ably disposed to us; and I knew a number of other things 
too which will appear in the course of this tale , and 
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had said to my Lord that sometimes even a hair’s weight 
will make a balance tip ; and had asked again and again 
if I might not, with my advantages, such as they were, be 
of more service to Holy Church in a more worldly place than 
the cloister ; and now here was our Most Holy Lord himself 
granting and confirming all that I had wished. 

" There ! there ! ” he said to me presently, when I had 
tried to say what was in my heart. “ Go and serve God in 
this way as well as you can ; and remember that you can be 
as well sanctified in the Court of a King as in a cloister—and 
better, if it is the Court that is your Vocation. Go and do 
your best, my son ,* and we shall see what you can make 
of it.” 

When we were outside again I saw that my Lord Abbot’s 
face was all suffused, as was my own, for there was some¬ 
thing strangely fiery and keen and holy about Innocent; 
but he said nothing, except that we must now go and see 
His Eminence the Cardinal Secretary of State, for I was to 
receive my more particular instructions from him. 


part: i 

CHAPTER I 


I CAME to London on the fifteenth of June, having left 
it seven years before in company with my father, 

to go to Paris, two years before he died. 

It was drawing on to sunset as we rode up through the 
Southwark fields and, at the top of a little eminence in the 
ground saw for the first time plainly all the City displayed 

before us. . 

We came along the Kent road, having caught sight again and 

again of such spires as had risen after the Great Fire, and of 
the smoke that rose from the chimneys ; but I may say that 
I was astonished at the progress the builders had made 
from what I could remember of seven years before. Then 
there had still been left great open spaces where there should 
have been none ; now it was a city once more ; and even 
the Cathedral shewed its walls and a few roofs above the 
houses. The steeples too of Sir Christopher Wren’s new 
churches pricked everywhere ] though I saw later that there 
was yet much building to be done, both in these and in 
many of the greater houses. My man James rode with me ; 
(for I had been careful not to form too great intimacies with 
the party with whom I had ridden from Dover) ; and I 

remarked to him upon the matter. 

" And there, sir," he said to me, pointing to it, “ is the 
monument no doubt that they have raised to it." 

And so we found it to be a day or two later—a tall pillar, 
with an inscription upon it saying that the Fire had been 
caused by the Papists— a black lie, as every honest man 


knows. 
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By the time that we came to London Bridge the sun was 
yet lower, setting in a glory of crimson, so that it was hard 
to see against it much of Westminster, across the South¬ 
wark marshes and the river ; but yet I could make out the 
roofs of the Abbey and of some of the great buildings of 
Whitehall, where my adventures, I thought, were to lie. 
But between that and the other end of London Bridge, just 
before we set foot on it, the rest of the City was plain enough ; 
and, indeed, it was a splendid sight to see the river, all, as 
it seemed, of molten gold with the barges and the wherries 
plying upon it, and the great houses on the banks and their 
gardens coming down to the water-gates, and the forest 
of chimneys and roofs and steeples behind, and all of a 
translucent blue colour. The sounds of the City, too, came 
to us plainly across the water—the chiming of bells and the 
firing of some sunset gun, and even the noise of wheels and 
the barking of dogs and the crowing of cocks—all in a soft 
medley of human music that made my heart rejoice ; for 
in spite of my long exile abroad and my French and Italianate 
manners, I counted myself always an Englishman. 

Now the first design that I had in mind, and for which I 
had made my dispositions, was to go straight to my lodging 
that had been secured for me by my cousin Tom Jermyn, 
where he was to meet me, and where he too would lie that 
night. It was with him that I was to present my letters 
at Whitehall in a day or two, after I had bought my clothes 
and other necessaries ; in short he was to be my cicerone 
for a while—for he was a Catholic too, like myself—but he 
was not to be told that I had come on any mission at all, 
until at anyrate I had well tested his discretion. 

Now the mission on which I had been instructed by the 

Cardinal Secretary was in one sense a very light one, and 

in another a very difficult one; for its express duties were 
of the smallest. 

Affairs in England at this time were in a very strange 
condition. First, the Duke of York, who was heir to the 
throne, was a declared Catholic ; and then the King himself 
was next door to one, in heart at anyrate. Certainly he 
had never been reconciled to the Church, though the report 
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among some was that he had been, during his life in Paris : 
but in heart, as I have said, he was one, and waited only 
for a favourable occasion to declare himself. For he hac 
been so bold seventeen years before, as to send to Rome 
a scheme by which the Church of England was to be reunited 
to Rome under certain conditions, as that the mass, or parts 
of it, should be read in English, that the Protestant clergy 
who would submit to ordination should be allowed to keep 
their wives, and other matters of that kind. His answer 
from Rome, sent by word of mouth only, was that no scheme 
could be nearer to the heart of His Holiness; but that he 
must not be too precipitate. Let him first show that his 
subjects were with him in his laudable desires , anc 
perhaps the terms of the matter might be spoken of again. 
For the King himself, and indeed even the Duke too at this 
time (though later he amended his life). Catholic in spin 
were scarce Christian in life. The ladies of the ou 
must not be overlooked, for they as much as any statesman 
and some think, more, controlled the king and his brother 

very greatly at this time. , , • 

But this was not all. Next, the king wasembrofiedin 

a great number of ways. The more extreme of h.s Protestant 
subjects feared and hated the Catholic Church as much 
as good Catholics hate and fear the Devil; and although fo 
the present our people had great liberty both at Court an 
elsewhere, no man could tell when that liber y mig 
curtailed. And, indeed, it had been to a great part already 
curtailed five years before by the Test Act, forbidding the 
Catholics to hold any high place at the Court or elsewhere, 
though this was largely evaded. There was even a move¬ 
ment among some of them, and among the most important 
of them too, in the House of Lords and elsewhere, to exclude 
the Duke of York from the succession ; and they advanced 
amongst themselves in support of this the fear that a French 
army might be brought in to subdue England to the Church. 
And, worst of all, as I had learned privately in Rome, there 
was some substance in their fear, though few else knew it , 
since the king was in private treaty with Louis for this ver> 
purpose. Again, a further embroilment lay in the pro- 
positions that had been made privately to the King la ic 
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should rid himself of his Queen—Catherine—on the pretext 
that she had borne no child to him, and could not, and 
marry instead some Protestant princess. Lastly, and most 
important of all, so greatly was Charles turned towards the 
Church, that he had begged more than once, and again 
lately, that a priest might be sent to him to be always at 
hand, in the event of his sudden sickness, whom none else 
knew to be a priest ; and it was this last matter, I think, 
that had determined the Holy Father to let me go, as I had 
wished, though I was no priest, to see how the King would 
bear himself to me; and then, perhaps afterwards, a priest 
might be sent as he desired. 

This then was the mission on which I was come to 
London. 


I was to present myself at Court and place myself at His 
Majesty's disposal. The letters that I carried were no 
more than such as any gentleman might bring with him; 
but the King had been told beforehand who I was, and 
that I was come to be a messenger or a go-between if he so 
wished, with him and Rome. So much the King was told, 
and the Duke. But on my side I was told a little more— 
that I was to do my utmost, if the King were pleased with 
me, to further his conversion and his declaration of himself 
as a Catholic ; that I was to mix with all kinds of folks 
and observe what men really thought of all such matters as 
these, and send my reports regularly to Rome ; that I was 
to place myself at the King’s service in any way that I could 
—in short that I was to follow my discretion and do, as a 
layman may sometimes even more than a priest, all that 
was in my power for the furtherance of the Catholic cause. 

rsow it may be wondered perhaps how it was that I who 
was so young should be entrusted with such matters as 

it™,, ? ere th !u ’} tT b0und t0 say ' however immodest 
may appear, that I have had always the art of making 

friends easily and of commending myself quickly. I had 

hid the 00 m th rl° detieS of both Par is and Rome; and I 
I w lcc °™ pllshmen ts of a gentleman as well as his blood. 

I was thought a pleasant fellow, that is to say, who could 

am not i! e f *, greeable ; • and 1 stably hJ W^£d I 
as amed to say this—but one single ambition in the 
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world, and that was to serve God’s cause: and these things 
do not always go together in this world. Last of all, it must 
be observed, that no very weighty secrets were entrusted 
to me : I bore no letters ; and I had been told no more of 
affairs in general than such as any quick and intelligent 
man might pick up for himself. Even should I prove untrust¬ 
worthy or indiscreet, or even turn traitor, no very great 
harm would be done. If, upon the other hand, I proved 
ready and capable, all that I could learn in England and, 
later perhaps, in France, would serve me well in the carry¬ 
ing out of weightier designs that might then be given into 

my charge. 

Such then I was ; and such was my mission, on this fifteenth 
day of June, as I rode up with James my man a servant 
found for me in Rome, who had once been in the service of 
my Lord Stafford—to the door of the lodgings engaged for 
me in Covent Garden Piazza above a jeweller s shop. 

It was after sunset that we came there ; and all the way 
along the Strand, until we nearly reached the York Stairs, 
I had said nothing to my man, but had used my eyes instead, 
striving to remember what I could of seven years before. 
The houses of great folk were for the most part on my left— 
Italianate in design, with the river seen between them, and 
lesser houses, of the architecture that is called magpie, 
on the right. The way was very foul, for there had been 
rain that morning, and there seemed nothing to carry the 
filth away : in places faggots had been thrown down to 
enable carts to pass over. The Strand was very full of fo k 
of all kinds going back to their houses for supper. 

Covent Garden Piazza was a fairer place altogether. It 
was enclosed in railings, and a sun-dial stood in the centre , 
and on the south was the space for the market, with a cobble 
pavement. To the east of St. Paul's Church stood the 
greater houses, built on arcades, where many fashionable 
people of the Court lived or had their lodgings, and it was 
in one of these that I too was to lodge : for I had bidden 
my Cousin Jermyn to do the best he could for me, and his 
letter had reached me at Dover, telling me to what place I 
was to come. 
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As I sat on my horse, waiting while my man went in to 
one of the doorways to inquire, a gentleman ran suddenly out 
of another, with no hat on his head. * * 

“ Why, you are my Cousin Roger, are you not ? ” he cried 
from the steps. 

“ Then you are my Cousin Tom Jermyn,’’ I said. 

“ The very man ! ” he cried back ; and ran down to hold 
my stirrup. 

All the way up the stairs he was talking and I was ob¬ 
serving him. He seemed a hearty kind of fellow enough, 
with a sunburnt face from living in the country ; and he wore 
his own hair. He was still in riding-dress ; and he told me, 
before we had reached the first landing, that he was come 

but an hour ago from his house at Hare Street, in Hert¬ 
fordshire. 


“ And I have brought little Dorothy with me/’ he cried. 
“You remember little Dorothy ? She is a lady of quality 
now, aged no less than sixteen ; and is come up to renew 
her fal-lals for her cousin’s arrival; for you must come/ 
down with us to Hare Street when your business is done.” 

I cannot say that even after all this heartiness, I thought 
very much of my Cousin Tom. He spoke too loud, I thought, 
on the common stair : but I forgot all that when I came into 
the room that was already lighted with a pair of wax candles 
and set eyes on my Cousin Dorothy, who stood up as we 
came in, still in her riding-dress, with her whip and gloves 
on the table. Now let me once and for all describe my 
Cousin Dorothy, and then I need say no more. She was 
sixteen years old at this time—as her father had just told 
me. She was of a pale skin, with blue eyes and black lashes 
and black hair ; but she too was greatly sunburnt, with the 
haymaking (as her father presently told me again; for 
she spoke very little after we had saluted one another)/ She 
was m a green skirt and a skirted doublet of the same colour, 
and wore a green hat with a white feather ; but those things 
I did not remember till I was gone to bed and was thinking 

° 1 i? r * .? a ^ ar< J busmess for a lover to speak as he should 

?* : e - ld , Wh ° ^ rSt * au & ht him h *s lessons in that art ; 

• * WaS her Sllence ' and the look in her eyes, that 

embodied for me at first what I found so dear afterwards 
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She was neither tall nor short ; she was very slender ; and 
she moved without noise. All these things I write down 
■now from my remembrance of the observations that I made 
Afterwards. It would be foolish to say that I loved her 
so. soon as I saw her ; for no man does that in reality, what- 
e\ er he may say of it later ; I was aware only that here was 
maid whose presence made the little room very pleasant 
to me, and with whom taking supper would be something 
n^ore than the swallowing of food and drink. 

The rooms of my lodging were good enough, as I &aw when 
niy Cousin Tom flung open the doors to show me them all. 
•\They were three in number : this room into which we had 
ffrst come from the stairs was hung in green damask, with 
Cindies in sconces between the panels of the stuff ; the door 
o* the left opened into the room where my Cousin Dorothy 
s would lie, with her maid ; and that on the right my Cousin 
'Tom and I would share between us. The windows of all three 


looked out upon the piazza. 

He said a great number of times that he was sorry that 
he had brought up his daughter without giving me warning ; 
but that the maid had set her heart on it and would take 
\ no denial. (This I presently discovered to be wholly false ) 
\For a week, he said, and no more, I should be discommoded ; 
land after that, when I had come back from Hare Stieet, 

ihould be able to entertain my friends in peace. . 

J I answered him, of course, with the proper compliments ; 
» n>ut I liked his manner less than ever. He was too boisterous, 
M thought, on a first meeting; and too hearty in his expies>- 
1 sions of goodwill. When we were set down to supper; he 
\ began again, with what I thought a good deal of indisci et ion. 
i “ So you are come from Rome ! he said loudly, anc 
from a monastery too, as I hear. Well, no man love* a 
monk more than I do—in their monasteries ; but I am glad 
you are not to be one. We will teach him better lieie 


eh, Dolly, my dear ? " 

It was only my man James who was in the room when fie 
spoke ; yet as soon as he was gone out to fetch another 

dish I thought I had best say a word. 

" Cousin,’* I said, “ with your leave ; I think it best not 

* to speak of monasteries-” 
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He interrupted me. 

" Why, you need fear nothing/' he cried. " We Catholics 
are all in the fashion these days. Why, there is Mr. Huddle 
ston that goes about in his priest's habit: and the Capuchin 

at St. James’, and the very Jesuits too-" 

“ I think it would be better not-" I began. * 

“ Oho ! ” cried Cousin Tom. “ That is in the wind, t 
it ? Why, I’ll be as mum as a mouse ! " j 

I did not know what he meant ; and I supposed that 
did not know himself, unless indeed by sheer blundering t{ 
had pitched upon the truth that I was come on a mission 
But so soon as James was in the room again, he began upoiy 
the other tack, and talked of Prince this and the Duke <r 
that, with whom I might be supposed to be on terms C 
intimacy, winking on me all the while, so that my mi 
saw it. However, I answered him civilly. I could do h 
less ; for he was my cousin, and in a manner my host; and, 
most of all, I must depend upon him for a few days at least, j 
to tell me how I must set about my audiences and my personal^ 
affairs. f 

My Cousin Dorothy said little or nothing all this time ) 
but sat with downcast eyes, giving a look now and again 
at the table to see if we had all that we needed ; for sh^ 
was housekeeper at Hare Street, her mother having died ten 
years before, and she herself being the only child. She did; 
not look at me at all, or shew any displeasure ; and yet ^ 
it seemed to me that she was not best pleased with her 7 " 
father’s manners. Once, towards the end of supper, when * 
James came behind him with the wine-jug, I saw her shake <j 
her head at him ; and, indeed, Cousin Tom was already f 
pretty red in the face with all that he had drunk. \ 


When the meal was finished at last, and the table cleared, 
and the servants gone downstairs to their own supper, he 
began again with his talk, stretching his legs in the window- 
seat where he sat; while I sat still in my chair wheeled 
away from the table, and my Cousin Dorothy went in and 
out of the rooms, bestowing the luggage that she and her 
maid had unpacked. I watched her as she went to and fro, 
telling myself (as some lads will, who pride themselves^ 

r I 


ODDSFISH! 17 

on being come to manhood) that she was only a little 
maid. 

" As to your affairs. Cousin Roger,” he said, “ they will 
soon be determined. I take it that when you have kissed 
His Majesty’s hand and paid your duty to the Duke, you 
will have done all that you should for the present.” 

I did not contradict him ; but he was not to be restrained. 
“ You are come to seek your fortune, no doubt ” : (he 
winked on me again as he said this, to draw attention to his 
discretion) ; ” and there is nothing else in the world but 
that, no doubt, that brings you to England.” (He said 
this with an evident irony that even a child would have 
understood.) “ Not that you have not a very pretty fortune 
already : I understand that it is near upon a thousand 
pounds a year ; and great estates in Normandy too, when 
you shall be twenty-eight years old. I am right, am I 
not ? ” 

Now he was right ; but I wondered that he should take 
such pains to know it all. 

“ There or thereabouts,” I said. 

“ That condition of twenty-eight years is a strange one,” 
he went on. ” Now what made your poor father fix upon 
that, I wonder ? ” 

I told him that my father held that a man’s life went by 
sevens, and that every man was a boy till he was twenty- 
one, a fool till he was twenty-eight, and a man, by God’s 
grace, after that. 

" Ah ! that was it, was it ? ” he said, stretching his legs 
yet further. ” I have often wondered as to how that was.” 

And that shewed me that his mind must have run a good 
deal upon my fortunes ; but as yet I did not understand the 

reason. 

When, presently, my Cousin Dorothy had shut the door 
of her room, and my man was gone down again to the horses, 

he began again on his old tack. 

" You and I, Cousin Roger,” he said, “ will soon under¬ 
stand one another. I knew that as soon as I clapped eyes 
on you. Come, tell me what your business is here. I'm 
as close as the grave over a friend’s secrets. 

“ My dear cousin,” 1 said, " I do not know what business 
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you mean. Was not my letter explicit enough ? I am 
come to live here as an English gentleman. What other 
business should I have ? ” 

He winked again at me. 

“ Yes, yes/* he said. “ And now having done your duty 
to your discretion, do it to your friendship for me too. I 
know very well that a man who comes from a Roman monas¬ 
tery, with letters from the French ambassador, does not 
come for nothing. Is there some new scheme on hand ?— 
for the honour of Holy Church, no doubt ? ” 

I thanked God then that I had said not one word in my 
letter that Shaftesbury himself might not have read. I 
had been in two minds about it; but had determined to wait 
until I saw my cousin and learned for myself what kind of 
man he was. 

“ My dear cousin,” I said again, “ even if I had come on 
some such mission, I should assure you, as I do now, that it 
was nothing of the kind. How else could such missions be 
kept secret at all ? It would be a secretion commissum in 
any case; as the theologians would say. I can but repeat 
what I said in my letter to you ; and, if you will think of it, 
you will see that it is not likely that any matter of 
importance would be entrusted to a young man of my 
age.” 

That seemed to quiet him. I have often noticed that 
to appeal to the experience and wisdom of a fool is the surest 
way to content him. 

He began then to talk of the Court; and it would not be 
decent of me to record even a tenth part of the gossip he told 
me regarding the corruption that prevailed in Whitehall. 
Much of it was no doubt true; and a great deal more than 
he told me in some matters ; but it came pouring out from 
him, and with such evident pleasure to himself, that it was 
all I could do to preserve a pleasant face towards him. He 
told me of the little orange-girl, Nell Gwyn, who was now 
just twenty-eight years old ; and how she lived here and 
there as the King gave her houses—in Pall Mall, and in 
Sandford House in Chelsea, and at first at the “ Cock and 
Pie in Drury Lane ; and how her hair was of a reddish 
brown, and how, when she laughed her eyes disappeared in 
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her head ; and of the Duchess of Cleveland, that was once 
Mrs. Palmer and then my Lady Castlemaine, now in France ; 
and of the Duchess of Portsmouth, and her son created 
Duke of Richmond three years ago ; and of the mock mar¬ 
riage that was celebrated, in my Lord Arlington’s house at 
Euston, seven years ago between her and the King. And 
these things were only the more decent matters of which he 
spoke ; and of all he spoke with that kind of chuckling 
pleasure that a heavy country squire usually shews in such 
things, so that I nearly hated him as he sat there. For 
to myself such things seem infinitely sorrowful ; and all the 
more so in such a man as the King was ; and they seemed 
the more sorrowful the more that I knew of him later; for he 
had so much of the supernatural in him after all, and knew 
what he did. 

Then presently my Cousin Jermyn began upon the Duke ; 
and at that I nearly loosed my tongue at him altogether. 
For I knew very well that the guilt of the Duke was heavier 
even than the guilt of the King, since James had the grace 
of the Sacraments to help him and the light of the Faith 
to guide him. But I judged it better not to shew my anger, 
since I was, as the Holy Father had told me, to be “ in the 
world,” though interiorly not of it : and so I feigned sleep 
instead, and presently had to snore aloud before my cousin 
could see it : and, as he stopped speaking, my Cousin Dorothy 

came in to bid us good-night. 

“ Why, I have been half asleep,” I said. " I am tired with 
my journey. What were you saying, cousin ? ” 

He leered again at that, as if to draw attention to his 

daughter's presence. 

** Why, we were talking of high matters of state,” he said, 
“ when you fell asleep—matters too high for little maids 

to hear of. Give me a kiss, my dear.” 

When she came to me, I kissed her on the forehead, and 
not upon the cheek which she offered me. 

“ Is that the Italian custom ? ” cried my Cousin Tom. 
“ Why, we can teach you better than that—eh, Dolly ? ” 
She said nothing to that; but looked at me a little anxiously 
and then at the table where the wine stood ; and I thought 
that I understood her. 
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“ Well, cousin,” I said, “ I, too, had best be off to bed. 
We had best both go. I do not want to lie awake half the 
night; and if you wake me when you come to bed, I shall 
not sleep again.” 

He tried to persuade me to stay and drink a little more ; 
but I would not: and for very courtesy he had to come 
with me. 


In spite of my drowsiness, however, when I was once in 
bed and the light was out I could not at once sleep. I heard 
the watchman go by and cry that it was a fine night; and 
I heard the carriages go by, and the chairs ; and saw the 
light of the links on the ceiling at the end of my bed ; and 
I heard a brawl once and the clash of swords and the scream 
of a woman ; as well as the snoring of my Cousin Tom, who 
fell asleep at once, so full he was of French wine. But it was 
not these things that kept me awake, except so far as they 
were signs to me of where I was. 


For here I was in London at last, which, whatever men 
may say, is the heart of the world, as Rome is the heart of 
the Church; and there, within a gunshot, was the gate of 
Whitehall where the King lived, and where my fortunes lay. 
Neither was I here as a mere Englishman come home again 
after seven years, but as a messenger from the Holy See, 
with work both to find and to do. To-morrow I must set 
out, to buy, as I may say, the munitions of war—my clothes 
and my new periwigs and my swords and my horses ; and 
then after that my holy war was to begin. I had my letters 
not only to the Court, but to the Jesuits as well—though of 
these I had been careful to say nothing to my cousin ; for 
1 couid present these very well without his assistance. And 
this holy war I was to carry on by my own wits, though a 
soldier in that great army of Christ that fights continually 
with spiritual weapons against the deceits of Satan. 

I wondered, then, as I lay there in the dark, as to whether 
this war would be as bloodless as seemed likely ; whether 

" rue <“dK true, whether it were good or 

bad) that Catholics should again almost be in the fashion, 

as my cousin had said. There were still those old bloody 

laws against us ; was it so sure that they would never be 

revived again ? And if they were revived, how should I 



ODDSFISH ! 


21 


bear myself; and how would my Cousin Jermyn, and all 
those other Catholics of whom London was so full ? 

Of all these things, then, I thought ; but my last thoughts, 
before I commended myself finally to God and Our Lady, 
were of my Cousin Dorothy—that little maid, as I feigned to 
myself to think of her. Yes ; I would go down to Hare Street 
in Hertfordshire so soon as I conveniently could, without 
neglecting my business. It would be pleasant to see what 
place it was that my Cousin Dorothy called her home. 



CHAPTER II 


I T was again a fair evening, five days later, when, in one 
of my new suits, with my new silver-handled sword, 
I set out on foot to Whitehall to see the King first and the 
Duke afterwards, as word had been brought me from the 
Chamberlain’s office ; for I had presented my letters on the 
morning after I had come to London. 

Those four days had passed busily and merrily enough 
in company with my cousins. The first two days I had 
spent in the shops, and had expended above forty pounds, 
with both my cousins to advise me. It w'ould not be to the 
purpose to describe all that I bought ; but there was a blue 
suit I had, that w r as made very quickly, and that was the 
one I wore when I went to see the King, that was very fine. 
All was of blue ; the coat was square-cut, with deep skirts, 
and had great laced cuffs that turned up as high as the 
elbow, shewing the ruffled WTistbands of the shirt beneath ; 
the w'aistcoat below’—in the new' fashion—was so long as to 
come down to my knees ; and both coat and waistcoat had 
buttons all the way down the front, with silver trim¬ 
ming. My stockings—for the brodequins were out of 
fashion again now-were of a darker blue, and my shoes 
of strong leather, with a great rosette upon each, for 
buckles were not usual at this time. Then my cravat 
was of Flanders lace; and my Cousin Dorothy shewed 
me how to fasten it so that the ends lay dowm square in 
front ; and my hat was round with a blue favour in it 
upon the left side ; and I w’ore it with what w’as called the 
Monmouth cock. I carried a long cane in my hand, with 
a silver head, and a pair of soft leather gloves, without cuffs 
to them. Then, as my ow'n hair w'as still short, I bought a 
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couple of dark periwigs of my own colour, and put on, the 
better to go to Whitehall in. Besides these things I had 
three other suits, one very plain, of grey, and two less plain ; 
a case of pistols, and a second sword, very plain and strong, 
in a leather scabbard, with its belt; two pair of riding-boots, 
besides other shoes ; and two dozen of shirts and cravats, of 

which half were plain, without lace. 

While we went to and fro on all those businesses, we saw 
something both of the town and of the folks. On our way 
back from Cheapside one day, we turned aside to see the 
Monument, with the lying inscription upon it ; and then to 
see the Cathedral, which was already of a considerable height. 
Of the persons of importance we saw one day the Duke of 
Buckingham in his coach, drawn by two white horses, with 
riders before and behind, pass along towards Whitehall , 
and a chair went by us one evening in which, it was said, 
was the Duchess of Portsmouth (once Madame de la Querou- 
aille, or Mrs. Carwell) ; but it was so closely guarded that I 
could not see within. Also, we saw my Lord Shaftesbury, a 
sly yet proud looking fellow, I thought him, walking with 
Mr. Pepys, who fell later under suspicion of being a Catholic, 


because his servant was one. . . 

On the Saturday evening we went to take the air in St. 

James' Park, and walked by Rosamund’s pond ; and here 
we but just missed seeing the King and Queen ; for as \\e 
came into it from Charing Cross (where I had seen for the 
first time in the public street the Punch-show, which I think 
must take its origin from Pontius Pilate) their Majesties 
rode out—hand in hand, I heard later—through the Park 
Gate into the Horse-Guards, and so to Whitehall, with guards 
in buff and steel following. There was a great company 
of gentlemen and ladies who rode behind, of whom we caught 
a sight; but they were too far away for us to recognize any 
of them. (I saw, too, the cress-carts come in from Tothill 

fields.) v + . 

On the Sunday morning we went all three together to near 

mass sung in St. James’ ; and here for the first time I saw 

Mr. Huddlestone, who was of the congregation, who was in 

his priest’s habit—as my cousin had told me—for this was 

allowed to him by Act of Parliament, because he had saved 
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the King’s life after the battle of Worcester. He was a man 
that looked like a scholar, but was very brown with the sun, too. 
We could not see the Duke, for he was in his closet, with 
the curtains half drawn—a tribune, as we should call it in 
Rome. It was very sweet to me to hear mass again after 
my journey ; and it was not less sweet to me that my Cousin 
Dorothy was beside me ; but the crush was so great, of Pro¬ 
testants who had come to see the ceremonies, as well as of 
Catholics, that there was scarcely room even to kneel down 
at the elevation. On our way back we saw Prince Rupert, 
a fat pasty-faced man, driving out in his coach. He spent 
all his time in chymical experiments, I was told. As Sedley 
said, he had exchanged Naseby for Noseby. 

I had been bidden, on the Monday, to present myself 
first at Mr. Chiffinch’s lodgings that were near the chapel, 
between the Privy Stairs and the Palace Stairs; and, as I 
was before my time, when I came into the Court, behind 
the Banqueting Hall, I turned aside to see the Privy Garden. 
A fellow in livery, of whom there were half a dozen in sight, 
asked me my business very civilly ; and when I told him, 
ltrt me go through by the Treasury and the King’s laboratory, 
so that I might see the garden : and indeed it was very well 
worth seeing. There were sixteen great beds, set in the 
rectangle, with paved walks between ; there was a stone 
vase on a pedestal, or a statue, in the centre of each bed, 
and a great sundial in the midst of them all. There were 
some ladies walking at the further end, beneath the two rows 
of trees ; and the sight was a very pretty one, for the sunlight 
was still on part of the garden and on the Bowling-Green 
beyond the trees ; and the flowers and the ladies’ dresses, 
and the high windows that flashed back the light, all con¬ 
spired to make what I looked upon very beautiful. The 
lodgings that looked on to the Privy Garden and the Bowling- 
Green were much coveted, I heard later; and only such 
personages as Prince Rupert, my Lord Peterborough, 

Sir Philip Killigrew, and such like, could get them 
there. 

Mr. Chiffinch’s lodgings, when I came to them, were not 
so fine ; for they looked out upon little courts on both sides, 
and my Lady Arlington’s lodgings blocked his view to the 
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river. I went up the stairs, and beat upon the door with 
my cane: and a voice cried to me to enter. 

Now I had heard enough of Mr. Chifhncli to make me 
prejudge him ; for his main business, it seemed, was to pander 
to the King's pleasures ; and he had his rooms so near the 
river, it was said, that he might more easily meet those 
who came by water and take them up to His Majesty s rooms 
unobserved : yet when I saw him, I understood that any 
prejudgement was unnecessary. For if ever man bore his 

character in his face it was Mr. Chiffinch. 

He had risen at my knock, and was standing in the light 
of the window. He was dressed in a dark suit, very plain, 
yet of very rich stuff, and had laid his periwig aside, so that 
I could see his features. He was a dark secret-looking man 
with his eyes set near together, and with a lip so short that 
it seemed as if he sneered ; he stooped a little too. \ et 
I am bound to say that his manner was perfection itself. 

“ Mr. Chiffinch," I said. And at that he bowed. 

“ I am Mr. Roger Mallock," I said ; " and I was bidden 

to come here at this hour." 

“ I am honoured to meet you, Mr. Mallock, he said. 1 
have had His Majesty's instructions very particular in your 
regard. I am ashamed that you should find me so unready , 
but I will not keep you above five minutes, if you will sit 

down for a little." 

He made haste to set me a chair near the window ; and with 
another apology or two he went out of a second door. 

The room in which he left me was like the suit that he 
wore—in that it was both plain and rich. There were three 
or four chairs with arms ; a table, with twisted legs, on which 
lay a great heap of papers and a pair of candlesticks : and 
there was a tall lightly-carved press, with locks, between 
the windows. The walls were plain, with a few good en¬ 
gravings hung upon them. I went up to examine one, 

and found it to be a new one, by Faithorne. 

Now that I was drawing so near to the King, I found my 
apprehensions returning upon me, for half my success, I 'new 
if not all, turned upon the manner I first shewed to bun. I 
knew very well that I could bear myself with sufficient 
address ; but sufficient address was not all that was needed . 
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I must so act that His Majesty would remember me after¬ 
wards, and with pleasure. Yet how was I to ensure this ? 

As I was so thinking to myself, Mr. Chiffinch came in again, 
having, with marvellous speed, changed his suit into one of 
brown velvet, with a great black periwig, from which his 
sharp face looked out like a ferret from a hole. 

“ I must ask your pardon, Mr. Matlock,” he said, as I stood 
up to meet him, “ again and again ; but I have scarcely 
an hour to myself day or night. Duty treads on the heels 
of duty all day long. But we have still time : His Majesty 
does not expect us till half-past five.” 

I made the usual compliments and answers, to which he 
bowed again ; and then, as I thought he would, he began 
upon what was not his business—at least I thought not then. 

“ You are come from Rome, I hear. I trust that His 
Holiness was in good health ? ” 

“ The reports were excellent,” I said, determined not to 
be taken in this way. 

“ You have seen His Holiness lately, no doubt ? ” 

“It was the French and Spanish ambassadors,” I said, 
” who gave me my letters. A poor gentleman like myself 
does not see the Holy Father once in a twelvemonth.” 

He seemed contented with that; and I think he put me 

down as something of a well-bred simpleton, which was 

precisely what I wished him to think ; for his manner changed 
a little. 

" You have seen His Majesty before, no doubt ? ” 

” I have not been in England for seven years,” I said, 

smiling. “ I saw His Majesty once when I was a lad, as he 

went to dinner \ and I have seen him once, on Saturda} 7 

last , at least, I saw the top of his hat from a hundred yards 
off." 

And the Duke of York ? ” he asked. 

“ 1 have never seen the Duke of York in my life, to mv 
knowledge,” I said. 

Now I saw well enough what he was after. Without 
a doubt he had a suspicion that I was an emissary in some 
way from the Holy Father, or at least that I was more than 

appeared to be ; and being one of those men who desire 
to know everything, that they may understand, as the 
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saying is, which way the cat will jump, and how to jump 
with her, he was determined to find out all that he could. 
On my side, therefore, I assumed the air of a rather stupid 
gentleman, to bear out better the character that I had— 
that I was a mere gentleman from Rome, recommended 
by the Catholic ambassadors ; and I think that, for the 
time at anyrate, he took me so to be ; for his manner became 
less inquisitive. 

“ We must be going to His Majesty, sir,” he said presently, 
rising ; and then he added as if by chance : “You are a 
Catholic, Mr. Mallock ? ” 

“ Why, yes,” I said : for there was no need of any con¬ 
cealment on the point of my religion. 

As we went downstairs and along the passage that led 
by Sir Francis Clinton’s lodgings, he began to speak of how 
I was to behave myself to the King, and how kiss his hand 
and the rest. I knew very well all these things, but I listened 
to him as if I did not, and even put a question or two; and 

he answered me very graciously. 

“ You should be very modest with His Majesty,” he said, 
“ if you would please him. He likes not originals over¬ 
much ; or, rather, I would say—(but it must not be re¬ 
peated)—that he likes to be the only original of the company. 

And when Mr. Chiffinch said that I knew that he was 
lying to me ; for the very opposite was the truth ; and I 
understood that he still had his suspicions of me and wished 
me to fail with the King. But I nodded wisely, and thanked 
him. 

A couple of Yeomen of the Guard—of which body no 
man was less than six feet tall—stood at the foot of the 
little stairs that led up to the King’s lodgings ; and these 
made no motion to hinder the King’s page and his com¬ 
panion. So English were they that they did not even turn 
their eyes as we went through, Mr. Chiffinch preceding me 
with an apology. 

At the door on the landing of the first floor he turned to 
me again before he knocked. 

" His Majesty will be within the second room,” he said. 
" Will you wait, Mr. Mallock, please, in this first anteroom. 
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and I will go through. This is a private reception by His 
Majesty. There will be no formalities.” 

He tapped upon both the doors that were one inside the 
other ; and then led me through. The first chamber was 
very richly furnished, though barely. There was a long 
table with chairs about it ; and he led me to one of these. 
Then with a nod or two he passed on to a second door, tapped 
upon it softly and went through, closing it behind him. I 
heard a woman’s laugh as he went through, suddenly broken 
off. 

There was, I supposed (and as I learned afterwards to be 
the case) one other way at least out of the King’s lodgings, 
through his private library, where he kept all his clocks and 
wheels and such-like ; for when, after a minute or two, the 
door opened again and Mr. Chiffinch beckoned me in, there 
was no woman with the King. 

It was a great room—His Majesty’s closet as it was called 
—which he used for such solitary life as he led ; and while 
I was with him, and afterwards upon other occasions, I saw 
little by little how it was furnished. The table in the midst, 
at which His Majesty wrote, was all in disorder ; it was piled 
high with papers and books, for he would do what writing 
or reading he cared to do by fits and starts. The walls were 
hung with panels of tapestry, and tall curtains of brocade 
hung at the windows. Between the panels were pictures 
hung upon the walls—three or four flower-pictures by 
Varelst; three pictures of horses and dogs by Hondius, 
and a couple of Dutch pictures by Hoogstraaten. Over 
the fireplace was a chimney-breast by Gibbons ; and the 
ceiling was all a-sprawl with gods and goddesses, I suppose 
by Verrio. In the windows, which looked out on two sides, 
over the river and into a little court, were little tables covered 
with curious things, for His Majesty delighted in such in¬ 
genuities Dutch figures in silver, clockwork, and the like, 
and a basket of spaniels lay beneath one of the tables. A 
second great table stood against the wall on the further side 
from that on which I entered, covered with retorts and 
instruments, and behind it a press, and near it sat the King. 
The floor was carpeted with rush matting, loosely woven, 
with rugs upon it. But of all these things I saw little or 
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nothing at the first, for Mr. Chiffinch was gone out behind 
me, and I was alone with His Majesty. One of the spaniels 
had given a little yelp as I came in ; but disposed himself to 
sleep again. 

Now I am not one of those who think that those who are 
noble by birth must always be noble by character, though 
I know that it should be so. I knew, too, very well that 
Charles was less than noble in a great number of ways. His 
women did what they liked with him ; he would spend 

fortunes on those who pleased him and did him nothing 

but injury, and would let his faithful lovers and servants 

go starve. He lived always, you would say, only for the 

flesh and the pride of the eyes ; he was careless and selfish 
and ungrateful ; in short, he was as dissolute as a man could 
be, or, rather, as dissolute as a king could be, and that is 
much more. Yet for all this, he was a man of an extra¬ 
ordinary power, if he had cared to use it. It was said of him 
that “ he could, if he would, but that he would not ” ; and 
of his brother that “ he would if he could, but that he could 
not ” ; and I know no better epigram on the two than that. 
James was all intention without success; and Charles all 
success without intention. And so James at the end lived 
and died as a saint, though he was far from being one at 
this time ; and Charles lived and died a sinner, though, 
thank God, a penitent one. 

Now although I knew all this well enough, and how Charles’ 
private life stank in the nostrils of God and man, I cannot 
describe how he affected me with loyalty and compassion 
and even a kind of love, in this little while that I had with 
him in private, nor how these emotions grew upon me the 
more that I knew him. 

He was sitting in his great chair, not yet dressed for supper, 
for his wristbands were tumbled and turned back, and his 
huge dark brown periwig was ever so little awry. He was 
in a dark suit, with a lace cravat ; and his rosetted shoes 
were crossed one over the other as he sat. The light of the 
window fell full upon him from one side, shewing his swarthy 
face, his thin close moustaches, and his heavy eyes under 
his arched brows—shewing above all that air of strange and 
lovable melancholy that was so marked a trait in those of 
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the Stewart blood. He smiled a little at me, but did not 
move, except to put out his hand. I came across the floor, 
kneeled and kissed his hand, then, at a motion from him, 
stood up again. 

“ So you are Mr. Roger Matlock/' he said. “ Welcome to 
England, Mr. Roger Mallock. You bring good news of His 
Holiness, I hope." 

" His Holiness does very well, Sir," I said. 

“ We should all do as well if we were as holy," said the 
King. “ And you come to look after my soul, I am in¬ 
formed." 

(He said this with a kind of gravity that can scarcely be 
believed.) 

“ I am no priest, Sir," I said, “ if you mean that. I am 
only a forerunner, at the best." 

“ Vox clamantis in dcserio ," said the King. " I hope I 
shall be no Herod to cut off your head. But it is very kind 
of you to come to this wilderness. And have you seen 
my brother yet ? " 

" I am to see his Royal Highness immediately," I said. 
" I waited upon your Majesty first." 

“ Poor James ! " said the King. “ He wants looking after, 
I think. And what have you come to do in England, Mr. 
Mallock ? " 

Now I felt that I was cutting a poor figure at present; and 
that I must say something presently, if I could, to make the 
King remember me afterwards. It appeared to me that he 
was trying me, as he tried all newcomers, to see whether 
they would be witty or amusing ; but, for the life of me, I 
could think of nothing to say. 

" I am come to put myself wholly at your Majesty’s dis¬ 
posal," I said. 

" Come ! come ! That's better," said Charles. “ It is 
usually the other way about. Servus servorum Dei , you 
know. And in what manner do you propose that I should 
use you ? " 

“ I will clean your Majesty’s shoes, if you will. Or I will 
run errands in my own. Or I will sing psalms, or ditties ; 
or I will row in a boat; or I will play tennis, or fence. I 
am what is called an accomplished young gentleman, Sir." 
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Now I think I put in a shade too many clauses, for I was 
a little agitated. But the King’s face lightened up very 
pleasantly. 

“ But I have plenty of folks who can do all that,” he said. 
“ In what are you distinguished from the rest ? ” 

Then I determined on a bold stroke; for I knew that the 
King liked such things, if they were not too bold. 

“ I am a Jesuit at heart, Sir,” I said. “ I desire to do 
these things, if your Majesty wills it so, simply that I may 
serve His Holiness in serving your Majesty.” 

“ Oho ! ” said Charles ; and he gathered his feet under him 
and looked at me more closely. I met his eyes fairly and 
then dropped my own. 

“ Oho 1 That is frank enough, Mr. Mallock. You know 
all about me, I suppose. You seem very young for such 
work. How old are you ? Twenty-five ? ” 

” I pass as twenty-five, Sir. But I am only twenty- 
one ! ” 

" I would that I were ! ” said Charles earnestly. ” And 
so you are a Jesuit in disguise—a wolf in sheep’s clothing.” 

” No, Sir. I am a Jesuit at heart only, in that I would do 
anything in God's cause. But I am rather a sheep in wolf’s 
clothing. I was a Benedictine novice till lately.” 

He seemed not to hear me. He had dropped his chin on 
his hand, and was looking at me as if he were thinking of 
something else. 

” So you are come to serve me,” he said presently, “ in 
any way that I will; and you will serve me only that you 
may serve your master better. And what wages do you 
want ? ” 

“ None that your Majesty can give,” I said. 

” Better and better,” said Charles. ” Nor place, nor 
position ? ” 

“ Only at your Majesty’s feet.” 

” And what if I kick you ? ” 

” I will look for the halfpence elsewhere, Sir.” 

Then the King laughed outright, in the short harsh way 
he had ; and I knew that I had pleased him. Then he stood 
up, and I saw that he was taller than I had thought. He 
was close upon six feet high. 
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" Well, Mr. Mallock,” he said,“ this seems all very pleasant 
and satisfactory. You said you would run errands. I 

suppose you mean to Rome ? ” 

“ To Rome and back, Sir,” I said. " Or to anywhere else, 

except Hell.” 

“ Oh ! you draw the line there, do you ? ” 

" No, Sir. It is God Almighty who has drawn it. I-am 

not responsible.” 

“ But you observe God His line ? ” 

“.Yes, Sir. At least, I try to.” 

“ We all do that, I suppose. The pity is that we do not 
succeed more consistently. . . . Well, Mr. Mallock, I have 
nothing for you at present. I am a great deal too busy. 
These ladies, you know, demand so much. I suppose you 
heard one of them laugh just now ? ” 

“ I hear nothing but your Majesty's commands,” I said 

very meekly. 

Charles laughed again and began to walk up and down. 

“ Well—and there are all these clockwork businesses, and 
chymical and the like. And there is so much to eat and 
drink and see : and there are the affairs of the kingdom— 
I had forgot that. Well; I have no time at present, Mr. 
Mallock, as you can see for yourself. But I will not forget 
you, if I want you. Where do you lodge ? 

I named my lodgings in Covent Garden. 

“ And I have a cousin, Sir,” I said, “ who has bidden me 
to his house in Hare Street. I shall be here or there.” 

“ His name ? ” 

“ Thomas Jennyn, Sir.” 

The King nodded. 

“ I will remember that,” he said. “ Well, it may be a 
long time before I have anything more to say to His Holiness. 

* He that will not when he may-’ You know all about 

that, I suppose, Mr. Mallock ? ” 

“ I know that your Majesty has the reunion of Christendom 
at heart,” I said discreetly. 

“ Yes, yes ; I understand,” said Charles. “ I have re¬ 
ceived very favourable accounts of you, sir. And your 
letters, which are for the public eye, are perfectly in order. 
Well; I will remember, Mr. Mallock. Meanwhile you had 
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best not shew yourself at Court in public too much.’* (And 
this he said very earnestly.) 

He put out his hand to be kissed. 

“ And you will give my compliments to my brother 
James/* he said. 

One of the spaniels snored in his sleep as I went out again. 


3 



CHAPTER III 

M Y interview with the Duke was a very different 
matter. I was informed at his lodgings that he 
was not ye^ come from tennis ; and upon asking how long he 
would be, or if I might go to the tennis-court, was told that 
he might be half an hour yet, and that I might go there if 
I wished ; so I went up from the river again, with a fellow 
they sent to guide me, down through the Stone Gallery, 
across the Privy Garden, and so across the street, midway 
between the gates, and so by the Duke of Monmouth's 
lodgings to the tennis-court. Here, as I went across the 
street, I caught sight of the sentries changing guard. These 
were the Coldstream Guards, in their red coats ; for it was 
these foot-guards who did duty for the most part in the 
Palace and round about at the gates. The other troops 
about His Majesty were, first the King’s Guards proper, 
who attended him when he rode out : these were in buff 
coats and cuirasses, very well mounted, and very gay with 
ribbons and velvet and gold lace and what not: and to each 
troop of these were attached a company of grenadiers with 
their grenades. Besides these were the Blues, also cavalry ; 
and the dragoons, who were infantry on horseback, and carried 
bayonets. Of the foot-soldiers, such as the Buffs, most 
were mousquetaires ; but some trailed pikes, and everyone 
of them had a sword. These troops I saw constantly in 
town ; besides the Yeomen w-ho were closely attached to 
the person of his Sacred Majesty. 

It was by the Duke of Monmouth’s lodgings that I had 
my first sight of the Duke of Monmouth himself; for as I 
came towards the archway, by which were the lodgings of 
my Lady Suffolk, he himself came out from his own. I did 
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not know who he was, until the fellow by me saluted him 
and doffed his cap, whereupon I did the same. I think 
I have never seen a more handsome lad in all my life (for 
he looked no more, though he was near thirty years old). 
His face was as smooth as a girl’s, though not at all effemi¬ 
nate ; he had a high and merry look with him, and bore 
himself, with his two friends, like a prince ; he had violet 
eyes and arched brows over them. It is piteous to me now 
to think of his end, and that it was against his uncle by blood 
(whom I was to see presently) that he rebelled later, and by 
his uncle that he was condemned ; and it is yet more piteous 
to think how he met that end, crying and cringing for fear 
of his life, both in the ditch in which he was discovered, and 
afterward in prison. He looked very kindly on me as he 
passed, lifting his hand to his hat ; but I think he would 
not have so looked if he had known all about me ; for he 
was as venomous against the Catholics as a man could be, 
or at least feigned himself so, for I think he had not a great 
deal of religion at any time. But he was to know me better 
afterwards. 

When I came up into the gallery of the tennis-court I found 
it pretty full; yet not so full but that I could get a sight of 
the players. The Duke was in the court of the dedans when 
I first came in, so I could see no more of him than his back 
and his cropped head ; but when, after two chaces he crossed 
over, I had a good view of him. 

He was more heavily built than Charles ; but his features 
were not unlike the King's, though he was fairer in com¬ 
plexion, I suppose ; and his lip was shorter, and he wore no 
hair on his face. He had somewhat of a heavier look too 
in his face, without the fire that burned like embers in his 
brother's eyes. All this I noticed somewhat of, even from 
the gallery, though he was all a-sweat with his exercise. 

I had left word with one of the men below as to my name 
and my business; and when the game was ended and the 
Duke went out, I remained still upstairs for a little, think¬ 
ing that perhaps another would be played, and then perhaps 
he would send for me. But a servant came up presently 
and told me I was to follow to the Stone Gallery, where 
the Duke would walk for a while before changing his clothes, 
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as his custom was. This Stone Gallery, as I had seen, 
was roofed, with skylights in it, and had presses of books all 
along the walls, together with collections of all kinds. 

When I came to the Gallery he was at the further end, 
walking with Sir Robert Murray, as I learned after¬ 
wards, who was a very earnest Protestant, but always 
at Court; but when he saw me he sent Sir Robert away 
and beckoned to me to come. So I went up to him and 
kissed his hand, and he bade me walk with him for a little. 
(He had put on a cloak and hat to prevent his taking cold.) 

Now his manner was wholly different from His Majesty’s. 
There was a courtesy always in Charles that was not in 
James ; for the Duke said nothing as to his receiving me 
here in his deshabille , but began immediately to talk in a 
low voice. 

“ I am pleased that you are come to England, Mr. Mallock. 

I have had news of you from Rome." 

Then he asked very properly of the Holy Father, and of a 
Cardinal or two that he knew ; and I answered him as well 
as I could. But I very soon saw that His Royal Highness 
wanted nothing like wit from me: he was somewhat of a 
solemn man, and had great ideas of his rights, and that all 
men who were below his own station should keep their own. 
He desired deference and attention above all things. 

He spoke presently of Catholics in England. 

“ God hath blest us very highly," he said, “ both in numbers 
and influence. But we can well do with more of both ; for 
I never heard of any cause that could not. There is a feeling 
against us in many quarters, but it is less considerable every 
year. You are to attach yourself to His Majesty, I under¬ 
stand ? " 

“ But I am to have no place or office, sir," I said. “ I am 
rather to be at His Majesty’s disposal—to fetch and carry, 
I may say, if he should need my services." 

His Highness looked at me sidelong and swiftly ; and I 
understood that he did not wish any originality even in 
speech. 

“ We must all be discreet, however," he said—(though 
I suppose there was never any man less discreet than himself, 
especially when he most needed to be so). “ It is useless 
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to say that we are altogether loved ; for we are not. But you 
will soon acquaint yourself with all our politics." 

I did not say that I had already done so ; but assured him 
that I would do my best. 

“ As a general guide, I may say,” he went on ; “ where 

there is Whiggery, there is disloyalty, however much the 

Whigs may protest. They say they desire a king as much 

as any ; but it is not a king that they want, but his shadow 
oniy.” 

He talked on in this manner for a little, for we had the Gal¬ 
lery to ourselves, telling me, what I knew very well already, 
that the Catholics and the High Churchmen were, as a whole, 
staunch Royalists; but that the rest, especially those of 
the old Covenanting blood, still were capable of mischief. 
He did not tell me outright that it was largely against his 
own succession that the disaffection was directed ; nor that 
the Duke of Monmouth was his rival ; but he told me enough 
to show that my own information was correct enough, and 
that in the political matters my weight, such as it was, must 
be thrown on to the side of the Tories—as the other party 
was nicknamed. I understood, even in that first conversa¬ 
tion with him, why he was so little loved ; and I remembered, 
with inward mirth, how His Majesty once, upon being remon¬ 
strated with by his brother for walking out so freely without 
a guard, answered that he need have no fears ; for ” they 
will never kill me,” said he, ” to set you upon the 
throne.” 

“ You have seen Father Whitbread, no doubt,” said the 
Duke suddenly. 

" No ' sir * 1 waited to pay my homage first to His Majesty 
and to yourself.” 

He nodded once or twice at that. 

” Yes, yes; but you will see him presently, I take it. You 
could not have a better guide. Why_” 

He broke off on a sudden. 

“ Why here is the man himself,” he said. 

A man in a sober suit was indeed approaching, as His 
Highness spoke. He was of about the middle-size, clean¬ 
shaven, of a grave and kindly face, and resembled such a 
man as a lawyer or physician might be. He was dressed 
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in all points like a layman, though I suppose it was tolerably 
well known what he was, if not his name. 

He saluted as he came near, and made as if he would have 
passed us. 

” Mr. Whitbread ! Mr. Whitbread ! ” cried the Duke. 

The priest turned and bowed again, uncovering as he 
did so. Then he came up to the Duke and kissed his 
hand. 

“ I was on my way to see your Royal Highness,” he said, 
“ but when I saw you were in company-” 

“ Why, this is Mr. Mallock, come from Rome, who has 
letters to you. This will save you a journey, Mr. Mallock.” 

The priest and I saluted one another ; and I found his face 
and manner very pleasant. 

” I have heard of you, Mr. Mallock,” he said, ” but I hope 
His Highness is misinformed, and that this will not save you 
a journey, after all.” 

” I was just telling this gentleman,” broke in the Duke, 
as we continued our walking, ” that he must take you for 
his mentor, Mr. Whitbread, in these difficult times. Mr. 
Mallock seems very young for his business, but I suppose 
that the Holy Father knows what he is about.” 

“ The Holy Father, sir,” I said, ” has committed himself 
in no sort of way to me. I am scarcely more than a free¬ 
lance who has had his blessing.” 

“ Well, well ; it is all the same thing,” said James a little 
impatiently. “ Free-lance or drilled soldier—they fight for 
the same cause.” 

He continued to talk in the same manner for a little, as 
if for my instruction ; and I listened with all the meekness 
I had. He did not tell me one word which I did not already 
know; but I had perceived by now what kind of man he 
was—well intentioned, no doubt, as courageous as a lion, 
and as impatient of opposition, and not a little stupid : at 
least he had not a tenth of his brother's wits, as all the world 
knew. He solemnly informed me therefore of what all the 
world knew, and I listened to him. 

When he dismissed me at last, however, he remembered to 
ask where I lodged, and I told him. 

“ A very good place too,” he said. “ I am glad your 
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cousin had the sense to put you there. Then I will remember 
you, if I need you for anything/* 

“ I will go with Mr. Matlock,” said the priest, “ if your 
Royal Highness will permit. I came but to pay my respects ; 
and it is a little late.” 

The Duke nodded; and gave us his hand to kiss. 

As we went out through the Courtyard, Father Whitbread 
pointed out a few things to me which he thought might be 
of interest; and I liked the man more at every step. He 
was a complete man of the world, with a certain gentle 
irony, yet none the less kindly for it. He did not say one 
disparaging word of anyone, nor any hint of criticism at 
His Royal Highness; yet he knew, and I knew that he 
knew, and he knew that again, that our Catholic champion 
was a shade disappointing ; and that, not in his vices only 
—of which my Lady Southesk could have given an account— 
but in that which I am forced to call his stupidity. But, 
after all, our Saviour uttered a judgment generally as to the 
children of light and the children of this world, that must 
always be our consolation when our friends are dull or 
perverse. Father Whitbread only observed emphatically 
that the Duke was a man of excellent heart. 

He shewed me the windows of a number of lodgings on 
the way, and the direction of a great many more : for indeed 
this Palace of Whitehall was liker a little town than a house. 
Father Patricks, he said, had a lodging near the Pantry, which 
he shewed me. 

” There be some of us priests who have an affinity, do you 
not think, Mr. Mallock ? with pantries and butteries and 
such like—good sound men too, many of them. I have 
not a word to say against Mr. Patricks.” 

He shewed me too how the Palace was in four quarters, 
of which two were divided from two by Whitehall itself 
and the street between the gatehouses. That half of it 
that was nearer to the Park held the tennis-court and the 
cock-pit and the lodgings of the Duke of Monmouth and 
others nearer Westminster, and the other half the Horse 
Guards and the barracks : and that nearer the river held, 
to the south the Stone Gallery, the Privy Garden, the Bowling 
Green and a great number of lodgings amongst which were 
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those of the King and of his brother and Prince Rupert, and 
of the Queen too, as well as of their more immediate attend¬ 
ants—and this part contained what was left of the old York 
House; to the north was another court surrounded by 
lodgings, the Wood-Yard, the two courts called Scotland 
Yard, and the clock-house at the extremity, nearest Charing 
Cross. In the very midst of the whole Palace, looking upon 
Whitehall itself, was the Banqueting House where His 
Majesty dined in state, and from a window of which King 
Charles the First, of blessed memory, went out to lose his 
head. Indeed as we went by the end of the Banqueting 
House the trumpets blew for supper; and we saw a great 

number of cooks and scullions run past with dishes on their 
heads. 

As we went up Whitehall, Mr. Whitbread began to speak 
of more intimate things. 

“ You are a stranger in England, Mr. Mallock, I think." 

I told him I had not been in the country for seven years. 

" You will find a great many changes." he said ; " and I 
think we are on the eve of some more. Certainly His 
Majesty has wonderfully established his position ; and yet, 
if you understand me, there is a great and growing dis¬ 
affection. It is the Catholic Faith that they fear ; and I 
cannot help thinking that some victims may be- required 
again presently, though I do not know what they can allege 
against us. There is a deal of feeling, too, against the 
Queen ; she has borne no children—that is true; but the 
main part of it arises from her religion : and so with the 
Duke of York also. Certainly we are in the fashion in one 
way: but those who are on the top of the wave must always 
look to come down suddenly." 

Here again, Father Whitbread did not tell me anything 

that I did not know ; yet he put matters together as I had 

not heard them put before ; and he seemed to me altogether 

a shrewd kind of man whose judgment I might very well 

rety upon; and as we went up the Strand he spoke again 
of the Queen. r b 

His Majesty hath been urged again and again to divorce 
her; but he will not. He said to the Duke himself in my 
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hearing one day that an innocent woman should never suffer 
through him—which is good hearing. But Her Majesty is 
not very happy, I am afraid/* 

When we came to the Maypole, which I had already 
seen, in the midst of the Strand, he spoke to me of how it 
had been carried there and set up with great rejoicing, after 
the Restoration. It was a great structure, hung about 
by a crown and a vane ; and he said that it stood as a kind 
of symbol against Puritanism. 

“ There are many,’* he told me, “ who would pull it down 
to-morrow if they could, as if it were some kind of idol.” 

He saw me as far as the door of my lodgings ; but he 
would not come in. He said that he had no great desire 
to be known more widely than he was at present known. 

“ But if you have time to come in to-morrow morning about 
ten o’clock to Mr. Fenwick's lodgings in Drury Lane—over 
the baker’s shop—I shall be there, and Mr. Ireland also—all 
Fathers of our Society ; and I will very gla'dly make you 
known to them. My own lodgings are in Weld Street—at 
the Ambassador's.” 

I thanked him for his kindness, and said I would be there ; 
and so I bade him good-night. 

Although I had learned very few things that day which I 
had not known already, I felt that evening as I sat at supper, 
and afterwards, in the coffee house at 17 , Fleet Street (which 
he recommended to me) that I knew them in a different 
manner. For I had spoken with some of the principal actors, 
and, above all with the King himself. My cousin questioned 
me delightedly upon my experiences when we were alone 
with our pipes at one end of the great room that had been 
a council-chamber ; and related to me all his own experi¬ 
ences with the King at great length ; and how Charles had 
made to him some witty remarks which I think must have 
lost in the telling, for they were not witty at all when I heard 
them. It appeared that my cousin had spoken with the 
King three or four times, at City-banquets and such like ; 
and he would know all that His Majesty had said to me. 
But much I would not tell him, and some I could not : I 
could not that is, even if I would, have conveyed to him 
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the strange compassion that I felt, and the yet more strange' 
affection, for this King who might have done so much, and 
who did so little—except what he should not; and I would 
not on any account tell him of what the King had said as 
to Rome and his desires and procrastinations. But I told 
him how I had met Father Whitbread, and how I was to go 
and see him on the morrow. 

“ Wh y. 1 will come with you myself,” he said. " I 
know Mr. Fenwick’s lodgings very well: and we will ride 
afterwards as far as Waltham Cross, and lie there; and so 
to Hare Street for dinner next day.” 

All the way home again, and when my Cousin Dorothy 
was gone to bed, and we sat over a couple of tankards of 
College Ale, he would talk of nothing but the Jesuits. 

They are too zealous, he said. “ I am as good a 
Catholic as any man in England or Rome ; but I like not 
this over-zeal. They are everywhere, these good fathers • 
and it will bring trouble on them. They hold their consults 
even in London, which I think over-rash; and no man 

knows what passes at them. Now I myself-" and so 

his tongue wagged on, telling of his own excellence and 
prudence, and even his own spirituality, while his eyes 
watered with the ale that he drank, and his face grew ever 
more red. And yet there was no true simplicity in the man ; 
he had that kind of cunning that is eked out with winks 
and becks and nods that all the world could see. He talked 
of my Cousin Dorothy, too, and her virtues, and what a great 
lady she would be some day when these virtues were known • 
and he declared that in spite of this he would never let her 
go to Court; and then once more he went back again to his 
earlier talk of the corruptions there, and of what my Lady 
this and Her Grace of that had said and done and thought. 


Mr. Fenwick s lodgings in Drury Lane were such as any 

m v,Z Sh ^ I he Jesuit Fathers lived apart in London 
^ her Whitbread in the City, Father Ireland in Russell 

street, and. Father Harcourt, who was called the “ Rector 
of London, I heard, in Duke Street, near the arch—lest too 

atten J:' on should be dr awn to them if they were all 
together. They were pleasant quiet men, and received me 
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very kindly—for my cousin who had forgot some matter 
he had to do before he went into the country, was gone 
down into the City to see to it. Mr. Grove, whom I learned 
later to be a lay brother of the Society, opened the door 
to me ; and shewed me to the room where they were all 
three together. 

They were all three of them just such men as you might 
meet anywhere, in coffee-houses or taverns, none of them 
under forty or over sixty years old. Father Harcourt 
was seventy—but he was not there. They were in sober 
suits, such as a lawyer might wear, and carried swords. 
These were not all the Jesuits thereabouts ; for I heard 
them speak of Father John Gavan and Father Anthony 
Turner (who were in the country on that day), and 
others. 

As I talked with them, and gave my news and listened to 
theirs, again and again I thought of the marvellous misjudg- 
ments that were always passed upon the Society ; of how 
men such as these were always thought to be plotting and 
conspiring, and how any charge against a Jesuit was always 
taken as proven scarcely before it was stated ; and that 
not by common men only, but by educated gentlemen too, 
who should know better. For their talk was of nothing 
but of the most harmless and Christian matters, and of such 
simplicity that no man who heard them could doubt their 
sincerity. It is true that they spoke of such things as the 
conversion of England, and of the progress that the Faith 
was making ; and they told many wonderful stories of the 
religion of the common people in country places, and how 
a priest was received by them as an angel of God, and of 
their marvellous goodness and constancy under the bitterest 
trials ; but so, I take it, would the Apostles themselves have 
spoken in Rome and Asia and Jerusalem. But as to the 
disloyalty that was afterwards charged against them, still 
less of any hatred or murderous designs, there was not one 
such thought that passed through any of their minds. 

It was a plain but well-furnished chamber in which we 
sat. Beneath the windows folks came and went continu¬ 
ally. There were hangings on the wall ; and a press full 
of books and papers, and two or three tables ; but there 
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was no concealment of anything, nor thought of it. Through 
the door I saw Mr. Grove laying for dinner. 

“ But you will surely stay for dinner,” said Father Fenwick, 
when I said that I must be gone presently. 

I told him that I was to ride to Waltham Cross with my 
cousins, and that I was to meet them for dinner first at the 
coffee-house beside the maypole in the Strand. 

“ And to Hare Street to-morrow, then,” said Father 
Whitbread—or Mr. White as he was called sometimes. 

I told him. Yes ; and that I did not know how long I 
should be there. 

“ The King will be at Windsor next month, I think,” 

he said ; “ but he will be back again for August. You had 

best be within call then, if he should send for you.” (For I 

had told them all freely what had passed between myself 

and His Majesty, and what His Holiness had said to me 
too.) 

You can command any of us at any time,” he added, 

“ if we can be of service to you. There are so many folks 

of all kinds, here, there and everywhere, that it is near 

impossible for a stranger to take stock of them all; and 

it may be that our experience may be of use to you, to know 

whom to trust and of whom to beware. But the most safe 

rule in these days is, Trust no man till you know him, and 

not entirely even then. There are men in this City’who 

would sell their souls gladly if any could be found to give 

them anything for it ; how much more then, if they could 

turn a penny or two by selling you or me or another in their 
stead ! ” 


I thanked him for his warning ; and told him that I would 
indeed be on my guard. 

Least of all, he said, “ would I trust those of my own 
household I know your cousin for a Catholic, Mr. Mallock, 
but you will forgive me for saying that it is from Catholics 
that we have to fear the most. I do not mean by that that 
J erm y n 1S not excellent and sincere ; for I know nothing 

° f ® XCept what you have told me yourself. But zeal 
without discretion is a very firebrand ; and prudence without 

zeal may become something very like cowardice ; and either 
of these two things may injure the Catholic cause irreparably 
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in the days that are coming. St. Peter’s was the one, and 
Judas*, I take it, was the other; for I hold Judas to have 
been by far the greater coward of the two.** 

When I came out into the passage with him, I kneeled down 
and asked his blessing ; for I knew that this was of a truth 
a man of God. 



CHAPTER IV 


I T was a little after noon next day that first we saw the 

Norman church upon the hill, and then the roofs of 
Hare Street. 

I had been astonished at the badness of the roads from 
London, coming as I had from Rome, where paved ways 
go out in every direction. We came out by Bishopsgate, 
by the Ware road, and arrived at Waltham Cross a little 
before sunset, riding through heavy dust that had hardly 
been laid at all by the recent rains. We rode armed, with 
four servants, besides my Cousin Dorothy's maid, for fear 
of the highwaymen who had robbed a coach only last week 
between Ware and London. My Cousin Dorothy rode a 
w hite mare named Jenny w'hich mightily became her. We lay 
at the Four Swans at Waltham Cross, and went out 
before supper to see the Cross wiiich was erected wiiere 
Queen Eleanor's body had lain—of which the last was at 
Charing Cross—and I was astonished that the Puritans had 
not more mutilated it. The beds w r ere pretty comfortable, 
and the ale excellent, so that once more my Cousin Tom 
drank too much of it. And so, early in the morning we took 
horse again, and rode through Puckeridge, where we left 
for the first time the road by which the King went to New¬ 
market, when he went through Royston ; and we found 
the track very bad thenceforward. My Cousin Tom carried 

Tl 1 h A m \u h0U £ h , f ° r n ° P ur P° se ex cept for show, a map by 
John Ogilby which show's all the w'ay from London to King’s 

Lynn, very ingeniously, and wiiich was made after the 

Restoration to encourage road traffic again; but it was 

pleasant for me to look at it from time to time and see what 
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progress we made towards Hormead Magna which is the 
parish in which Hare Street lies. 

Now it was very pleasant for me to ride, as I did a good 
deal, with my Cousin Dorothy ; for her father, for a great 
part, rode with the men and cracked stories with them. 
For journeying with a person sets up a great deal of intimacy ; 
and acquaintance progresses at least as swiftly as the journey 
itself. She spoke to me very freely of her father, though 
never as a daughter should not ; and told me how distressed 
she was sometimes at the quantity of ale and strong waters 
that he drank. She told me also how seldom it was that 
a Catholic could hear mass at Hare Street : sometimes, she 
said, a priest would lie there, and say mass in the attic ; but 
not very often ; and sometimes if a priest were in the neigh¬ 
bourhood they would ride over and hear mass wherever he 
happened to be. The house, she said, lay near upon the 
road, so that they would hear a good deal of news in this 

way. But she told me nothing of another matter_for 

indeed she could not—which distressed her ; though I 

presently guessed it for myself, as will appear in the course 
of this tale.. 

My horse, Peter (as I had named him after the Apostle 

when I bought him at Dover), was pretty weary as we came 

in sight of the church of Hormead Parva ; for I had given 

him plenty to do while I was in London ; and he stumbled 
three or four times. 

" We nearly home/* said my Cousin Dorothy ; and 
pointed with her whip. 

“ 11 is pleasant to hear such a word/' I said : “ for, as for 
me, I have none.” 

She said nothing to that ; and I was a little ashamed to 
have said it; for nothing is easier than to touch a maid’s 
heart by playing Othello to her Desdemona. 

“ 1 have n ° business to have said that, cousin ” I 
went on presently : "for England is all home to me'just 

" I hope you will find it so, cousin,” she said. 

The country was pretty enough through which we rode ; 
though m no ways wonderful. It was pasture-land for the 
ost part, with woods here and there ; and plenty of hollow 
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ways (all of which were marked upon the map with great 
accuracy), by which drovers brought their sheep to the high¬ 
way. I saw also a good many fields of com. The hills were 
lowish, and ran in lines, with long valleys between ; and 
there was one such on the right as we came to Hare Street, 
through which flowed a little stream, nearly dry in the 
summer. 

The house itself was the greatest house in the village, and 
lay at the further end of it upon the right; sheltered from 
the road by limes, in the midst of which was the gateway, 
and the house twenty yards within. My Cousin Tom came 
up with us as we entered the village, and shewed me with a 
great deal of pride his new iron gate just set up, with a twisted 
top. 

" It is the finest little gate for ten miles round,” he said, 
" and cost me near twenty pound.” 

We rode past the gate, however, into the yard just beyond ; 
and here there was a great barking of dogs set up ; and two 
or three men ran out. I helped my Cousin Dorothy from 
her horse ; and then all three of us went through a side-door 
to the front of the house. 

The house without was of timber and plaster, very solidly 
built, but in no way pretentious ; and the plaster was 
stamped, in panels, with a kind of comb-pattern in half 
circles, peculiar, my cousin told me, to that part of the 
country. Within, it was very pleasant. There was a 
little passage as we came in, and to right and left lay the 
Great Chamber (as it was called), and the dining-room. 
Beyond the little passage was the staircase, panelled all the 
way up, with the instruments of the Passion<.*and other 
emblems carved on a row of the panels ; and at the foot of 
the staircase on the right lay a little parlour, very pretty, 
with hangings presenting the knights of the Holy Grail 
riding upon their Quest. Upon the left of the staircase, lay 
a paved hall, with a little pantry under the stairs, to the 
left, and the kitchens running out to the back ; and opposite 
to them, enclosing a little grassed court, the brewhouse and 
the bakehouse. Behind all lay the kitchen gardens ; and 
behind the brewhouse a row of old yews and a part of the 
lawn, that also ran before the house. The house was of 
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three stories high, and contained about twenty rooms with 
the attics. 

It is strange how some houses, upon a first acquaintance 
with them, seem like old friends ; and how others, though 
one may have lived in them fifty years are never ’ familiar 
to those who live in them. Now Hare Street House was one 
of the first kind. This very day that I first set eyes on it, 
it was as if I had lived there as a child. The sunlight streamed 
into the Great Chamber, and past the yews into the parlour ; 

* P ^9 the noise of the bees in 

the limes was as if an organ played softly ; and it was all 
to me as if I had known it a hundred years. 

My Cousin Tom carried me upstairs presently to the Guest- 

chamber—a great panelled room, with a wide fire-place 

above the dining-room—that I might wash my hands and 

face before dinner ; and my heart smote me a little for all 

my thoughts of him, for, when all was said, he had received 

me very hospitably, and was now bidding me welcome again, 

and that I must live there as long as I would, and think of it 
as my home. 

A <?^ here / he said ' °P eni ng a door at the foot of the 
bed, is a little closet where your man can hang your 

clothes ; it looks out upon the yard ; and my room is beyond 
it, over the kitchen.” 

I thanked him again and again for his kindness ; and so 
he left me. 

We dined below presently, very excellently. The room 
was hung with green, with panels of another pattern upon 
it ; and the dishes were put in through a little hatch from 
the kitchen passage. My man James waited with the rest 
and acquitted himself very well. Then after dinner, when 
the servants were gone away, my Cousin Tom carried me 
out, with a mysterious air, to the foot of the stairs. 

” Now look well round you, Cousin Roger,” he said, when 
he had me standing there ; " and see if there be anything that 
would draw your attention.” 

I looked this way and that but saw nothing ; and said so. 

Have you ever heard of Master Owen,” he said, “ of 
glorious memory ? ” 
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" Why yes/' I said, “ he was a Jesuit lay-brother, martyred 
under Elizabeth : and he made hiding-holes, did he not ? ” 

“ Well; he hath been at work here. Look again. Cousin 
Roger.* ’ 

I turned and saw my Cousin Dorothy smiling—(and it 
was a very pretty sight too !)—but there was nothing else 
to be seen. I beat with my foot; and it rang a little hollow. 

“ No, no ; those are the cellars,” said my Cousin Tom. 

I beat then upon the walls, here and there ; but to no 
purpose ; and then upon the stairs. 

“ That is the sloping roof of the pantry, only/* said my 
Cousin Tom. 

I confessed myself outwitted ; and then with great mirth 
he shewed me how, over the door into the paved hall, there 
was a space large enough to hold three or four men ; and 
how the panels opened on this side, as well as into the 
kitchen passage on the other. 

“ A priest or suchlike might very well lie here a week or 
two, might he not ? ” asked my Cousin Tom delightedly; 
“ and if the sentry was at the one side, he might be fed from 
the other. It is cunningly contrived, is it not ? A man 
has but to leap up here from a chair ; and he is safe.** 

I praised it very highly, to please him ; and indeed it was 
very curious and ingenious. 

“ But those days are done/’ I said. 

” Who can tell that ? ” he cried—(though a week ago he 
had told me the same himself). “ Some priest might very well 
be flying for his life along this road, and turn in here. Who 
knows whether it may not be so again ? ” 

I said no more then on that point ; though I did not 
believe him. 

“ And there is one more matter I must shew you in your 
own chamber; if you have any private papers and suchlike.” 

Then he shewed me in my own room, by the head of the 
bed that stood along the wall, how one of the panels slid 
back from its place, discovering a little space behind where a 
man might very well keep his papers or his money. 

“ Not a living soul,” he said, “ knows of that, besides 
Dolly and myself. You are at liberty to use that, Cousin 
Roger, if you like.” 
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The rest of that day I spent in going about the house 

and acquainting myself with it all. My Cousin Dorothy 

shewed me the rooms. Her own was a little one at the head 

°M h . e sta Vi s : and she told me, smiling, that a ghost was 
said to walk there. 


1 * 1 have never been troubled with it,” she said. “ It 

is a tall old woman, they say, who comes up the stairs and 
into the room ; but she does no harm to anyone." 

Next her room, along the front of the house, lay two other 
greater rooms, one with a fire-place and one without: then 
was my chamber, and then her father’s : and upstairs were 

he attics where the men lay. The maids lay in two little 
rooms above the kitchen. 


11 ^as mighty pleasant to me to be with my Cousin 
orothy. She had changed her riding clothes into others 
more suitable for a country maid—with a white starched 
neckerchief that came down upon her shoulders, and a grey 

were short, as 

the custom is in the country, with great linen cuffs folded 
hack upon them, so as to leave her hands and arms to the 
elbow free for her occupations. But most of all I loved her 
simplicity and her quietness and her discretion. Her father 
bade her expressly to shew me all the house ; or she would 
not have done it, for she was very maidenly and modest ; 
but as soon as he said that, she did it without affectation 
S>he shewed me the parlour too, with the hangings upon the 
walls and the chapel of the Grail, with the Grail itself upon 
an altar within, flanked by two candlesticks, that was repre¬ 
sented over the fire-place. She came out with me too to 
shew me the bakehouse where the baking was already begun, 
and the brewhouse—both of which too were all built of 
timber and plaster; and there my Cousin Tom came upon 
us, and carried me off to see his garden and his pasture ; 
or he farmed a few acres about here, and made a good profit 
out of it: and it was while I walked with him that for the 
rs time I understood what his intention was towards me. 
He was speaking, as he very often did, of his daughter 
Horothy which I had taken to be a father’s affection only. 
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(We were walking at the time up and down in the pasture 
below the garden ; and the house lay visible among the 
gardens, very fair and peaceful with the sunlight upon it.) 

“ She will be something of an heiress/' he said; “ and 
when I say that, I do not mean that she will have as many 
acres as yourself. But she will have near a thousand pound 
a year so soon as poor Tom Jermyn dies : and I may die 
any day, for I am short in the neck, and might very well 
be taken with an apoplexy. I wish above all things then, 
to see her safely married before I go—to some solid man 
who will care for her. There is a plenty of Protestants 
about here that would have her ; for she is a wonderful house¬ 
wife, and as pure as Diana too." 

He paused at that; and looked at me in that cunning way 
of his that I misliked so much. Yet even now I did not 
see what he would be at; for gentlemen do not usually fling 
their daughters at the head of any man ; and he knew nothing 
of me but that I was pretty rich and would be more so one 
day. But I suppose that that was enough for him. 

“ I had thought at one time," he went on, " of sending 
her to Court. I could get her in, under the protection of my 
Lady Arlington. But the Court is no place for a maiden 
who knows nothing of the world. What would you advise, 
Cousin Roger ? I would not have her marry a Protestant, 
if I could help it." 

And with that he looked at me again. 

Then, all of a sudden I saw his meaning ; and my heart 
stood still; for not only did his words reveal him to me, but 
myself also ; and I understood why he had questioned me 
so closely in town, as to my fortune. I cannot say at this 
time that I loved my Cousin Dolly—for I had not known 
that I loved her—but his words were very effective. Indeed 
I had not thought to marry, though I was free to do so ; 
for a novice does not quickly shake off his monkishness. I 
had thought far more of the mission I was come to England 
upon, and what I could accomplish, with God's blessing, 
for Christ and His Church. But, as I say, my heart stood 
still when my cousin said that to me; for, as in a vision, 

I saw myself here as her husband, and her as my wife, in 
this house among its gardens. Here we might live a life 
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which even the angels might envy—harmless, innocent, 
separate from smners, as the Apostle says—not accomplish¬ 
ing maybe, any great things, but at least refraining from the 
hindering of God’s Kingdom. The summers would come 
and go, and we still be here, with our children growing about 
us, to inherit the place and the name, such as it was. And 
no harm done, no vows broken, no offence to any. Such 
thoughts as these did not as yet shew any very great ardour 
of love in me ; and indeed I had not got this yet ; but she 
was the first maid I had ever had any acquaintance with, at 
least for some while ; and this no doubt, had its effect upon 
me. All this came upon me of a sudden ; and as I lifted 
my eyes I saw my Cousin Dolly's sunbonnet going among 
the herbs of the garden ; and saw her in my mind's eye too 
as I had seen her just now, cool and innocent and good, 
with that touch of hidden fire in her eyes that draws a man's 
heart. Neither had she looked unkindly on me : our inti¬ 
macy had made wonderful progress, though I had known 
her scarcely more than a week she had spoken to me of 
her father, too, as one would speak only to a friend Yet 
I could not say one word of this to him ; for he had not 
said anything explicit to me : and I knew, too, that I must 
give myself time ; for a man does not, if he is wise, change 
the course of his life on an instant’s thought. Yet I must 

not say No outright, and thereby, maybe, bang the door on 
my new hopes. 

" I could not advise you at present,” I said. " I do not 

know my cousin well enough to advise anything. I am one 

with you so far as concerns the Court : I cannot think that 

any Catholic father should send his daughter into such a 

den of lions—and worse. And I am one with you as concerns 

marrying her to a Protestant. Yet I can say no more at 
present.” 

And at that my Cousin Tom looked at me in such a manner 

as near to ruin his own scheme ; for his eyes said, if his mouth 

did not, that now we understood one another ; and were 

upon the same side, or at least not opposed ; and to think 

that I was leagued with him against her made my heart hot 
with anger. 

" Very well,” he said ; ” 


we will say no more at present.” 
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And he bade me observe an old ram that was regarding us, 
with a face not unlike Cousin Tom's own : but I suppose that 
he did not know this. 

In this manner, then, began our life at Hare Street; for 
I was there six weeks before I went back again to London 
in the way I shall relate presently. The days were passed 
for the most time, from rising until dinner, upon the farm, 
or in hunting ; for we rode out now and again with the 
neighbours after a stag who had come from the woods. But 
we did not, because of the Papistry of the house, see a great 
deal of the neighbours, or they of us. The parson of Hor- 
mead came to see us now and again, and behaved very 
civilly : but during those six weeks we had no sight of a 
priest, except once when we rode to Standon to hear mass. 
After dinner, I gave myself up to writing ; for I thought 
that I could best serve His Holiness in this way, making my 
diary each day in shorthand (as I had learned from an 
Italian) ; and it is from that very diary that this narrative 
is composed ; and I wrote too a report or two, apologizing 
for the poverty of it, which I determined to send to the 
Cardinal Secretary as soon as I had an opportunity. I read 
too a little Italian or Spanish or French every day ; and 
thus, for the most part kept to my chamber. But all my 
papers I put away each afternoon in the little hiding-place 
in my chamber ; and made excuse for keeping my room on 
the score of my practice in languages. 

We supped at five o’clock—which was the country hour ; 
and after that, to me, came the best part of the day. 

For my Cousin Dorothy, I had learned, was an extra¬ 
ordinary fine musician. We had, of course, no music such as 
was possible in town ; but she had taught a maid to play 
upon a fiddle, and herself played upon the bass-viol; and 
the two together would play in the Great Chamber after 
supper for an hour or two, when the dishes were washed. 
In this manner we had many a corrant and saraband ; and 
I was able to prick down for them too some Italian music 
I remembered, which she set for the two instruments. Some¬ 
times, too, when Cousin Tom was not too drowsy after his 
day and his ale, the three would sing and I would listen ; 
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for my Cousin Tom sang a plump bass very well when he 
was in the mood for it. As for me, I had but a monk’s 
Voice, that is very well when all the choir is a-cry together, 
but not of much use under other circumstances. In this 
way then I made acquaintance with a number of songs— 
such as Mr. Wise's “ It is not that I love you less ” and his 
duet “ Go, perjured man ! ” of which the words are taken 
from Herrick s Hesperides, and of which the music was 
made by Mr. Wise (who was a gentleman of the Chapel 
Royal) at His Majesty's express wish. 

I have many very pleasant memories of Hare Street, but 
I think none more pleasant than of the music in the Great 
Chamber. I would sit near the window, and see them in 
the evening light, with their faces turned to me ; or, when 
it grew late with the candlelight upon them and their dresses : 
or sometimes when the evening was fair and warm I would 
sit out upon the lawn, and they at the window, and listen 
to the singing coming out of the candlelight, and see them 
move against it. My Cousin Dorothy would make herself 
fine in the evening—not, I mean, like a Court lady, for these 
dresses of hers were put away in lavender—but with a lace 
neckerchief on her throat and shoulders, and lace ruffles 
at her wrists. 

Yet all this while I made no progress with her or even 
with myself ; for every time that I was alone with her, or 
when her father was asleep in his chair, a remembrance of 
what he had said came over me with a kind of sickness, and 
I could not say one word that might seem to set me on his 
side against her * and so I was torn two ways, and the very 
thing by which he had hoped to encourage me, (or rather 
to help himself) had the contrary effect, and silenced me 
when I might have spoken. 

For I understood very well by now what was in his mind. 
He saw no prospect of marrying Dolly to a Protestant—or 
I take it, if I know the man, he would have leapt at it; 
neither was there any hope of marrying her to a Catholic; 
and as for his talk about my Lady Arlington I did not believe 
one word of it. Therefore, since I was at hand, and would 
be a wealthy man some day, and indeed even now did very 
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well on my French rentes , he had set his heart on this. It 
was not wholly evil; yet the cold-bloodedness of it affected 
me like a stink. . . . 

The matter ended, for the time, on the evening of the 
thirteenth of August, in the following manner, when my 
adventures, of which my life, ever since my audience with 
our Most Holy Lord the Pope, had been but a prelude, 
properly began—those adventures for whose sake I have 
begun this transcript from my diary, and this adventure was 
pre-shadowed, as I think now, by one or two curious 
happenings. 

On the morning of the thirteenth of August, two days before 
the Feast of the Assumption (on which we had intended 
to hear mass again at Standon) my Cousin Dorothy came 
down a little late, and found us already over our oatbread 
and small beer which we were accustomed to take upon 
rising—and which was called our “ morning." 

“ I slept very ill," she said ; and no more then. 

Afterwards however, as I was lighting my pipe in the 
little court at the back of the house, she came out and 
beckoned me in ; and I saw that something was amiss. I 
went after her into the little hung parlour and we sat down. 

“ I slept very ill, cousin," she said again ; and I observed 
again that her eyes looked hollow. “ And I dare not tell 
my father my fancies," she said, “ for he is terrified at such 
things; and has forbade the servants to speak of such 
things." 

“ The tall old woman, then ? " I said; for I had not for¬ 
gotten what she had told me before. 

“ Yes," she said, smiling a little painfully—“ and yet I 
was not at all afraid when she came ; or when I thought that 
she did." 

“ Tell me the whole tale," I said. 

" I awakened about one o’clock this morning," she said, 
“ an d knew that my sleep was gone from me altogether. 
Yet I did not feel afraid or restless; but lay there content 
enough, expecting something, but what it would be I did 
not know. The cocks were crowing as I awakened ; and 
then were silent; and it appeared to me as if all the world 
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were listening. After a while—I should say it was ten 
minutes or thereabouts—I turned over with my face to the 
wall; and as I did so, I heard a soft step coming up the 
stairs. One of the maids, thought I, late abed or early rising, 
for sickness. When the steps came to my door they ceased ; 
and a hand was laid upon the latch ; and at that I made to 
move ; but could not. Yet it was not fear that held me 
there, though it was like a gentle pricking all over me. Then 
the latch was lifted, and still I could not move, not even 
my eyes ; and a person came in, and across the floor to 
my bed. And even then I could not move nor cry out. 
Presently the person spoke ; but I do not know what she 
said, though it was only a word or two : but the voice came 
from high up, as almost from the canopy of the bed, and 
it was the voice of an old woman, speaking in a kind of 
whisper. I said nothing ; for I could not : and then again 
the steps moved across the floor, and out of the door ; and 
I heard the latch shut again ; and then they passed away 
down the stairs.” 

My Cousin Dorothy was pale as death by this time ; and 
her blue eyes were set wide open. I made to take her by 
the hand ; but I did not. 

“ You were dreaming,” I said ; " it was the memory of 
the tale you have heard.” 

She shook her head ; but she said nothing. 

" You have never had it before ? ” I asked. 

” Never,” she said. 

" You must lie in another chamber for a week or two, 
and forget it.” 

“ I cannot do that,” she said. ” My father would know 
of it.” And she spoke so courageously that I was re¬ 
assured. 

” Well ; you must cry out if it comes again. You can 
have your maid to sleep with you.” 

” I might do that,” she said ; and then— 

” Cousin Roger ; doth God permit these things to provide 
us against some danger ? 

” It may be so,” I said, to quiet her ; ” but be sure that 
no harm can come of it.” 

At that we heard her father calling her ; and she stood up. 
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" I have told you as a secret. Cousin Roger; there must 
be no word to my father.” 

I pledged myself to that; for I could see what a spirit 
she had ; and we said no more about it then. 

As the day passed on, the sky grew heavy—or rather the 
air ; for the sky was still blue overhead ; only on the horizon 
to the south the clouds that are called cumuli began to 
gather. The air was so hot too that I could scarcely bear 
to work, for I had set myself to take some plant-cuttings in 
a little glass-house that was in the garden against the south 
wall; and by noon the sky was overcast. 

After dinner I went up to my chamber ; and a great heavi¬ 
ness fell upon me, till I looked out of the window and saw 
that beyond the limes the clouds shewed a reddish tint that 
marked the approach of thunder ; and at that grew reassured 
again ; and not only for myself but for my Cousin Dorothy, 
whose tale had lain close on my heart through the morning : 
for this thought I, is the explanation of it all : the maid 

was oppressed by the heat and the approaching storm, and 
fancied all the rest. 


I fell asleep in my chair, over my Italian ; and when I 
awakened it was near supper-time, and the heaviness was 
upon me again, like lead ; and my diary not written. 

After supper and some talk, I made excuse to do my 
writing; and as it was growing dark, and I was finishing, 
I heard music from the Great Chamber beneath. They 
were singing together a song I had not heard before ; and 
1 listened, well pleased, promising myself the pleasure too 
ot going downstairs presently and hearing it. 

, Be ‘.™ en t u wo °* the verses, I heard on a sudden, over 
the hill-top beyond the village, the beat of a horse’s hoofs, 

galloping , but I thought no more of it. At the end of the 
next verse, even before it was finished, I heard the hoofs 
again, through the music ; I ran to the window to see who 
lode so fast; and was barely in time to see a courier, in 

b i Ue ^a at ’ daSh past the new iron § ate > pulling at his horse 
as he did so ; an instant later, I heard the horse turn in at 

the yard gate, and immediately the singing ceased 

• Came d ?T? the stairs . 1 saw my Cousin Dolly run out 
into the inner lobby, and her face, in the dusk, was as white 
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as paper; and the same instant there came a hammering at 
the hall door. 

“ What is it ? What is it ? ” cried she ; and clung to 
me as I came down. 

I saw, through the inner door, my Cousin Tom unbolting 
the outer one ; he had taken down a pistol that hung upon 
the wall, for the highwaymen waxed yery bold sometimes ; 
then when he opened the door, I heard my name. 

I went forward, and received from the courier, a sealed 
letter ; and there, in the twilight I opened and read it. It 
was from Mr. Chiffinch, bidding me come to town at once on 
King’s business. 

• " I must ride to town,” I said. “ Cousin Tom, will you 
order my horse for me ; and another for this man ? I do 
not know when I shall be back again.” 

And, as I said these words, I saw my Cousin Dorothy’s 
face looking at me from the dusk of the inner hall, and knew 
what was in her mind ; and that it was the matter of the tall 
old woman in her room. 



CHAPTER V 


T HE storm was broken before we could set out, and 
the ride so far as Hoddesdon was such as I shall 
never forget ; for the wind was violent against us; and it 
was pitchy dark before we came even to Puckeridge ; the 
thunder was as if great guns were shot off, or bags of marbles 
dashed on an oak floor overhead ; and the countryside was 
as light as day under the flashes, so that we could see the 
trees and their shadows, and, I think, sometimes the green 
colour of them too. We wore, all three of us—the courier, 
I and my man James—horsemen’s cloaks, but these were 
saturated within half an hour. We had no fear of highway¬ 
men, even had we not been armed, for the artillery of heaven 
had long ago driven all other within doors. 

The hardest part of the journey was that I knew, no more 
than the dead—indeed not so much—why it was that Mr. 
Chifhnch had sent for me. He had said nothing in his 
letter, save that His Majesty wished my presence at once ; 
and on the outside of the letter was written the word 
Haste,” three times over. I thought of a hundred matters 
that it might be, but none of them satisfied me. 

It is near forty miles from Hare Street to Whitehall; but 
so bad was the way that, though we changed horses at 
Waltham Cross—at the Four Swans —we did not come 
to London until eight o’clock in the morning ; and it was 
half-past eight before we rode up to Whitehall. The last 
part of the journey was pretty pleasant, for the rain held 
off; and it was strange to see the white hard light of the 
clouded dawn upon the fields and the trees. But by the 
time we came to London it was long ago broad day—by 
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three or four hours at the least; and all the folks were abroad 
in the streets. 

I went straight to Mr. Chiffmch’s lodgings, sending my 
man to the lodging in Covent Garden, to bestow the horses 
and to come again to the guard-house to await my orders. 
Mr. Chiffinch was not within, for he had not expected me 
so early, a servant told me ; but he had looked for my coming 
about eleven or twelve o’clock, and had given orders that 
I was to be taken to a closet to change my clothes if I needed 
it. This I did ; and then was set down to break my fast ; 
and while I was at it, Mr. Chiffinch himself came in. 

He told me that I had done very well to come so swiftly ; 
but he smiled a little as he said it. 

“ His Majesty is closeted with one or two more until ten 
o’clock. I will send to let him know you are come.” 

I did not ask him for what business I had been sent for ; 
since he did not choose to tell me himself; and he went out 
again. But he was presently back once more ; and told me 
that His Majesty would see me at once. 

My mind was all perturbed as I went with him in the rain 
across the passages : I felt as if some great evil threatened, 
but I could make no conjecture as to what it was about ; 
or how it could be anything that was at once so sudden and 
that demanded my presence. We went straight up the 
stairs, and across the same ante-room ; and Mr. Chiffinch 
flung open the door of the same little closet where I had 
spoken with the King, speaking my name as he did 
so. 

His Majesty was sitting in the very same place where he 
sat before, with his chair wheeled about, so that he faced 
three men. One of them I knew at once, for my cousin had 
pointed him out to me in the park—my Lord Danby, who 
was Lord Treasurer at this time—and he was sitting at the 
end of the great table, nearest to the King : on the other 
side of the table, nearer to me as I entered, were two men, 
upon whom I had never set eyes before—one of them, a 
little man in the dress of an apothecary or attorney ; and 
the other a foolish-looking minister in his cassock and bands. 
All four turned their eyes upon me as I came in, and then 
the two who were standing, turned them back again towards 
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His Majesty. There was a heap of papers on the table below 
my Lord Danby’s hand. 

His Majesty made a little inclination of his head to me, 
but said nothing, putting out his hand ; and when I had 
kissed it, and stood back with the other two, he continued 
speaking as if I were not there. His face had a look, as if 
he were a little ennuye, and yet a little merry too. 

“ Continue, my Lord/' he said. 

“ Now, doctor/' said my Lord, in a patient kind of voice 
as if he encouraged the other, “ you tell us that all these 
papers were thrust under your door. By whom were they 
thrust, do you think ? ” 

“ My Lord, I have my suspicions,” said the minister; 
“ but I do not know.” 

” Can you verify these suspicions of yours, do you 
think ? ” 

“ My Lord, I can try.” 

” And under how many heads are they ranged ? ” asked 
the King, drawling a little in his speech. 

” Sir ; they are under forty-three heads.” 

The King rolled his eyes, as if in a droll kind of despair; 
but he said nothing. 

” And you tell me-” began my Lord ; but His Majesty 

broke in : 


“ Mon Dieu ! ” he said ; ” and here is good Mr. Mallock, 
come here hot-foot, and knows not a word of the proceedings. 
Mr. Mallock, these good gentlemen—Doctor Tonge, a very 
worthy divine and a physician of the soul, and Mr. Kirby, 
a very worthy chymist, and a physician of the body—are 
come to tell me of a plot against my life on the part of some 
of my faithful lieges, whereby they would thrust me swiftly 
down to hell—body and soul together. So that, I take it 


is why God Almighty hath raised up these physicians to 
save me. I wish you to hear their evidence. That is why 
I sent for you. Continue, my Lord.” 


My Lord looked a little displeased, pursing up his mouth, 
at the manner in which the King told the tale ; but he 
said nothing on that point. 


” Grove and Pickering, then, it appears, were to shoot 
His Majesty ; and Wakeman to poison him-” 
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(“ They will take no risks you see, Mr. Mallock,” put in 
the King.) 

“ Yes, my Lord,” said Tonge. " They were to have 
screwed pistols, with silver bullets, champed, that the wounds 
may not heal.” 

(“ Prudent ! prudent ! ” cried the King.) 

Then my Lord Danby lost his patience ; and pushed the 
papers together with a sweep of his arm. 

Sir, he said, “ I think we may let these worthy gentle¬ 
men go for the present, until the papers are examined.” 

“With all my heart,” said the King. “But not Mr. 
Mallock. I wish to speak privately with Mr. Mallock.” 

So the two were dismissed; but I noticed that the King 
did not give them his hand to kiss. They appeared to me 
a pair of silly folks, rather than wicked as others thought 
them afterwards, who themselves partly believed, at any 
rate, the foolish tale that they told. Mr. Kirby was a little 
man, as I have said, with a sparrow-like kind of air ; and 

Doctor Tonge had no great distinction of any kind, except 
his look of foolishness. 

When they were gone, my Lord Danby turned to the King, 
with a kind of indignation. 

Your Majesty may be pleased to make a mock of it all ; 
but your loving subjects cannot. I have permission then to 
examine these papers, and report to Your Majesty ? ” 

Why yes,” said the King, ” so you do not inflict the 
forty-three heads upon me. I have one of my own which 
I must care for.” 


My Lord said no more ; he gathered his papers without 
a word, saluted the King at a distance, still without speaking, 
and went out, giving me a sharp glance as he went. 

Now, Mr. Mallock,” said His Majesty, ” sit you down 
and listen to me.” 


I sat down ; but I was all bewildered as to why I had 
been sent for. What had I to do with such affairs as these ? 

Do you know of a man called Grove ? ” the King asked 
me suddenly. 

Now the name had meant nothing to me when I had heard 
it just now; but when it was put to me in this way I remem¬ 
bered. I was about to speak, when he spoke again. 
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“ Or Pickering ? ** he said. 

“ Sir; a man called Grove is known to me; but no 
Pickering.** 

“ Ha ! then there is a man called Grove—if it be the 
same. He is a Papist ? ** 

“ Sir, he is a lay-brother of the Society of Jesus, and 
dwells-'* 

The King held up his hand. 

“ I wish to know nothing more than I am obliged. Picker¬ 
ing is some sort of Religious too, they tell me. And what 
kind of a man is Grove ? ’* 

“He is a modest kind of man, sir. He opened the door 
to me, and I saw him a-laying of the table for dinner. I 
know no more of him than that.'* 

Then the King drew himself up in his chair suddenty, 
as I had seen him do before, and his mocking manner left 
him. It was as if another man sat there. 

“ Mr. Mallock,’’ he said, shaking his finger at me with 
great solemnity, “ listen to me. I had thought for a long 
time that an attempt would be made against the Catholics. 
There is a great deal of feeling in the country, now that 
my brother is one of them, and I myself am known not to 
be disinclined towards them. And I make no doubt at 
all that this is such an attempt. They have begun with 
the Jesuits ; for that will be the most popular cry ; and 
they have added in Sir George Wakeman’s name, Her 
Majesty’s physician, to give colour to it all. By and by 
they will add other names ; (you will see if it be not so), 
until not a Jesuit, and scarce a Catholic is left who is not 
embroiled in it. I do not know who is behind this matter; 
it may be my Lord Danby himself, or Shaftesbury, or a 
score of others. Or it may be some discontented fellow who 
will make his fortune over it ; for all know that such a cry 
as this will be a popular one. But this I know for a verity 
—that there is not one word of truth in the tale from begin¬ 
ning to end ; and it will appear so presently, no doubt. Yet 
meanwhile a great deal of mischief may be done ; and my 
brother, may be, and even Her Majesty, may suffer for it, 
if we are not very prudent. Now, Mr. Mallock, I sent for 
you, for I did not know who else to send for. You are not 
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known in England, or scarcely : you come commended to me 
by the Holy Father himself; you are neither priest nor 
Jesuit. What, then, you must do for me is this. First, 
you must speak not one word of the matter to any living 
soul—not even your confessor ; for if we can quash the 
whole matter privately, so much the better. I had you in 
just now, that Danby and the others might see that you 
had my confidence ; but I said nothing of who you were 
nor where you came from ; and, if they inquire, they will 
know nothing but that you come commended by the am¬ 
bassadors. Very well then; you must go about freely 
amongst the Jesuits, and rake together any evidence that 
you can that may be of use to them if the affair should ever 
be made public ; and yet they must know nothing of the 
reason—I lay that upon you. And you must mix freely 
in taverns and coffee-houses, especially among the smaller 
gentry, and hear what you can—as to whether the plot 
hath yet leaked out—(for it is no less)—and what they 
think of it; and if not, what it is that they say of the 
Catholics. You understand me, Mr. Mallock ? " 

I said, Yes : but my heart had grown sick during the 
King's speech to me ; for all that I had ever thought in 
Rome, of England, seemed on the point of fulfilment. His 
Majesty too had spoken with an extraordinary vehemence, 
that was like a fire for heat. But I must have commanded 
my countenance well; for he commended me on my 
behaviour. 

“ Your manner is excellent, Mr. Mallock," he said, “ both 
just now and a few minutes ago. You take it very well. 
And I have your word upon it that you will observe 
secrecy ? " 

“ My word on it. Sir," I said. 

Then His Majesty leaned back again and relaxed a little. 

" That is very well," he said ; “ and I think I have chosen 
my man well. You need not fear, Mr. Mallock, that any 
harm will come to the good Fathers, or to Grove or Pickering 
either. They cannot lay a finger upon them without my 
consent; and that they shall never have. It is to prevent 
rather the scandal of the whole matter that I am anxious ; 
and to save the Queen and my brother from any trouble. 
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You do not know yet, I think, all the feeling that there is 
upon the Catholics." 

I said nothing : it was my business to listen rather, and 
indeed what His Majesty said next was worth hearing. 

“ There be three kinds of religion in my realm," he said. 
“ The Presbyterian and Independent and that kind—for 
I count those all one ; and that is no religion for a gentle¬ 
man. And there is the Church of England, of which I am 
the head, which numbers many gentlemen, but is no religion 
for a Christian ; and there is the Catholic, which is the only 
religion, (so far as I am acquainted with any) suited for 
both gentlemen and Christians. That is my view of the 
matter, Mr. Mallock." 

The merry look was back in his eyes, melancholy though 
they always were, as he said this. For myself, it was on 
the tip of my tongue to ask His Majesty why, if he thought 
so, he did not act upon it. But I did not, thinking it too 
bold on so short an acquaintance ; and I think I was right 
in that; for he put it immediately into words himself. 

“ I know what you are thinking, Mr. Mallock. Well; I 
am not yet a good enough Christian for that." 

I knew very well what His Majesty meant when he said 
that: he was thinking of his women to whom as yet he 
could not say good-bye ; and the compassion surged up in 
me again at the thought that a man so noble as this, and 
who knew so much, (as his speeches had shewed me) could 
be so ignoble too—so tied and bound by his sins ; and it 
affected me so much—here in his presence "that had so strange 
a fascination in it—that it was as if a hand had squeezed 
my throat, so that I could not speak, even if I would. 

“ Well, sir," he said, " I must thank you for coming so 
quickly when I sent for you. Mr. Chiffinch knows why you 
are come ; but no one else ; and even to him you must not 
say one word. You will do well and discreetly ; of that I 
am sure. I will send for you again presently; and you 
may come to me when you will." 

He gave me his hand to kiss ; and I went out, promising 
that no pains should be spared. 

It was indeed a difficult task that His Majesty had laid 
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up on m e . I was to speak freely to the priests, yet not freely • 
and how to collect the evidence that was required I knew 

-V-- 1 knew n0tkin g at aU of When the conspiring was 
said to be done, nor what would be of avail to protect them • 

and all the way to my lodgings with my man James I was 

anS ng H m\ WaS b fV° da My man had ordered that 
1 things should be ready for my entertainment, and I found 

he rooms prepared, and the beds laid ; and the first thing I 

did after dinner was to go to bed, after I had written to 

my Cousin Tom at Hare Street, and sleep until the evening. 

I was dressed and had had supper in the coffee- 
ouse, listening as well as I could to the talk, but hearing 
nothing pertinent, I went back again to Drury Lane, to Mr § 

T^h^Wl S t l0d ? ln 5' V° lay the foundation of my plan. For 
L kad dete P nl “ ed * be tween sleeping and waking, that the 

fHpnHl hg t° bC done ’ was to shew myself as forward and 
riendly as I could, so that I might mix with the Fathers 

L® y ' ,! n l h °P e , ^at I might light on something ; and 
haH f o ut . .that although my small adventures that Evening 

relevant to what took place afterwards. g y 

The first small adventure was as follows. 

for i7 a LTi k !r g SV ^ ftl , y Up ? rury Lane > scanning the houses, 
for it was falling dark, and the oil-lights that burned one 

before every tenth house, cast but a poor illumination 

when just beyond one of the lights I knocked against a 

fellow who was coming out suddenly from a little passage at 

Ituri^H J “ St, K as ‘t chanced, opposite to Mr. Fenwick's house. 

I turned, to beg his pardon, for it was more my fault than 
his that we had come together; and I set my eyes upon 
the most strange and villainous face that I have ever seen 
The fellow was dressed in a dark suit, and wore a crowned 

one oTtlieT * dUb in hand ' and he appeared to be 
one of the vagrom-men as they are called, who are at the 

manT hi I TP and SUC f h like thin « s ' He was a smallish 
Ifim ".in height ', b " 5" face was the s Hangest thing about 

he had some kind of deformity in it. For his mouth was, 
as it were in the very midst of his face ; there was a little 

5 * 
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forehead above, with eyes set close beneath it, and a little 
nose, and then his mouth, turned up at the corners as if he 
smiled, and beneath that a vast chin, as large as the rest 
of his face. 

He cried out “ Lard ! ” as I ran against him ; by which 
I understood him to say “ Lord ! ” 

I asked his pardon. 

" O Lard ! ” he said again, " ’tis nothing, sir. My apologies 
to you, sir.” 

I bowed to him civilly again, and passed on ; but as I 
knocked upon Mr. Fenwick’s door, I saw that he was staring 
after me, from the entrance to that same passage from 
which he had come. 

My second adventure was that, upon coming upstairs, 
I found that in the chamber with Mr. Fenwick were the 
mother and sister of Mr. Ireland, waiting for him to come 
and take them back to their lodging. They were quiet 
folks enough—a little shy, it appeared to me, of strange 
company. But I did my best to be civil, and they grew 
more talkative. Mrs. Ireland would be near sixty years 
old, I would take it, dressed in a brown sac, such as had 
been fashionable ten years back, and her daughter, I should 
think about thirty years old. They told me that they had 
been to supper, and to the play in the Duke’s Playhouse, where 
Mr. Shirley’s tragi-comedy The Young Admiral had been 
done ; and that Mr. Ireland was to come for them here, as 
presently he did, for it was scarce safe for ladies to be abroad 
at such an hour in the streets without an escort, so wild 
were the pranks played (and worse than pranks), by even 
the King’s gentlemen themselves, as well as by the riff-raff. 

We sat and talked a good while ; and Mr. Grove brought 
chocolate up for the ladies. But for myself, I had such a 
variety of thoughts, as I talked with them all, knowing what 
I did, and they knowing nothing, that I could scarce com¬ 
mand my voice and manner sometimes. For here were 
these innocent folk—with Mr. Grove smiling upon them 
with the chocolate—talking of the play and what-not, and 
of which of the actors pleased them and which did not—and 
I noticed that the ladies, as always, were very severe upon 
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the women—and the good fathers, too, pleased that they 
were pleased, and rallying them upon their gaiety—(for it 
appeared that these ladies did not go often into company) • 
and here sat I, with my secret upon my heart, knowing—or 

guessing at least—that a plot was afoot to ruin them all and 
turn their merriment into mourning. 

But I think that I acquitted myself pretty well ; and 
hat none guessed that anything was amiss with me ; for I 
spoke of the plays I had seen in Rome, before that I was 
a ntmce and of the singers that I heard there; and I 

thltol’ whTt’ th° °^ n speeches, gathering this and 

rnithV f l h t they d ! d and where the y went > if by chance I 
ight gather something to their own advantage thereafter. 

It was pretty to see, too, how courteous and gallant Mr. 

Ireland was with his mother and sister; and how he put 

their cloaks about them at the door, and feigned that he 

, C °.f * able to car 7 them off to prison—(at which my 
/ a ‘ ed me again)—for frequenting the company of 

Tr te \r rso ™> and how he gave an arm t° each °f 

them, as they set off into the dark. 

a( J. 1 r ! at t0 °' as J la y abed < 1 thought much of all this 

again. I had established a great friendliness with the Fathers 

M V r \ h< T 1 WaS C ° mC Up again t° London, as 

Mr. Whitbread had recommended me, until the Court 

with it ?h ,t gam W \ ndsor - and that perhaps I should go 
with ,t thither They had told me at that, that one of their 

Oxbur^T 5 1 r ?’* n , a n d Mr ' Bedin gfeld (who was of the 

v/ y ' I . th ‘ nk )> and ‘hat he was confessor to the 
Duke of York, and that they would recommend me to him 

mvseH with fh BUt ^ th , rOUgh m y anxiety I comforted 
2 ‘! the assurance the King had given to me, that, 

whatever else might ensue, not a hair of their heads should 

wnr 1 uched ' ior t l had great confidence in His Majesty's 
word, given so solemnly. J y 



CHAPTER VI 


N OW begins in earnest that chapter of horrors that 
will be with me till I die; and the learning of that 
lesson that I might have learned long before from one that 
was himself a Prince, and knew what he was talking of— 
I mean King David, who bids us in his psalm to “ put no trust 
in princes nor in any child of man." 

For several days all passed peacefully enough. I waited 
upon Mr. Chiffinch, and asked whether the King had spoken 
of me again, and was told he had not; so I went about my 
business, which was to haunt the taverns and to frequent 
the company of the Jesuits. 

I made an acquaintance or two in the taverns at this time, 
which served me later, though not in the particular manner 
that I had wished ; but for the most part matters seemed 
quiet enough. Men did not speak a great deal of the 
Catholics; and I always fenced off questions by beginning, 
in every company that I found myself in, by speaking of 
some Church of England divine with a great deal of admira¬ 
tion, soon earning for myself, I fear, the name of a pious 
and grave fellow, but at the same time, of a safe man in 
matters of Church and State. 

One of these acquaintances was a Mr. Rumbald, a maltster 
(which was all I thought him then), who frequented the 
Mitre tavern, without Aldgate, where I went one day, dressed 
in one of my sober country suits, wearing my hat at a some¬ 
what rakish cock, that I might seem to be a simple fellow 
that aped town-ways. 

^ The tavern was full when I came to it, and called for 
dinner ; but I made such a to-do that the maid went to an 
inner room, and presently returning, told me I might have 
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my dinner there. It was a little parlour she shewed me 
to, with old steel caps upon the wall, and strewed rushes 
under foot; and there were three or four men there who 
had just done dinner, all but one. This one was a ruddy 
man, with red hair going grey, dressed very plain, but well, 
with a hard kind of look about him ; and he had had as 
much to drink as a man should have, and was in the merry 
stage of his drink. Here, thought I, is the very man for me. 
He is of both country and town ; here is a chamber of which 
he seems lord—for he ordered the maid about royally, and 
cursed her once or twice—and it is a chamber apart from 
the rest. So I thought this a very proper place to hear some 
talk in, and a very proper fellow to hear it from. For a 
while I thought he had something of the look of an old soldier 
about him ; but then I thought no more of it. 

When the others were gone out, and there was a little 
delay, I too—(God forgive me !)—cursed the poor maid for 
a slut once or twice, and bade her make haste with my dinner ; 
and my manner had its effect, for the fellow warmed to me 
presently and told me that he was Mr. Rumbald, and I said 
- on my part that my name was Mallock ; and we shook 
hands upon it, for that was the mood of the ale that was in 
him. (But he had other moods too, I learned later, when 
he was very repentant for his drink.) 

I began then, to speak of Hare Street, and said that I 
lodged there sometimes ; and then began to speak of the 
parson there, and of what a Churchman he was. 

“ Of Hare Street, eh ? ” said he. “ Why I am not far 
from there myself. I am of Hoddesdon, or near to it. Where 
have you lodged in Hare Street, and what is your busi¬ 
ness ? ” 

I was in a quandary at that, for it seemed to me then 
(though it was not in reality), a piece of bad fortune that 
he should come from thereabouts. 

I am Jack-of-all-trades,” I said. “ I did some garden 
work there for Mr. Jermyn, the Papist.” 

“ The Papist, eh ? ” cried Mr. Rumbald. 
a ' “ I would work for the Devil,” said I, ” if he would pay 

me enough.” 

< ,.•* The words appeared to Mr. Rumbald very witty, though 

f 
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God knows why : I suppose it was the ale in him : for he 
laughed aloud and beat on his leg. 

“ I’ll be bound you would,” he said. 

And it was these words of mine which (under God's Provi¬ 
dence, as I think now) established my reputation with 
Mr. Rumbald as a dare-devil kind of fellow that would do 
anything for money. He began too, at that, (which pleased 
me better at the time) to speak of precisely those matters 
of which I wished to hear. It was not treasonable talk, 
for the ale had not driven all the sense out of him ; but it 
was as near treasonable as might be ; and it was above all 
against the Catholics that he raged. I would not defile this 
page by writing down all that he said ; but neither Her 
Majesty nor the Duke of York escaped his venom ; there 
appeared nothing too bad to be said of them ; and he spoke 
of other names too, of the Duchess of Portsmouth whom he 
called by vile names (yet not viler than she had rightfully 
earned) and the Duchess of Cleveland ; and he began upon 
the King, but stopped himself. 

“ But you are a Church of England man ? ” he said. 
“ Well, so am I now, at least I call myself so, though I should 
be a Presbyterian ; but-” And he stopped again. 

Now all this was mighty interesting to me ; for it was 
worse than anything I had heard before ; and yet he said 
it all as if it was common talk among his kind, where he 
came from ; and it was very consonant with what the 
King had set me to do, which was to hear what the common 
people had to say. My gorge rose at the man again and 
again ; but I was a tolerable actor in those days, and re¬ 
strained myself very well. When he went at last he clapped 
me on the back, as if it were I who had done all the bragging. 

“ You are the right kind of fellow,” he said, “ and, by 
God, I wish there were more of us. You will remember 
my name—Mr. Rumbald the maltster—I am to be heard 
of here at any time, for I come up on my business every week— 
though I was not always a maltster.” 

I promised I would remember him : and indeed after a 
while all England has remembered him ever since. 

It was that same evening, I think (for my diary is con- 
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fused at this time, and no wonder), that when I came back 
to my lodgings about supper-time, I found that a man had 
been from Mr. Chiffinch to bid me come to Whitehall as soon 
as I returned ; but the messenger had not seemed greatly 
perturbed, James told me ; so I changed my clothes and 
had my supper and set out. 

It would be about half-past seven o’clock when I came to 
Mr. Chiffinch s ; and when I tapped I had no answer. I 
tapped again ; and then a servant of Mr. Chiffinch’s came 
running up the stairs (who had left his post, I suspect) and 
asked me what I wanted there. When I told him he seemed 
surprised, and he said that Mr. Chiffinch had company in 
his inner closet; but that he would speak with him. So he 
left me standing there ; and went through, and I heard a door 
shut within. Presently he came out again in something 
of a hurry, and bade me come in ; and, to my astonishment 
we went through the first room that was empty, and out 
again beyond and down a dark passage. I heard voices as 
I went, talking rapidly somewhere, but there was no one 
to be seen. Then he knocked softly upon a door at the end 
of the passage ; a voice cried to us to come in ; and I entered ; 
and, to my astonishment, not only was the little closet half 
full of persons, but these persons were somewhat exceptional. 

At the end of the table that was opposite to me, sat His 
Majesty, tilting his chair back a little as if he were weary of 
the talk ; but his face was flushed as if with anger. Upon 
his right sat the Duke, with his periwig pushed a little back, 
and his face more flushed even than the King's. Opposite 
to the Duke sat two men, whom I took to be priests by 
their faces one fair, the other dark—(and I presently proved 
to be right) and beside him Mr. Chiffinch, very eager-looking, 
and lean, talking at a great speed, with his hands clasped 
upon the table. Finally, my Lord Danby sat next to the 
Duke, opposite to Mr. Chiffinch, with a sullen look upon 
his face. There was a great heap of papers, again, upon 
the table, between the five men. All these persons turned 
their eyes upon me as I came in and bowed low to the com¬ 
pany ; and then Mr. Chiffinch jerked back a chair that was 
beside him, and beckoned to me to sit down in it. The room 
appeared to me a secret kind of place, with curtains pulled 
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across the windows, where a man might be very private if 
he wished. Mr. Chiffinch ended speaking as I came in, and 
all sat silent. 


His Majesty broke the silence. 

“ You are very late, Mr. Mallock,” he said—no more than 


that; but I felt the reproof very keenly. 
Chiffinoh.” 


" Tell him. 


Then Mr. Chiffinch related to me an extraordinary story; 
and he told it very well, balancing the two sides of it, so 
that I could not tell what he thought. 

It appeared that a day or two ago, Doctor Tonge had come 
to my Lord Danby, in pursuance of the tale he had told 
before, saying that he had received further information, 
from the very man whom he had suspected, and now had 
certified, to be the writer of the first information under 
forty-three heads, to the effect that a packet of letters was 
on its way to Windsor, to that very Mr. Bedingfeld (of whom 
Mr. Whitbread had spoken to me), on the matter of the 
plot to murder the King, and the Duke too unless he would 
consent to the affair. My Lord Danby posted immediately 
to Windsor that he might intercept these letters and examine 
them for himself ; but found that not only had Mr. Beding¬ 
feld received them, but had taken them to the Duke, saying 
that he did not understand one word that was written in 
them. Those letters purported to have been written from 
a number of Jesuits, and others—amongst whom were a 
Mr. Coleman, an agent of the Duke's, and Mr. Langhorn, a 
lawyer ; and related to a supposed plot, not only to murder 
the King, and his brother too, perhaps, but to re-establish 
the Popish domination, to burn Westminster, as they had 
already burned the City ; and that the new positions in the 
State had already been designed to certain persons, whose 
names were all mentioned in the letters, by the Holy Father 
himself. The matter that was now being discussed in this 
little chamber was, What was best to be done ? 

Mr. Chiffinch told me this, as shortly almost as I have 
written it down, glancing at His Majesty once or twice, and 
at the Duke, as if he wished to know whether he were telling 
it properly ; and as soon as he ended His Majesty began : 

“ That is where we stand now, Mr. Mallock. As for me, 
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I do not believe one word of the tale, as I have said before : 
and I say that it is best to destroy the letters, to tell Doctor 
Tonge that he is a damned fool, if not worse, so to be cozened, 
and to say no more of it. I would not have this made public 
for a thousand pounds. It is as I said before : I knew that 
the matter would grow.” 

“ And I say. Sir,” put in the Duke savagely, “ that Your 
Majesty forgets who it is who are implicated—that it is these 
good Jesuit Fathers, and my own confessor, too ”—(he bowed 
slightly to the fair man, who returned it)—” and that if 

the matter be not probed to the bottom, the names of all 
will suffer, in the long run.” 

Brother, brother,” said Charles, ” I entreat you not 

to speak so violently. We all know how good the Fathers 

are, and do not suspect any one of them. It is to save their 
name-” 

And I tell you,” burst in James again, ” that mine is 
the only way to do it ! Do you think, Sir, that these folks 
who are behind it all will let the matter rest ? It will grow 

and grow, as Your Majesty said ; and we shall have half 
the kingdom involved.” 

Here was a very pretty dispute, with sense on both sides , 
and yet^ there appeared to me that there was more on His 
Majesty s than on the other. If even then Dr. Tonge had 
been sent for and soundly rated, and made to produce his 
informant, and the matter sifted, I believe we should have 
heard no more of it. But it was not ordained so. They all 
spoke a good deal, appealing to the two priests—Mr. Beding- 
feld and Mr. Young—and they both gave their opinions. 

Presently Charles was silent ; letting his chair come for¬ 
ward again on to its four legs, and putting his head in his 
hands over the table. I had never seen him so perturbed 
before. Then I ventured on a question. 

Sir, may I ask who is Doctor Tonge’s informant ? ” 

His Majesty glanced up at me as if he saw me for the 
first time. 

" Tell him, Chiffinch,” he said. 

His name is Doctor Oates,” said the page. ” He was a 
Papist once, and is turned informer, he says. He still feigns 
secretly to be friends with one or two of the Jesuits, he says.” 
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“ But every word you hear here is sub sigillo, Mr. Matlock,” 
added the King. 

I knew no such name ; and said no more. I had never 
heard of the man. 

“ Have you anything to say, Mr. Mallock ? ” asked the 
King presently. 

“ I have some reports to hand in, Sir,” I said, " but they 
do not bear directly upon this matter/' 

The King lifted his heavy eyes and let them fall again. He 
appeared weary and dispirited. 

When we broke up at last, nothing was decided. On the 
one hand the letters were not destroyed, and the Duke was 
still unforbidden to pursue his researches; and, on the 
other there was no permission for a public inquiry to be 
held. The counsels, in short, were divided; and that is 
the worst state of all. The Duke said nothing to me, either 
at the table or before he went out with Mr. Bedingfeld—or 
Mr. Mumford as he was usually called : he appeared to 
consider me too young to be of any importance, and to 
tolerate me only because the King wished it. I handed 
to Mr. Chiffinch the reports of what folks had said to me 
in taverns and elsewhere : and went away. 

The days went by ; and nothing of any importance ap¬ 
peared further. I still frequented the company of the 
Jesuit Fathers, and the taverns as before ; but no more was 
heard, until a few days before the end of September. On 
that day I was passing through the Court of Whitehall to see 
if there were anything for me at Mr. Chiffinch’s—for the 
King was at Windsor again—when I saw Father Whitbread 
and Father Ireland, coming swiftly out from the way that 
led to the Duke’s lodgings—for he stayed here a good deal 
during these days. 1 hey were talking together, and did 
not see me till I was close upon them. When I greeted them, 
they stopped all of a sudden. 

“ The very man ! " said Mr. Whitbread. 

Then he asked me whether I would come with them to the 
lodgings of Mr. Fenwick, for they had something to say to 
me , and I went with them very willingly, for it appeared to 
me that perhaps they had heard of the matter which I had 
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found so hard to keep from them. We said nothing at all 
on the way ; and when we got within, Mr. Whitbread told 
Mr. Grove to stand at the foot of the stairs that no one 
might come up without his knowledge. They bolted the 
door also, when we were within the chamber. Then we all 
sat down. 

" Now, Mr. Matlock,” said Father Whitbread, “ we know 
all that you know ; and why you have been with us so much ; 
and we thank you for your trouble.” 

I said nothing; but I bowed to them a little. But I 
knew that I had been of little service as yet. 

“ It is all out,” said the priest, “ or will be in a day or 
two. Mr. Oates hath been to Sir Edmund Berry Godfrey, 
the Westminster magistrate, with the whole of his pre¬ 
tended information—his forty-three heads to which he hath 
added now thirty-eight more, and he will be had before the 
Council to-morrow. Sir Edmund hath told Mr. Coleman 
his friend, and the Duke’s agent, all that hath been sworn to 
before him ; Mr. Coleman hath told the Duke and hath fled 
from town to-night ; and the Duke has prevailed with the 
King to have the whole affair before the Council. I think 
that His Majesty's way with it would have been the better ; 
but it is too late for that now. Now the matter must all 
come out; and Sir Edmund hath said sufficient to shew 
us that it will largely turn upon a consult that our Fathers 
held here in London, last April, at the White Horse Tavern ; 
for Oates hath mingled truth and falsehood in a very 
ingenious fashion. He was at St. Omer’s, you know, as a 
student ; and was expelled for an unspeakable crime, as 
he was expelled from our other college at Valladolid also, for 
the same cause : so he knows a good deal of our ways. He 
feigns, too, to be a Doctor of Divinity in Salamanca Uni¬ 
versity ; but that is another of his lies, as I know for a 
truth. What we wish to know, however, is how he knows 
so much of our movements during these last months ; for not 
one of us has seen him. You have been to and fro to our 
lodgings a great deal, Mr. Mallock. Have you ever seen, 
hanging about the streets outside any of them, a fellow with 
a deformed kind of face—so that his mouth-” 

And at that I broke in * for I had never forgotten the 
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man's face, against whom I had knocked one night in Drury 

Lane. # 

“ I have seen the very man,” I cried. “ He is of middle 

stature; with a little forehead and nose and a great 
chin.” 

" That is the man,” said Mr. Whitbread. “ When did you 
see him ? 

I told them that it was on the night that I found Mrs. 
Ireland and her daughter come from the play. 

“ He was standing in the mouth of the passage opposite,” 

I said, " and watched me as I went in.” 

“ He will have been watching many nights, I think,” said 
Mr. Whitbread, “ here, and in Duke Street, and at my own 

lodgings too.” 

I asked what he would do that for, if he had his tale 

already. M 

“ That he may have more truth to stir up with Ins lies, 

said Mr. Whitbread. “ He will say who he has seen go 

in and out; and we shall not be able to deny it.” 

He said this very quietly, without any sign of perturbation ; 

and Mr. Ireland was the same. They seemed a little 

thoughtful only. 

“ But no harm can come to you,” I cried. “ His Majesty 
hath promised it.” 

“ Yes : His Majesty hath promised it,” said Mr. Whit¬ 
bread in such a manner that my heart turned cold ; but I 
said no more on the point. 

“ Now, Mr. Mallock,” said the priest, “ we must consider 
what is best to be done. When the case comes on, as it 
surely will, the question for us is what you must do. I 
doubt not that you could give evidence that you have found 
us harmless folk ”—(he smiled as he said this)—“ but I do 
not know that you will be able to add much to what other 
of our witnesses will be able to say. I am not at all sure 
but that it may not be best for you to keep away from the 
case at first at any rate. You have the King’s ear, which is 
worth more to us than any testimony you could give.” 

" Why do you not fly the country ? ” I cried. 

He smiled again. 

“ Because that,” he said, “ would be as much as to say 
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that we were guilty ; and so the whole Society would be 
thought guilty, and the Church too. No, Mr. Mallock, we 
must see the matter out, and trust to what justice we can get. 
But I do not think we shall get a great deal.” 

So it was decided then, that I would not give testimony 
unless there was some call for it ; and I took my leave, mar¬ 
velling at the constancy of these men, who preferred to 
imperil life itself, sooner than reputation. 

Well; all went forward as Mr. Whitbread had said it 
would. On the twenty-eighth day of September Dr. Oates 
appeared before the Council to give his testimony ; and it 
was to the same effect as was that which I had heard Mr. 
Chiffinch relate before, as to the Jesuit plot to murder the 
King, and if need be, the Duke too, and to establish 
Catholic domination in England. 

I went into a gallery in the Council room for a little, to 
confirm with my own eyes whether it were Dr. Titus Oates 
himself against whom I had knocked in Drury Lane ; and 
it was the man without doubt, though he looked very different 
in his minister's dress. It was not a very great room, and 
only those were admitted who had permission. His Majesty 
himself was there upon the second day ; and sat in the 
midst of the table, at the upper end, with the Duke beside 
him, and the great officers round about; amongst whom I 
marked my Lord Shaftesbury, who I was beginning to think 
knew more of the plot than had appeared ; Dr. Oates stood 
in a little pew at one side, so that when he turned to speak 
I could see his face. Dr. Tonge and Mr. Kirby and others 
sat on a seat behind him. 

He was dressed as a minister—for he had been one, before 
his pretended reconciliation to the Catholic Church—in 
gown and bands and wore a great periwig ; and not his face 
only—which no man could forget who had once set eyes 
on it—but the strange accent with which he spoke, confirmed 
me that it was the man I had seen. 

My Lord Danby, I think it was, questioned him a good 
deal, as well as others : and he repeated the same tale with 
great fluency, with many gibes and aphorisms such as that 
the Jesuits had laid a wager that if Carolus Rex would not 
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become R. C.—which is Roman Catholic—he should not 
much longer remain C. R. He said too that he had been 
reconciled to the Church on Ash Wednesday of last year ; 
but that “ he took God and His holy angels to^ witness that 
he had never changed the religion in his heart, but that it 
was all a pretence to spy out Papistical plots. 

His Royal Highness broke out, when he had done, de¬ 
claring the whole matter a bundle of lies, and when 
one or two asked Oates for any writings or letters that he 
had—since he had been so long amongst the Jesuits, and 
was so much trusted by them—he said that he had none, 
but could get them easily enough if warrants and officers 
were given him. I suppose the truth was that he had not 
wit enough to write them as yet, but had thought the Windsor 
letters (as I may call them) would be enough. (These ques¬ 
tions had also been put to him on the day before,, but were 

repeated now for the King’s benefit.) 

His Majesty himself, I think, proved the shrewdest 

examiner of them all. . . 

“ You said that you met Don Juan, the Spaniard, in your 

travels, Doctor Oates. Pray, what is he like in face and 
figure ? ” 

“ My Lard—Your Majesty,” said Oates, " he is a tall 
black thin faylow, with swatthy features ”—(for so he pro¬ 
nounced his words.) 

“ Eh ? ” asked the King. 

Dr. Oates repeated his words; and the King turned, 
nodding and smiling, to His Royal Highness ; for the Spanish 
bastard is far more Austrian than Spanish, and is fair and 
fat and of small stature. 

“ Excellent, Doctor Oates,” said the King. “ And now 
there is another small matter. You told these gentlemen 
yesterday that you saw—with your own eyes—the bribe of 
ten thousand pound paid down by the French King s con¬ 
fessor. Pray, where was this money paid ? 

“ In the Jesuits’ house in Paris, your Majesty,” said the 

man. 

" And where is that ? ” 

“ That—Your Majesty—that house is—is near the King’s 
own house,” (Bpt Lie spoke hesitatingly.) 
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Then the King broke out in indignation ; and beat his 
hand on the table. 

“ Man! ” he cried. “ The Jesuits have no house within 
one mile of the Louvre ! ” 

It pleased me to hear the King say that; for I was a little 
uneasy at Father Whitbread’s manner when he had spoken 
of the King’s promise ; but I was less pleased a day or two 
afterwards to hear that His Majesty was gone to Newmarket, 
to the races, and had left the Council to do as best it could ; 
and that the Jesuits had been taken that same night— 
Michaelmas eve—after Oates had been had before the 
Council. There had been a great to-do at the taking of 
Father Whitbread, for the Spanish soldiers had been called 
out to save the Ambassador’s house, so great was the mob 
that went to see him taken. 

% 

The next public event in the whole affair was the last and 
worst of all the links that were being forged so swiftly : and 
the news of it came to me as follows. 

I had gone to sup in Aldgate, where I had listened to a 
good deal of talk from some small gentry, as to the Papist 
plot; and had been happy to hear three or four of them 
declare that they believed there was nothing in it, and even 
the rest of them were far from positive on the matter ; and 
I had stayed late over my pipe with them, so that it was 
long after my usual time when I returned towards my 
lodgings, walking alone, for I said good-bye to the last of 
my companions in the City. 

As I came up into the Strand, I saw before me what 
appeared to be the tail of a great concourse of people, and 
heard the murmur of their voices ; and, mending my pace 
a little, I soon came up with them. I went along for a 
little, trying to hear what they were saying upon the affair, 
and to learn what the matter was ; for by now the street 
was one pack of folk all moving together. Little by little, 
then, I began to hear that someone had been strangled, and 
that “ he was found with his neck broken,” and then that 
" his own sword was run through his heart,” and words of 
that kind. 

Now I had heard talk before that Sir Edmund Berry 

6 
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Godfrey was run away with a woman, and to avoid the 
payment of his debts, which, if it were true, were certainly 
a very strange happening at such a time, since he was the 
magistrate before whom Oates had laid his information; 
but six days were gone by, and I had not thought very much 
of it, for his running away could not now in any way affect 
the information that had been laid. He was a very gentle 
man, though melancholy ; and, though a good Protestant, 
troubled no man that was of another religion than himself 
—neither Papist nor Independent. 

But when I heard the people about me speaking in this 
manner, the name of Sir Edmund came to my mind; and 
I asked a fellow that was tramping near me, who it was 
that was strangled and where the body was. But he turned 
on me with such a burst of oaths, that I thought it best to 
draw no more attention to myself, and presently slipped 
away. Then I thought myself of a little rising ground, a 
good bit in advance, whence, perhaps I might be able to 
see something of what was passing ; and I made my way 
across the street, to a lane that led round on the north. 
As I came across, in the fringes of the crowd, I saw a minister 
walking, in his cassock ; so I saluted him courteously, and 
asked what the matter was. 

He looked at me with an agitated face, and said nothing : 
his lips worked, and he was very pale, yet it seemed to me 
with anger: so I asked him again; and this time he 
answered. 

“ Sir, I do not know who you are,” he said. " But it is 
Sir Edmund Berry Godfrey who has been foully murdered 
by the Papists. He hath been found on Primrose Hill, and we 
are taking him to his house. I do not know, sir-” 

But I was gone ; and up the lane as fast I could run. 
All that I had heard, all that I had feared, all even that 
I had dreamed, was being fulfilled. The links were forging 
swiftly. I do not know, even now as I write, how it was 
that Sir Edmund met his end, whether he had killed himself, 
as I think—for he was of a melancholiac disposition, as was 
his father and his grandfather before him—or whether, as 
indeed I think possible, he was murdered by the very man 
who swore so many Catholic lives away, by way of giving 
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colour to his own designs—for if a man will swear away twenty 
lives, what should hinder him from taking one ? One thing 
only I know, that no Catholic, whether old or young, Jesuit 

or not, saint or sinner, had any act or part in it; and on 
that I would lay down my own life. 

By the time that I arrived at the rising ground—for a 

force mightier than prudence drove me to see the end 

the head of the great concourse was beginning to arrive. 
Across the street from side to side stretched the company, 
all tramping together and murmuring like the sound of the 
sea. It was as if all London town was gone mad : for I 
do not bdieve there were above twenty men in that great 

m ( ob /. 'y bo were not persuaded that here was the corroboration 
ot all that had been said upon the matter of the plot; and 
that the guilt of the Papists was made plain. Some roared, 
as they came, threats and curses upon the Pope, the Jesuits 
and every Catholic that drew breath; but the most part 
marched silently, and more terribly, as it appeared to me. 
The street was becoming as light as day, for torches were 
being kindled as they came ; and, at the last, came the great 

borne SWaymg Up ° n lts swin gs, in which the body was 

I craned my head this way and that to see; and, as the 
coach passed beneath me, I saw into its interior, and how 
there lay there, supported by two men, the figure of another 
man whose face was covered with a white cloth 
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CHAPTER VII 


I T would occupy too much space, were I to set down 

in detail all that passed between the finding of Sir 

Edmund Berry Godfrey’s body, and the being brought to 

trial of the Jesuit Fathers. But a brief summary must be 
given. 

The funeral of Sir Edmund was held three or four days 
later in St. Martin’s, and the sermon was preached by 
Dr. Lloyd, his friend, who spoke from a pulpit guarded 
by two other thumping divines, lest he should be murdered 
by the Papists as he did it. There was a concourse of people 
that cannot be imagined ; and seventy-two ministers walked 
in canonicals at the head of the procession. Dr. Lloyd 
spoke of the dead man as a martyr to the Protestant religion. 

By the strangest stroke of ill-fortune Parliament met 
ten days before the funeral, which happened on the thirty- 
first of October ; so that the excitement of the people— 
greatly increased by the exhibition of the dead body of Sir 
Godfrey—was ratified by their rulers—I say their rulers, 
since His Majesty, it appeared, could do nothing to stem 
the tide. It was my Lord Danby who opened the matter 
in the House of Peers that he might get what popularity 
he could to protect him against the disgrace that he foresaw 
would come upon him presently for the French business ; 
and every violent word that he spoke was applauded to the 
echo. The House of Commons took up the cry ; a solemn 
fast was appointed for the appeasing of God Almighty’s 
wrath ; guards were set in all the streets, and chains drawn 
across them, to prevent any sudden rising of the Papists ; 
and all Catholic householders were bidden to withdraw 
ten miles from London. (This I did not comply with ; for 
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I was no householder.) Besides all this, both men and 
women went armed continually—the men with the “ Pro¬ 
testants’ flails,” and ladies with little pistols hidden in their 
muffs. Workmen, too, were set to search and dig every¬ 
where for “ Tewkesbury mustard-balls,” as they were called 
—or fire-balls, with which it was thought that the Catholics 
would set London a-fire, as Oates had said they would—or 
vast treasures which the Jesuits were thought to have buried 
in the Savoy and other places. Folks took alarm at the 
leastest matters; once my Lord Treasurer himself rode 
into London crying that the French army was already 
landed, when all that he had seen were some horses in the 
mist ; once it was thought, from the noise of digging that 
some fat-head heard, that the Papists were mining to blow 
up Westminster. The King, whom I dared not go to see 
in all this uproar, and who did not send for me, went to 
and fro even in Whitehall, guarded everywhere—in private, 
as I heard, pouring scorn upon the plot, yet in public con¬ 
cealing his opinion ; and upon the ninth of November he 
made a speech in the House of Lords, confirming all my 
fears, thanking his subjects for their devotion, and urging 
them to deal effectually with the Popish recusants that 
were such a danger to the kingdom ! In October, too, five 
Catholic Lords—the Earl of Powis, Viscount Stafford, my 
Lord Pet re, my Lord Arundell of Wardour, and my Lord 
Bellasis were committed to the Tower on a charge of treason. 

I saw Dr. Oates more than once during these days, coming 
out of Whitehall with the guards that were given to protect 
him, carrying himself very high, in his minister’s dress; 
and no wonder, for the man was the darling of the nation 
and was called its “ Saviour,” and had had a great pension 
voted to him of twelve hundred pounds a year. He did not 
think then, I warrant, of the day when he would be whipped 
from Newgate to Tyburn at a cart's tail ; and again, laid 
upon a sled and whipped again through the City, for that 
he could not stand by reason of his first punishment. An¬ 
other fellow too had come forward, named Bedloe, once a 
stable-boy to my Lord Bellasis, who had given himself up 
at Bristol, with “information," as he called it, as to Sir 
Edmund's murder, which he said had been done in Somerset 
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House itself, by the priests and others, saying that the 
wax that was found upon the dead man’s breeches came 
from the candles of the altar that the priests had held over 
him while they did it! Presently too, at the trial and even* 
before it, Bedloe made his evidence to concur with Oates', 
though at the first there was no sign of it. Even before the 
trial, however, the audacity of the two villains waxed so 
great, as even to seek to embroil Her Majesty herself in 
the matter, and to make her privy to the whole plot; and 
this Oates did, at the bar of the House of Commons. But 
the King was so wrath at this, that little more was heard 
of it. 

The Duke of York, during these proceedings, saved him¬ 
self very well. When the Bill for the disabling of Papists 
from the holding of office or of sitting in either House of Par¬ 
liament, had passed through the Commons, he made a speech 
upon it in the House of Lords, speaking so well that others 
as well as he were moved to tears by it. He said that his 
religion should be a matter between his soul and God only; 
and should never affect his public conduct; and this with 
so much weight that the decision was given in his favour, 
since he was the King’s brother. I should never have 
thought that he could have done so well. 

Mr. Coleman was the first to be brought to trial, at the 
beginning of December, for he came back and gave himself 
up the day after he had at first fled. He was already pre¬ 
judged ; for so violent was the feeling against the Papists 
that my Lord Lucas said in the House of Lords that if he 
could have his way, he “ would not have even a Popish cat 
to mew and purr about the King.” Coleman, I say, was 
the first of those who had before been accused ; but a Mr. 
Stayley, a Catholic banker (who had his house not far from 
me in Covent Garden), was even before him judged and 
executed, on account of some words that a lying Scotsman 
had said he had heard him use in the tavern in the same 
place. 

I did not go to the trial of Mr. Coleman ; for that I had 
nothing to say for him ; and indeed Mr. Coleman’s own 
letters—written three or four years ago—were the severest 
witnesses against him, in which he had written to Father 
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La Chaise—(whom Oates at first called Father Le Shee)—the 
French King’s confessor, and others, that if he could lay hands 
on a good sum of money, he could accomplish a great project 
he had for the restoration of the Catholic religion in England. 
(These letters were found in a drawer he had forgotten, 
when he had burned all the rest ; and proved very unfortu¬ 
nate for him.) He meant by this, I have no doubt, the 
bribing of many Parliament-men to win toleration, and 
to get His Royal Highness restored as Lord High Admiral. 
He said this was his meaning ; and I see no reason to doubt 
it, for he was a pragmatical kind of man, full of great affairs ; 
but Chief Justice Scroggs waved it all away ; and it was 
made to appear exactly consonant with all that Oates and 
Bedloe had said as to the project of killing the King. So 
great was the excitement, not of the common people only, 
but of those who should have known better, and so shrewd 


were these who took advantage of it, that my Lord Shaftes¬ 
bury, who was waxing very hot upon the supposed Plot, 
for his own ends, was heard to say that any man that threw 
doubt on the plot must be treated as an enemy. Mr. Cole¬ 


man was executed at Tyburn on the third day of December. 


The trial of Father Ireland, Mr. Grove and Mr. Pickering 
—who was a Benedictine lay-brother—was opened on the 
seventeenth day of December, in the Sessions House at 
Justice Hall in the Old Bailey. 

I was in the Court early, before the trial began, carrying a 
letter with me which Mr. Chiffinch got for me from my 
Lord Peterborough, that I might have a good place ; and 
I had a very good one ; for it was in a little gallery that 
looked down into the well of the court, so that I could see 
all that I wished, and the faces of all the prisoners, judges 
and witnesses, and yet by leaning back could avoid observa¬ 
tion—for I had no wish, for others' sake, if not for my own, 
to be recognized by any of the witnesses. The seats for 
my Lords were on the left, under a state, with their desks 
before them ; the place for the prisoners on the right, facing 
the judges; and for the witnesses opposite to me. The 
jury was beneath ; and the counsels in front of them with 
their backs to me. 
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When the Court was full to bursting, my Lords came in, 
with the Chief Justice—that is Sir William Scroggs—in the 
midst. I had never seen him before, though I knew how 
hot he was against Catholics, and I looked to see what he 
was like. It was a dark morning, and the candles were 
lighted on my Lords’ desks; and I could see his face pretty 
well in their light. He was in scarlet, and wore his great 
wig ; and he talked behind his hand, with what seemed a 
great deal of merriment to Mr. Justice Bertue, who sat 
on one side of him, and the Recorder Jeffreys who sat upon 
the other. He had very heavy brows ; his face was clean¬ 
shaven, and his mouth was like a trap when he shut it, 
and looked grave, as he did so soon as the clerk had done 
his formalities. He was a strong man, I thought, who 
would brook no opposition, and would have his way—as 
indeed he did ; and the rest of my Lords had little or no 
say in the proceedings ; and least of all had the jury, except 
to do what the Lord Chief Justice bid them. 

The three prisoners—for Mr. Whitbread and Mr. Fenwick 
were presently withdrawn to be tried later, since they could 
not get two false witnesses against them at that time—were 
Mr. Ireland, Mr. Grove and Mr. Pickering, and I looked 
upon them with infinite compassion, to see how they would 
bear themselves. Mr. Pickering I had never seen before ; 
so I could not tell whether or no he bore himself as usual. 
But the two others I had seen again and again ; yet, with 
respect to them both I remembered principally that occa¬ 
sion when Mr. Ireland had entertained his mother and sister 
in Mr. Fenwick’s lodging on that one night he was in town, 
and gone off with them into the dark so merrily ; and Mr. 
Grove had brought up the chocolate in white cups, and we 
had all been merry together. Now they stood here in the 
dock together, and answered to their names cheerfully and 
courageously ; and I could see that neither anguish of heart 
nor the fear of death had availed to change their countenances 
in the leastest degree. They stood there, scarcely moving, 
except once or twice to whisper to one another, while Dr. 
Oates told his lying tale. 

It was now for the first time that I understood how 
shrewdly, and yet how clumsily now and then, the man 
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had weaved together his information. He spoke with an 
abundance of detail that astonished me ; he spoke of names 
and places with the greatest precision; he related how 
himself had been sent from St. Omer’s with fifty pounds 
promised him, to kill Dr. Tonge who had lately translated 
a book from the French named “ The Jesuits' Morals " ; 
he spoke of a chapel in Mrs. Sanders' house, at Wild-House' 
where he had been present, he said, at a piece of conspiring ; 
and so forth continually, interlarding his tale with bursts 
of adjuration and piety and indignation, so evidently feigned 
though with something of the Puritan manner in it— 
that I marvelled that any man could be deceived who did not 
wish to be ; and all with his vile accent. He spoke much 
also, as Mr. Whitbread had told me that he would, of the 
consult of the Fathers—of all that is, who had the jus suffragii 
in England—that had been held at the White Horse Tavern 
in the Strand, in April; pretending that at this the murder 
of the King was again decided upon, and designed too, in 
all particulars; how Mr. Pickering and Mr. Grove had 
been deputed to do the killing in St. James' Park with 
screwed pistols, as His Majesty walked there, or if not there, 
at Newmarket or Windsor; and how commissions had 
been given to various persons (whom he named), which 
they were to hold in the army that was to be raised, when 
His Majesty had been murdered, and the French King 
Louis let in with his troops. Worst of all, however, was 
the assertion which he made again and again that no Catholic’s 
oath, even in Court, could be taken to be worth anything, 
since the Pope gave them all dispensations to swear falsely ; 
for such an assertion as this deprives an accused man of all 
favour with the jury and destroys the testimonies of all 
Catholic witnesses. And, what amazed me most of all 
was that Chief Justice Scroggs supported him in this, and 
repeated it to the jury again and again. He said so first 
to Mr. Whitbread, before he was withdrawn. 

If you have a religion,” he said, ” that enn give a dis¬ 
pensation for oaths, sacraments, protestations and false¬ 
hoods, how can you expect that we should believe you ? ” 

" I know no such thing,” said Mr. Whitbread very 

tranquilly. 
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Bedloe, too, told the same tale as he had told before, but 
with many embellishments ; and was treated by my Lords 
with as much respect, very nearly, as Oates himself; and 
they were both given refreshment by the Chief Justice’s order. 

I could have found it in my heart to kill that man—Oates, 
I mean—as he stood there in his gown and bands and periwig, 
with his guards behind him, swearing away those good 
men’s lives ; now standing upright, now leaning on the 
rail before him, and now reposing himself on a stool that 
was brought for him. His monstrous countenance was as 
the face of a devil; he feigned now to weep, now to be 
merry. But most of all I hated the man, when the piteous 
sight was seen of the entrance of Mrs. Ireland and her 
daughter, who came to testify that Mr. Ireland was not in 
London at all on those days in August when Oates had 
sworn that he had spoken with him there. They stood 
there, as gallant women as might be, turning their eyes now 
and again upon the priest who was all the world to them 
by ties both of nature and grace ; but all their testimony 
went for nothing, since, first my Lord had told the jury that 
a Catholic’s oath was worth nothing, and next the prisoners 
had had no opportunity to know what charges precisely 
they were that were to be brought against them, and had had 
therefore no time to get their witnesses together. They 
complained very sharply of this ; but my Lord puffed it all 
away, and would scarcely allow them to finish one sentence 
without interruption. 

Mr. Ireland said upon one occasion that though he had 
no witnesses, for he had had no time to get them, yet he 
could get witnesses that there were witnesses. 

I know,” said the Chief Justice, ” what your way of 
arguing is ; that is very pretty. You have witnesses that 
can prove you have witnesses, and those witnesses can 
prove that you have more witnesses, and so in infinitum. 
And thus you argue in everything you do.” 

It was growing dark when the evidence (for so it was called) 
was done ; and the end was drawing near ; and the candles 
which had been put out long ago were lighted again by an 
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usher, who came in with a taper when the Lord Chief Justice 
called for lights. But the candles burned very badly, by 
reason of the closeness of the Court in which so many persons 
had been gathered for so long ; and shed but a poor illu¬ 
mination. My eyes were weary too with staring upon the 
people—now upon the monstrous face of Oates, that was 
like a nightmare for terror, now upon the prisoners so patient 
in the dock, and now upon my Lords on their high seats 
beneath the state, and especially upon that hard and bitter 
face of Chief Justice Scroggs who, if ever a man murdered 
innocent folk, was murdering to-day the three men before 
him, by the direction which he gave to the jury, and the 
manner he conducted the case. I could, by now, see the 
faces only one by one, as each leant into the light of the 
candles ; and it appeared to me, again and again, that these 
were mocking demons and not men, and Oates the lord of 
them all and of hell itself from which they all came, and 
to which they must return. I closed my eyes sometimes, 
both to rest them, and that I might pray for bare justice 
to be done ; but my prayers were to me like the lifting of 
weights too great for my strength. One hope only remained 
to me, and that lay in His Majesty ; for, although he had 
permitted the deaths of Coleman and of Stayley, these might 
indeed have appeared guilty to one who knew nothing of 
them ; but I could not find it in my heart to believe that 
he would suffer these Jesuits to die, of whom he had sworn 
to me that not a hair of their heads should be injured. I 
had determined, too, to go to His Majesty, so soon as the 
trial was done, and the verdict given as I knew it would be, 
and hear from his own lips that he would keep his word, at 
whatever cost to himself. 

It was dark then, by the time that all the evidence had 
been given, and the Chief Justice had done his directing of 
the jury. The Court, crowded though it was with the 
people, was as still as death, so soon as the jury came back 
after a very short recess. I could hear only the breathing 
of the folks on all hands. A woman sat beside me, who 
had been as early as myself that morning ; but she had 
roared and clapped with the rest, at the earlier stages, 
when the Chief Justice had silenced the prisoners or thrown 
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doubt upon what they said. She was quiet now, however, 
and I wondered how the evidence had affected her. 

When the jury were ready to give their verdict, the talking 
that had broken out a little, grew silent again ; but when the 
verdict of Guilty was given, it broke out once more into a 
storm of shouting ; so that the rafters rang with it. The 
woman beside me—for I sat at the end of a bench and had 
nothing but the wall beyond me—appeared to awaken at 
the tumult and join her voice to it, beating with her hand 
at the edge of the gallery in front of her. As for me I looked 
at the prisoners. They were all upright in their places, Mr. 
Ireland in the midst of the three ; and were as still as if 
nothing were the matter. They were looking at the Lord 
Chief Justice, at whom I too turned my eyes, and saw he was 
grinning and talking behind his hand to the Recorder. It 
was a very travesty of justice that I was looking at, and no 
true trial at all. There were a thousand points of dissonance 
that I had remarked myself—as to how it was, for instance, 
that one fellow had been promised twenty guineas for killing 
the King and another fifteen hundred pounds ; as to how it 
was that Oates, who professed himself so loyal, had permitted 
four ruffians to go to Windsor (as he said), with intent to 
murder the King, and that he had said nothing of it at the 
time. But all was passed over in this lust for the Jesuits' 
blood. 

I knew that my Lord would make a great speech on the 
affair, before he would make an end and give sentence ; 
for this was a great opportunity for him to curry favour not 
only with the people, but with men like my Lord Shaftesbury 
who was behind him in all the matter ; and as I had no wish 
to hear what he would have to say (for I knew it all by heart 
already) and, still less to hear the terrible words of the 
sentence for High Treason passed upon these three good 
men in the dock, I rose up quietly from my place, and slipped 
out of the door by which I had come in. As I was about to 
close the door behind me I heard silence made, and my 
Lord Justice Scroggs beginning his speech—and these were 
the words which first he addressed to the jury. 

Gentlemen," he said, " you have done like very good 
subjects and very good Christians ; that is to say like very 
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good Protestants; and now much good may their thirty 

thousand masses do them!” When he said this, he was 

referring to a piece of Dr. Oates’ lying evidence as to a part 

of the reward that they should get for killing the King. But 

I closed the door ; for I could bear to hear no more But 

afterwards I heard that they then adjourned for an hour 

or two, and that it was the Recorder—Sir George Jeffreys— 
that gave sentence. J 

When I presented myself, half an hour later, at Mr. 

Clnffinchs lodgings, I had very nearly persuaded myself 

that all would yet be well. For I thought it impossible 

that any man to whom the report of the trial should be 

brought, could ever think that justice had been done ; least 

of all the King who is the fount of it, under God. I knew 

very well that His Majesty would have to bear the brunt of 

some unpopularity if he refused to sign the warrants for 

their death ; but he appeared to me to care not very much 

lor popularity—since he outraged it often enough in worse 

ways than in maintaining the right. He had said to me 

too, so expressly that no harm should come to the Fathers 

or to Mr Grove and Mr. Pickering either ; and he had said so 

1 was informed, even more forcibly to the Duke and those 

that were with him—saying that his right hand should rot 

olt if ever he took the pen into his hand for such a purpose. 

1 remembered these things, even while the plaudits of the 

crowd still rang in my ears, and the bitter cruelty of my 

Lord Chief Justice’s words to the jury. His Majesty, I said 

to myself, is above all these lesser folk, and will see that no 

wrong is done. And, besides all this, he is half a Catholic 

himself and he knows against what kind of men these charges 
have been made. b 

Ar S P rC ' ty y e , assured th ^n, when I knocked upon the door 
of Mr Chiflinch s lodgings, and told the man who opened 
to me that I must see his master. 

He took me through immediately into the little passage 

1 had been in before, and himself tapped upon the door 

ot the inner parlour ; then he opened it, and let me through : 

lor Mr. Chiffinch was accustomed by now to receive me at 
any hour. 
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He rose civilly enough, and asked me what I wished with 
him, so soon as the door was shut. 

“ The verdict is given/' I said. “ I must see His 
Majesty." 

He screwed up his lips in a way he had. 

“ It is Guilty, I suppose," he said. 

I told him Yes ; 

“ And I have never seen," I said, “ such a travesty of 
justice." 

He looked down upon the table, considering, drumming 
his fingers upon it. 

" That is as may be," he said. “ But as for His 
Majesty-" 

I broke out on him at that : for I was fiercely excited. 

“ Man," I cried, “ there is no question about that. I must 
see His Majesty instantly." 

He looked at me again, as if considering. 

“ Well; " he said. " What must be, must. I will see 
His Majesty. He is not yet gone to supper." 

At the door he turned again. 

" The verdict was Guilty ? " he said. “ You were there 
and heard it ? " 

I told him Yes ; for I was all impatient. 

" And how was that verdict received in court ? " 

“ It was applauded," I said shortly. 

He still waited an instant. Then he went out. 

I was all in a fever till he came back ; for his manner and 
his hesitation had renewed my terrors. Yet still I would 
not let myself doubt. I went up and down the room, and 
looked at the pictures in it. There was a little one by Lely, 
not finished, of my Lady Castlemaine, done before she was 
made Duchess, which I suppose the King had given to him ; 
but I remembered afterwards nothing else that I saw at 
that time. 

In about half an hour he came back again ; but he shut 
the door behind him before he spoke. 

His Majesty will see you in a few minutes," he said, 
“ he goes to supper presently ; and must not be detained. 
And there is something else that I must ask you first." 
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I was all impatient to be gone ; but impatience would 
not help me at all. 

Mr. Mallock, he said, sitting down, “ did you see any 

man following you from the Court ? Or at the doors of the 
Palace ? ” 


My heart stood still when he said that; for though I 
had done my best at all times for the last month or two 
to pass unnoticed so far as I could, I had known well enough 
that having been so much with the Jesuits as I had, it was 
not impossible that I had been marked by some spy or 
other or even by Oates himself, since he had seen me go 
into Mr. Fenwick’s lodgings. But I had fancied of late 

that 1 must have escaped notice, and had been more bold 
lately, as in going to the Court to-day. 

P°li°wed ? ” I said. “ What do you mean, Mr. 
Chiffinch ? 


You saw no fellow after you, or loitering near, at the 
gates, as you came in ? ” 

“ I saw no one,” I said. 

“ The gates were barred, as usual ? ” 

: I said. ” And the guard fetched a lieutenant 

before he would let me in.” 

, ever s * nce the late alarms extraordinary precautions 

had been taken in keeping the great gates of the Palace 
always guarded.) 

“ And you saw no one after you ? ” 

“ No one,” I said. 

Well, said Mr. Chiffinch, ” a fellow was after you 
tor when you were gone in he came up to the guard and 
asked who you were, and by what right you had entered. 
Ihe lieutenant-sent a man to tell me so, and I met him 
in the passage as I went out.” 

“ Who was the fellow ? ” 

“ Oh ! a man called Dangerfield. The lieutenant very 

prudently detained him ; and I went across and questioned 

him before I went to His Majesty. I know nothing of the 

man, except that he hath been convicted, for I saw the 

branding in his hand when we examined him. We let him 
gO'again immediately.” 

“ He knows my name ? ” 
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Mr. Chiffinch smiled. 

“ We axe not so foolish as that, Mr. Mallock. He thinks 
you have some place at Court; but we did not satisfy him 
as to your name/' 

I said nothing ; for there was nothing to say. 

“ You had best be very careful, Mr. Mallock," went on the 
page, standing up again. "You have been mixing a great 
deal with unpopular folks. You will be of no service to 
His Majesty at all if you fall under suspicion. You had 
best go back by water to the Temple Stairs." 

He spoke a little coldly ; and I perceived that he thought 
I had been indiscreet. 

“ Well," he said, " we had best be going to His Majesty's 
lodgings." 

I had flattered myself, up to the present, that I knew 
His Majesty’s capacities tolerably well. I thought him to 
be an easily read man, with both virtues and vices upper¬ 
most, wearing his heart on his sleeve, as the saying is— 
indolent, witty, lacking all self-control—yet not, as I might 
say, a deep man. I was to learn the truth, or rather begin 
to learn it, on this very night. 

When I entered his private closet he was sitting not where 
I had seen him before, but at the great table in the midst of 
the floor, with his papers about him, and an appearance of 
great industry. He did not do more than look up for an 
instant, and then down again ; and I stood there before 
him, after I had bowed and been taken no notice of, as it 
were a scholar waiting to be whipped. 

He was all ready for supper, in his lace, with his hat on 
his head ; and he was writing a letter, with a pair of candles 
burning before him in silver candlesticks. His face wore a 
very heavy and preoccupied look ; and I was astonished 
that he paid me no attention. 

He finished at last, threw sand on the paper from the 
pounce-box, and pushed it aside. Then he leaned his cheeks 
in his hands, and his elbows on the table, and looked at me. 
But he did not speak unkindly. 

“ Here you are then," he said. “ And I hear you bring 
news from the Old Bailey ? " 
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“ I came from there half an hour ago, Sir.” 

" Ah ! And the verdict was Guilty, Mr. Chiffinch tells me?” 

“ Yes, Sir.” 

“ How did the people take it ? 

“ They applauded a great deal, Sir.” 

“ They applauded, you say. At the end only, or all the 
while ? ” 

“ They applauded, Sir, whenever any of my Lords made 
a hit against the Catholics.” 

“ Were there any who did otherwise ? ” 

“Not one, Sir, that I could hear.” 

“ The Chief Justice. What did he say ? ” 

“ He made many protestations of devotion to your 
Majesty, Sir, and to the Protestant Religion. He beat down 
the Catholics at every point. He permitted none of their 
witnesses to speak freely.” 

The King was silent a moment. Then he went on again. 

“ And the prisoners. How did they bear themselves ? ” 

“ They bore themselves like gallant gentlemen, Sir. They 
fought every point, so far as the Chief Justice would permit 
them.” 

“ Did they shew any fear when the verdict was brought 
in ? ” 

“ None, Sir. They relied upon your Majesty’s protection, 
no doubt.” 

Again His Majesty was silent. I still stood on the other 
side of the table from him, waiting to say what I had to say. 
The King shewed no sign of having heard what I had last 
said. 


Then, to my astonishment he turned on me again very 
sharply. 

“ Mr. Mallock,” he said, “ I have a fault to find with you. 
Mr. Chiffinch tells me that you were followed from the Court, 
and that a fellow was asking after you at the gate. You 
say that you wish to serve me. Well, those who serve me 
must be very discreet and very shrewd. Plainly, you have 
not been so in this instance. You are a very young man ; 
and I do not wish to be severe. But you must remember, 
Mr. Mallock, that such a thing as this must not happen 
any more.” 


7 
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My mouth was gone suddenly dry at this attack of His 
Majesty upon me. I licked my lips with my tongue in 
readiness to answer ; but before I could speak, the King went 
on again. 

“ Now I had a little business to entrust to you; but I am 
not sure if it be not best to give it to another hand." 

He took up from the table before him a newly sealed little 
packet that I had not noticed before; and sat weighing it 
in his hand, as if considering, while his eyes searched my 
face. 

" Sir-" I began. 

“ Yes, Mr. Mallock, I know what you would say. That 
is all very well; but my servants must not make mistakes 
such as you have made. It was the height of madness for 
you to go to the Court at all to-day. I have no doubt that 
you were seen there, and followed ; and you could have 
been of no service to your friends there, in any case. Mr. 
Chiffinch tells me he will provide a wherry for you imme¬ 
diately, that you may go back without observation. You 
must do this. The question before my mind is as to whether 
you shall take this packet with you, or not. What do you 
say, Mr. Mallock ? " 

All the while he had been speaking, I had been in a tor¬ 
ment of misery. As yet I had done little or nothing for His 
Majesty, after all my commissioning from Rome ; and now 
that the first piece of work was on hand, it was doubtful 
whether I had not forfeited it by my clumsiness. For the 
moment I forgot what I had come for. I was all set on 
acquitting myself well. I was but twenty-one years old ! 

“ Sir," I cried, “ if your Majesty will entrust that to me, 
you shall never repent it." 

He smiled ; but his face went back again to its heaviness. 

" It is a very difficult commission," he said. “ And, 
what is of more importance than all else is that the packet 
should fall into no hand other than the one that should 
have it. For this reason, there is no name written upon it. 
But I have sealed it with a private signet of my own, both 
within and without ; and you must bear the packet with 
you until you can deliver it." 

“ I understand, Sir." 
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T h J Can t end courier with it. tor the reasons of which 
I ha V e spoken. No man, Mr. Mallock, but you and I must 
know of its very existence. Neither can I tell you now 
to whom the packet must be given. You must bear it with 
you, sir, until you have a message from me, signed with 
the same seal as that which it bears, telling where you 

must take it, and to whom. You understand ? " ^ 

I understand, Sir.” 

• r Yo “ must ] eave London immediately until your face 

InScou”! n, “ th “ Sto ™ iS ^ Vou have°a cousin 

“ Z es> ? ir J ; , Mr * J erm y n at Hare Street.” 

. ,r^ had beSt he there for the P^sent; and I can send 
y u there, so soon as I have an opportunity Meanwhile 

2“ baVG thiS ^ yS at h “dand be Y ready to set 
ut with it, so soon as you hear where you must eo with it 
That is ah plain, Mr. Mallock ? ” 6 Jt * 

41 I understand. Sir.” 

h Ki T ng u r ° S ^ Pushing back his chair • and as 

1 heird ,he '» su PPer, in "h. 

Then you had best be gone. Take it Mr Mallorh ” 

King C 's m h e an r d U which d h re h ei d Ved f 16 P acket ’> and I kissed the 
£ g M kand which he had not given to me as I had come 

m. My heart was overjoyed at the confidence which lie 

m v'wais'tcoa t “ft 1 sHpped the packet Mediately within 
my waistcoat It was square and flat and lay there easily 

“ a T httle P° cket whlch the tailor had contrived there Then 
flashecl °baclT oifme* again memor ^ what I had come for’ 
„? lr ’ ? Said ’ " there is one other matter.” 

and toKk’S SA lUrn “ 8 * W ‘ y : bM *‘ 

Eh ? ” he said. 

to-day?” 11 U rCgard t0 thC JeSUits wh0 were condemned 

He jerked his hand impatiently in a way he had 
I have no time for that,” he said, ” no time ” 

e «^“ow„:,“r e out at ihc ° ,her d “ r ’ “ d 1 "“ rd 
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Now as I came downstairs again the further way, and 
heard the trumpets go, to shew that the King was come out, 
I had no suspicion of anything but my own foolishness in 
not speaking of what I had come about. But, by the time 
that I was at the Temple Stairs, I wondered whether or no 
the King had not had that very design, to put me off from 
which I wished to say. And at the present time I am certain 
of it—that His Majesty wished to hear from me at once of 
the proceedings at the trial, and then spoke immediately of 
that other matter of the packet, and of my being followed 
to the Palace Gates, with the express purpose of hindering 
me from saying anything ; for I am sure that at this time 
he had not yet made up his mind as to what he would do 
when the warrants were brought to him, and did not wish 
to speak of it. 



CHAPTER VIII 


T HE first thing that I did when I got home was to call for 
my man James, and bid him shut the door. (My man 
was about forty years old and he had been got for me in 
Rome, having fallen ill there in the service of my Lord 
Stafford—being himself a Catholic, and a very good one, 
for he went to the sacraments three or four times in the year, 
wherever he was. He was a clean-shaven fellow, and very 
sturdy and quick, and a good hand at cut and thrust and 
the quarter-staff, as I had seen for myself at Hare Street 
on the summer evenings. I had found him always discreet 
and silent, though I had not as yet given him any great 
confidence.) 

James/* I said to him with great solemnity, “ I have 
something to say to you which must go no further/’ 

He stood waiting on my word. 

“ A fellow hath been after me to-day—named Dangerfield 
—a very brown man, with no hair on his face ” (for so 
Mr. Chiffinch had told me). “ He hath been branded on 
the hand for some conviction. I tell you this that you 
may know him if you see him again. I take him to be a 
Protestant spy : but I do not know for certain.” 

He still stood waiting. He knew very well, I think, that 
I was on some business, and that therefore I was in some 
danger too at such a time ; though I had never spoken to 
him of it. 

And another thing that I have to say to you is that we 
must ride for Hare Street to-morrow, and arrive there by 
to-morrow night—without lying anywhere on the road. 
You must have the horses here, and all ready, by seven 
o clock in the morning. And you must tell no one where 


IOI 



102 


ODDSFISH! 


we are going to, to hinder any from following us, if we can 
help it. We must lie at Hare Street a good while. 

“ And the third thing I have to say is this ; that you 
must watch out very shrewdly for any signs that we are 
known or suspected of anything. I tell you plainly that 
both you and I may be in some danger for a while ; so if 
you have no taste for that, you had best begone. You will 
keep quiet, I know very wen.” 

“ Sir, I will stay with you, if you please,” said James, as 
the last word was out of my mouth. 

I gave him a look of pleasure; but no more; and he 
understood me very well. 

” Then that is all that I have to say. You may bring 
supper in as soon as you like.” 

Before I lay down that night I had transferred His 
Majesty’s packet to a belt that I put next to my skin ; and 
so I went to bed. 


It was still pretty dark when we came out upon the Ware 
road upon the next morning. I did not call James up to 
ride with me ; for I had a great number of things to think 
about ; and first amongst them was the commission which 
His Majesty had given me. What then could such a business 
be ?—a packet that I must carry with me, and deliver to a 
man whose name should be given me afterwards ! Why, 
then was it entrusted to me so soon ? And why could not 
the name be given to me immediately ? But to such riddles 
there was no answer ; and I left it presently alone. 

The second thing that I had to think of was the matter 
of the men whom I had seen condemned yesterday ; and 
even of that I did not know much more than of the packet. 
His Majesty had not spoken of them, except to ask questions 
at the beginning ; and this seemed as a bad omen to me. 
Yet I had the King’s word on it that they should not suffer ; 
and, when I considered, there was no obligation or even any 
reason at all that he should talk out the matter with myself. 
Yet, though I presently put this affair too from my mind, 
since I had no certain knowledge of what would happen, 
it came back to me again and again—that memory of Mr. 
Ireland and Mr. Grove in the lodgings in Drury Lane, so 
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harmless and so merry, and again as I had seen them yester¬ 
day in the dock, with Mr. Pickering, so helpless and yet 
so courageous in face of the injustice that was being done 
on them. 

The third thing that I had to think upon was Hare Street 
to which I was going as fast as I could, and of those who 
would greet me there, and most of all, I need not say, of 
my Cousin Dolly. Her father had written to me two or 
three times during the four months that I had been away ; 
and his last had been the letter of a very much frightened man, 
what with the news that had come to him of the proceedings 
in London and the feeling against the Catholics. But I 
had written back to him that nothing was to be feared if he 
would but stay still and hold his tongue ; and that I myself 
would be with him presently, I hoped, and would reassure 
him ; for in spite of the hot feeling in London the country 
Catholics suffered from it little or not at all, so long as they 
minded their own business. But it was principally of my 
Cousin Dolly that I thought; for the memory of her had 
been with me a great deal during the four months I had 
lived in London ; but I was determined to do nothing in a 
hurry, since the remembrance of her father’s words to me, 
and, even more, of his manner and look in speaking, stuck 
in my throat and hindered me from seeing clearly. I knew 
very well, however, that my principal reason why I urged 
Peter on over the bad roads, was that I might see her the 
more quickly. 

Nothing of any importance happened to us on the way. 
At Hoddesdon the memory of Mr. Rumbald came back to 
my mind, and I wondered where it was in Hoddesdon or 
near it that he had his malt-houses ; and before that we 
stayed again for dinner at the Four Swans in Waltham 
Cross, where the host knew me again and asked how matters 
were in London ; and we came at last in sight of the old 
church at Hormead Parva, just as the sun was going down 
upon our left. Peter, my horse, knew where he was then, 
and needed no more urging, for he knew that his stable was 
not far away. 

They knew of course nothing of my coming ; and when I 
dismounted in the yard there was not a man to be seen. 
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I left my horse with James ; and went along the flagged path 
that led to the door, and beat upon the door. The house 
seemed all dark and deserted ; and it was not till I had 
beaten once more at the door that I saw a light shewing 
beneath it. Presently a very unsteady voice cried out to 
know who was there ; and I knew it for my Cousin Tom's ; 
so I roared at him that it was myself. There followed a great 
to-do of unlocking and unbarring—for they had the house 
—as I found presently—fortified as it were a castle ; and 
when the door was undone there was my Cousin Tom with 
a great blunderbuss and two men with swords behind him. 

“ Why, whatever is forward ? " I said sharply; for I 
was impatient with the long waiting and the cold, for a frost 
was beginning as the sun set. 

“ Why, Cousin Roger, we knew nothing of your coming," 
said my Cousin Tom, looking a little foolish, I thought. 

“ We did not know who was at the door." 

“ I only knew myself of my coming yesterday," I said. 

“ And whatever is the house fortified for ? " 

My cousin was putting up the bolts again as I spoke; 
(the two men were gone away into the back of the house) ; 
—and, as soon as he had done, he said : 

“ Why, there are dangerous folks about, Cousin Roger. 
And it is a Catholic house, you see." 

I smiled at that; but said no more ; for at that moment 
my Cousin Dolly came through from the back of the house 
where she had been sent by her father for safety ; and at that 
sight I thought no more of the door. 

I saluted her as a cousin should ; and she me. She looked 
mighty pretty to me, in her dark dress, with her lace on, 
for supper was just on the table ; and I cannot but think she 
was pleased to see me, for she was all smiling and flushed. 

" So it is you, Cousin Roger," she said. “ I thought it 
might very well be. We looked for you before Christmas." 

At supper, and afterwards, I learned in what a panic poor 
Cousin Tom had lived since the news of the plot, and, above 
all, of Sir Edmund Berry Godfrey’s death ; and what he 
said to me made me determine to speak to him of my own 
small peril, for he had the right to know, and to forbid ms 
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his house, if he wished. But I hoped that he would not. 
It appeared that when the news of Sir Edmund's death 
had come, there had been something of a to-do in the village, 
of no great signification ; for it was no more than a few 
young men who marched up and down shouting together— 
as such yokels will, upon the smallest excuse ; and one of 
them had cried out at the gate of Hare Street House. At 
Barkway there had been more of a business ; for there they 
had burnt an effigy of the Pope in the churchyard ; and the 
parson—who was a stout Churchman—had made a speech 
upon it. However, this had played upon Cousin Tom's 
fears, and he had fortified the house with bolts, and slept 
with a pistol by his bed. 

I told him that same night—not indeed all that happened 
to me ; but enough of it to satisfy him. I said that I had 
been a good deal at the Jesuits' lodgings ; and at the trial 
of the three ; and that a fellow had attempted to follow 
me home ; but that I had thrown him off. 

Cousin Tom had the pipe from his mouth and was holding 
it in his hand, by the time I had done. 

“ Now, Cousin," I said, “ if you think I am anything of 
a danger to the house, you have but to say the word, and 
I will be off. On the other hand, I and my man might be 
of some small service to you if it came to a brawl." 

" You threw him off ? " asked Cousin Tom. 


" It was at Whitehall-" I began ; and then I stopped : 

for I had not intended to speak of the King. 

" Oho ! " said Cousin Tom. " Then you have been at 
Whitehall again ? " 

“ Why, yes," I said, trying to pass it off. " I have been 
there and everywhere." 

Cousin Tom put the pipe back again into his mouth. 


“ And there is another matter," I said (for Hare Street 
suited me very well as a lodging, and I had named it as such 
to His Majesty). " It is not right, Cousin Tom, that you 
should keep me here for nothing. Let me pay something 
each month—" (And I named a suitable sum.) 

That determined Cousin Tom altogether. My speaking 
of Whitehall had greatly reassured him ; and now this offer 
of mine made up his mind ; for he was something of a 
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skinflint in some respects. (For all that I did for him when I 
was here, in the fields and at the farm, more than repaid 
him for the expense of my living there.) He protested a 
little, and said that between kinsfolk no such question should 
enter in ; but he protested with a very poor grace; and 
so the matter was settled, and we both satisfied. 

So, once more, the time began to pass very agreeably 
for me. Here was I, safe from all the embroilments of town, 
in the same house with my Cousin Dorothy, and with plenty 
of leisure for my languages again. Yet my satisfaction was 
greatly broken up when I heard, on the last day of January 
that all that I had feared was come about, and that of the 
three men whom I had seen condemned at the Old Bailey, two 
—Mr. Ireland and Mr. Grove—had been executed seven days 
before : (Mr. Pickering was kept back on some excuse, and 
not put to death until May). The way I heard of it was 
in this manner. 

I was in Puckeridge one day, on a matter which I do not 
now remember, and was going to the stable of the White 
Hart inn to get my horse to ride back again, when I ran into 
Mr. Rumbald who was there on the same errand. I was in 
my country suit, and very much splashed; and it was going 
on for evening, so he noticed nothing of me but my face. 

“ Why, Mallock,” he cried—“ It is Mr. Mallock, is it 
not ? ” 

I told him yes. 

He exchanged a few words with me, for he was one of those 
fellows who when they have once made up their minds to 
a thing, do not easily change it, and he was persuaded that 
I was of his kind and something of a daredevil too, which 
was what he liked. Then at the end he said something 
which made me question him as to what he meant. 

“ Have you not heard ? ” he cried. " Why the Popish 
dogs were hanged a week ago—Ireland and Grove, I mean. 
And there be three or four more men—accused by Bedloe of 
Godfrey’s murder, and will be tried presently.” 

I need not say what a horror it was to me to hear that; 
for I had had more hope in my heart than I had thought. 
But I was collected enough to say something that satisfied 
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him; and, as again he had been drinking, he was not very 
quick. 

" And those three or four ? " I asked. " Are they Jesuits 
too ? " y J 

“ No,” said Rumbald, " but there will be another batch 
presently, I make no doubt." 

I got rid of him at last ; and rode homewards ; but it 
was with a very heavy heart. Not once yet had the King 
exercised his prerogative of mercy ; and if he yielded at the 
first, and that against the Jesuits whom he had sworn to 
protect, was there anything in which he would resist ? 

My Cousin Dorothy saw in my face as I came in that 
something was the matter ; so I told her the truth. 

‘ May they rest in peace," she said ; and blessed herself. 

From time to time news reached us in this kind of manner. 
Though we were not a great distance from London we were 
in a very solitary place, away from the high-road that ran to 
Cambridge ; and few came our way. Even in Puckeridge it 
was not known, I think, who I was, nor that I was cousin to 
Mr. Jermyn; so I had no fear of Mr. Rumbald suspecting me. 
Green, Berry, and Hill were all convicted of Sir Edmund's 
murder, through the testimony of Bedloe, who said that he 
had himself seen the body at Somerset House, and that Sir 
Edmund had been strangled there by priests and others 
and conveyed later to the ditch in Primrose Hill where he 
was found. Another fellow, too, named Miles Prance, a 
silversmith in Princes Street (out of Drury Lane), who was 
said by Bedloe to have been privy to the murder, in the fear 
of his life, and after inhuman treatment in prison, did corro¬ 
borate the story and add to it, under promise of pardon, 
which he got. Green, Berry, and Hill, then, were hanged 
on the tenth day of February, on the testimonies of these 
two ; and were as innocent as unborn babes. It was re¬ 
marked how strangely their names went with the name of 
the murdered man and of the place he was found in. 

For a while after that, matters were more quiet. A man 
named Samuel Atkins was tried presently, but was acquitted ; 
and then a Nathaniel Reading was tried for suppressing 
evidence, and was punished for it. But our minds, rather, 
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were fixed upon the approaching trial of the “ Five Jesuits ” 
as they were called, who still awaited it in prison—Whit¬ 
bread, Fenwick, Harcourt, Gavan and Turner—all priests. 
But I had not a great deal of hope for these, when I thought 
of what had happened to the rest; and, indeed, at the end 
of May, Mr. Pickering himself was executed. At the begin¬ 
ning of May too, we heard of the bloody murder of Dr. Sharpe, 
the Protestant Archbishop in Scotland, by the old Coven¬ 
anters, driven mad by the persecution this man had put 
them to; but this did not greatly affect our fortunes either 
way. One of the most bitter thoughts of all was that a 
secular priest named Serjeant, who, with another named 
Morris, was of Gallican views, had given evidence in public 
court against the Jesuits’ casuistry. 

Meanwhile, in other matters, we were quiet enough. Still 
I hesitated in pushing my suit with my Cousin Dolly, until 
I could see whether she was being forced to it or not. But 
my Cousin Tom had more wits than I had thought; for he 
said no more to me on the point, nor I to him ; and I think I 
should have spoken to her that summer, had not an inter¬ 
ruption come to my plans that set all aside for the present. 
During those months of spring and early summer we had 
no religious consolation at all; for we were too near London, 
and at the same time too solitary for any priest to come 
to us. 

The interruption came in this manner. 

I had sent my man over to Waltham Cross on an affair 
of a horse that was to be sold there on the nineteenth day 
of June (as I very well remember, from what happened 
afterwards) ; and when he came back he asked if he might 
speak with me privately. When I had him alone in my room 
he told me he had news from a Catholic ostler at the Four 
Swans , with whom he had spoken, that a party had been 
asking after me there that very morning. 

“ I said to him, sir. What kind of a party was it ? And he 
told me that there were four men ; and that they went in to 
drink first and to dine, for they came there about noon. 

I asked him then if any of them had any mark by which he 
could be known ; and he laughed at that; and said that 
one of them was branded in the hand, for he was pulling 
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his glove on when he came into the yard afterwards, so that 
it was seen.” 

I said nothing for a moment, when James said that, for 
I was considering whether so small a business of so many 
months ago was worth thinking of. 

“ And what then ? ” I said. 

Well, sir ; as I was riding back I kept my eyes about 

me ; and especially in the villages where it might be easy 

to miss them ; and in Puckeridge, as I came by the inn I 

looked into the yard, and saw there four horses all tied up 
together. y 

" Did ypu ask after them ? ” I said. 

No, sir; I thought it best not. But I pushed on as 
quickly as I could.” 

Did the ostler at Waltham Cross tell you what answer 
was given to the inquiries ? ” 

" No, sir—he heard your name only from the parlour 
window as he went through the yard.” 

Now here was I in a quandary. On the one hand this 

wa f t sma ^ a ^ a ‘ r > an d not much evidence either way 
and I did not wish to alarm my Cousin Tom if I need not • 
and, on the other if they were after me I had best be gone 
as soon as I could. It was six months since the fellow 
Uangerfidd had asked after me at Whitehall, and no harm 
had followed. Yet here was the tale of the branded hand 
—and, although there were many branded hands in England 
the consonance of this with what had happened, misliked me 

ci little# 

“ And was there any more news ? ” I asked. 

Why, yes, sir ; I had forgot. The man told me too that 
the five Jesuits were cast six days ago, and Mr. Langhorn 

f da y lat ^ r » and that they were all sentenced together.” 
(Mr. Leghorn was a lawyer, a very hot and devout Catholic ; 
but his wife was as hot a Protestant.) 

N °^° n , he ^ ring that 1 was a little more perturbed. Here 
were Mr. Whitbread and Mr. Fenwick, in whose company 

1 had often been seen in public before the late troubles, 

condemned and awaiting sentence ; and here was a fellow 

with a branded hand asking after me in Waltham Cross. 

Oates and Bcdloc and Tongc and Kirby and a score of others 
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were evidence that any man who sought his fortune might 
very well do so in Popish plots and accusations; and it 
was quite believable that Dangerfield was one more of them, 
and th a t after these new events he was after me. Yet, still, 
I did not wish to alarm my Cousin Tom ; for he was a man 
who could not hide his feelings, I thought. 

It was growing dark now; for it was after nine o'clock, 
and cloudy, with no moon to rise ; and all would soon be 
gone to bed; so what I did I must do at once. I sat still 
m my chair, thinking that if I were hunted out of Hare 
Street I had nowhere to go ; and then on a sudden I remem- 

given me, and which 

still carried, as always, wrapped in oil-cloth next to my 

skin, since no word had come from him as to what I was to 

do with it. And at that remembrance I determined that I 
must undergo no risks. 

. — a*t we must be ready to go 

away if we are threatened in any way. Go down to the 
stables and saddle a fresh horse for you, and my own. Then 
come up here again and pack a pair of valises. I do not 
know as yet whether we must go or not; but we must be 
ready for it. Then take the valises and the horses down 
to the meadow, through the garden, and tie all up there, 
under the shadow of the trees from where you can see the 
house. And you must remain there yourself till twelve 
odock to-night. At twelve o'clock, as near as I can tell it, 
if all is quiet I will show a light three times from the garret 
window ; and when you see that you can come back again 
and go to bed. If they are after us at all they will come 
when they think we are all asleep ; and it will be before 
twelve o’clock. Do you understand it all ? ” 

very glib in all this ; for I had thought it out all 
beforehand, if ever there should be an alarm of this kind.) 

My man said that he understood very well, and went 

away, and I down to the Great Chamber where I had left 
my cousins. 

As I came in at the door, my Cousin Tom woke up with 

a great snuffle ; and stared at me as if amazed, as folks do 
when suddenly awakened. 

" Well; to bed,” he said. 


“ I am half there already.” 
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My Cousin Dorothy looked up from her sewing; and I 

think she knew that something was forward; for she con- 
tmued to look at me. 

T m t0 yet Cousin Tom,” I said. “ There is a matter 
1 must speak of first. 

1 Sat down and tolcl as gently as I could—all 
e affair except of the King's packet; and by the time I 

was done he was no longer at all drowsy. I told him too of 

the desjgn I had formed, and that James was gone to carry 

saw Z° U n0t b u St be gone at once ? ” he said ; and I 

BM mu cl ™ £ lest he t0 ° should be embroiled, 

was T Dorothy looked at me, unafraid ; only there 

was a spot of colour on either cheek. 

Wei!,” I said, “ I can ride out into the fields and wait 

tSen if aU b U e jfit!” ^ m ° ming ’’ * y ° U wU1 Send for me 

to Whether I^honlH 0 ‘“T T"* that 1 WaS in two minds a * 
of danger 1 h W g ° a aU ' 50 ver y smaU was the evidence 

me H g e o 1 n e 0 !‘ t s d o'?S5d a »* hal 1 b “‘ ‘ “” ld “ * h “ ■>= 

I go^i 1 ’Sl U w’ 1 f d ; " 1 3ee that y° u will be easier if 
horses l , fir f and 566 whether J ames has the 

Xr--2ST-3PJ S d ^T" 

spei°Hke n that e "iff l* am a3hamed that ^her should 
%rfr J inat * 11 1 were mistress 


•m jt j — --ww -- 

I Should n e o a t r beTire a/all” “ if y ° U Were mistress > 

her way wfsThi IVff ^ P* yin ® no attention, as 

Sh A U s ld sh Pend 111 night in th * fields ^ ,S nothf„ h g a ” 6 that y ° U 
the valises^ As 8 1 beard James come downstairs with 

the horses tie^nnH W f > nt past he told me he already had 
norses tied under the trees. I nodded to him, and bade 
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him go on, and he went out into the yard and so through 
the stables. 

“ I had best go help your father put the things away/' I 
said. “ They will not be here, at anyrate, until the lights 
of the house are all out." 

We went upstairs together and found my Cousin Tom 
already busy : he had my clothes all in a great heap, ready 
to carry down to the hiding-hole above the door ; my papers 
he already had put away into the little recess behind the bed, 
and the books, most of which had not my name in them, he 
designed to carry to his own chamber. 

We worked hard at all this—my Cousin Tom in a kind of 
fever, rolling his eyes at every sound ; and, at the last, we 
had all put away, and were about to close the door of the 
hiding-hole. Then my Cousin Dorothy held up her hand. 

“ Hush ! " she said ; and then, “ There was a step on the 
paved walk." 



CHAPTER IX 

W H the N inJ ta C n°t USin ^°n 0thy Sa ' d that ' we a11 be «me upon 
, the instant as still as mice ; and I saw mv Cousin 

F or\n m °u th T SUddenly han S °P en and his eyes to become fixed 
or myself I cannot say precisely what I felt; but it would 

be foolish to say that I was not at all frightened. For to 

be crept upon in the dark, when all is quiet, in a solitarv 

country place ; and to know, as I did, that behind all the 

silence there is the roar of a mob—(as it is called 1_f,, r 

blood, and the Lord Chief Justice’s face of iron and his bitter 

murderous tongue, and the scaffold and the knife-thi,Is 

Tf ,^ lng to ai jy man - 1 mad e no mistake upon the matter 
If this were Dangerfield himself, my life was ended he 

™ U i d " ot hav u e COI ? e here ' 50 a «d with such caution 

he would not have been at the pains to smell me out at all’ 
unless he were sure of his end ; and, indeed, my conmanvfne 
so much with the Jesuits and my encounter with Oates ^nd 
my seeking service with the King, and for no pay too-all 

Rom heaven. ^ WaS eV ‘ denCe en0Ugh ‘° ha " g an a ”g el 

This p^sed through my mind like a picture; and then I 
remembered that it was no more than a step on a paved path. 

tt it is they, I whispered, "they will be round the 
house by now. We had best look from a dark window " 

t my Co . usm t Tom seized me suddenly by the arm in 
so we r s C too a d gr,P 1 WinCCd and a11 but c ^ d out ; a " d 

in yoa bave br °ught ruin on me-” he began presently 

or b ain s^f °J WhiSp6r ; and then he lapped me again^ 
sten on t’h , n ° ™ an could mistake it, came a single 

step on the paved path ; and in my mind I saw how two 

rl 3 8 
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men had crossed from lawn to lawn, to get all round the 
house, each stepping once upon the stones. They must 
have entered from the yard. 

In those moments there came to me too a knowledge, of 
the truth of which I neither had nor have any doubt at all, 
that my Cousin Tom was considering whether he might 
save himself or no by handing me forthwith to the searchers. 
But I suppose he thought not; for presently his hand 
relaxed. 

“ In with you," he whispered ; and made a back for me 
to climb up into the hiding-hole. I looked at my Cousin 
Dolly, and she nodded at me ever so gently; so I set my 
foot on my Cousin Tom’s broad back, and my hands to the 
ledge, and raised myself up. It was a pretty wide space 
within, sufficient to hold three or four men, though my 
clothes and a few books covered most of the floor ; but the 
only light I had was from the candle that my Cousin Dolly 
carried in her hand. As I turned to the door again, I caught 
a sight of her face, very pretty and very pale, looking up at 
me : I remember even now the shadow on her eyes and 
beneath her hair ; and then the door was put to quickly, 
and I was all in the dark. 

It was a very strange experience to lie there and to hear 
all that went on in the house, scarcely a hand’s-breadth 
away. 

I lay there, I should think, ten minutes or a quarter of an 
hour before the assault was made ; and during that time too 
I could tell pretty well all that went on. There remained 
for a minute or thereabouts, a line of light upon the roof of 
my little chamber from the candle that my Cousin Dolly 
carried ; (and that line of light was as a star to me) ; then 
I heard a little whispering ; the light went out; and I heard 
soft steps going upstairs. Then I heard first the door of 
my Cousin Dolly’s chamber close, and then another door 
which was my Cousin Tom’s. Then followed complete 
silence ; and I knew that the two would go to bed, and be 
found there, as if ignorant of everything. 

The assault was made on two doors at once, at front and 
back. They had another man or two, I have no doubt, in 
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where^STw ^ an< ?“ 0re beneath the windows every- 

on a sudden loud hammerings and voices shouting altogether • 
but I could not teU what it was that they cried • but V 

Then fhT St haVG b f en> " ° pen in the Ki "g’ s name ! » 

and the rest feigned to do so. I heard steps run down the 

an i i V °! CeS ever ywhere ; as the maids over the kitchen 

and ran maidS wiU ’ and the men awakened 

the lobbv tZ I° m t he gai I et - Then - overhead, across 

T^ay^ and'of^nw ^1 Th ^ ° f the pa ^ that he mus ^ 

bearing lU hC WOuld P la y b. And all the while the 

the lTt g h?nH i d “ rS < Went ,° n ; and 1 heard ^ices through 
olit d Pla !. I fr ? m the back - ha11 : and then the sound 
°/^, b ltm g' and the knocking ceased on that side, though 
It still went on upon the other. 6 

th? I L hlding ' h ° le ’ a f 1 have said - was in the very centre of 
onnn.frv ° n * Slde faced U P°” the back-hall; and the 

one 'mm d th Wn + he *“}* paSSage and - of the other two, 
these two had the doors m them. Above me was the lobby ■ 

beneath^ Ut T tle into the back-hall, and 
the l^ t he ^Uars It was strange how prominent 
,• _ P lace was > and yet how well concealed. One might 
ve ten years in the house without suspecting its presence 

frnn?T tly the Wh ° le house was fuU of talking; P and the 
front door was opened ; and I heard a gentleman’s voice 

TustkT g of 5? p ,aS M J- Harris ’ 1 learned afterwards, a 
hal b“ ,r ° m Puckerid § e ‘ when, Dangerfield 

w° f Wl ? at Was said 1 could not hear ; but I heard 

would ?, n u tand Why 1 was being looked for, and what 

muffled a nH rg f against me - Now ‘he voices came 
Zf.', and now clear : so that I would hear half a sen- 
tence and no more, as the speaker moved on. 

Tom c 0 X 7 * 0r to-night." I heard my Cousin 

tf»ll (which was an adroit lie indeed, as no one could 

kj m >> er * **ad or no )» " an( t tie hath taken his man with 
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“ That is very well-” began the gentleman’s voice; 

and then no more. 

Presently I heard one of the men of the house, named 
Dick—a good friend of mine, ask what they were after me 
for ; and some fellow, as he went by, answered : 

“ —Consorting with the Jesuits, and conspiring-” 

and no more. 

So, then, I lay and listened. Much that I heard had no 
relevance at all, for it was the protesting of maids and such¬ 
like. The footsteps went continually up and down ; some¬ 
times voices rose in anger ; sometimes it was only a whisper 
that went by. I heard presses open and shut; and once or 
twice the noise of hammering overhead ; and then silence 
again ; but no silence was for long. 

Here again I find it very hard to say all that I felt during 
that search. My thoughts came and went like pictures 
upon the dark. Now my heart would so beat that it sick¬ 
ened me, of sheer terror that I should be found ; and this 
especially when a man would stay for a while talking on the 
stairs within an arm’s length of where I lay : now it was as 
I might say, more of the intellect; and I pondered on what 
I heard my Cousin Tom say, and marvelled at his shrewdness ; 
for fear, if it does not drive away wits, sharpens them 
wonderfully. He had, of course, put me in greater peril, 
by saying that I was gone to Rome ; but he had saved 
himself very adroitly, for no witness in the house could tell 
that I had not done so ; for here was my chamber empty, 
and I and my man and my clothes and my books and my 
horses all vanished away. At one time, then, I was a!0 
eyes and ears in the muffled dark, hearing my heart thump as 
it had been another’s ; at another time I would be looking 
within and contemplating my own fear. 

Again and again, however, I thought of my Cousin Dorothy 
and wondered where she was and what she was at. I had 
not heard her voice all that time ; and, on a sudden, after 
the men had been in the house near an hour I should say, 

I heard her sob suddenly, close to me, in a terrified kind of 
voice. 

“ Keep them, Nancy, keep them here as long as you 
can. It will give him-” 
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? u h 1 ”„ said a man ’ s voice suddenly beneath. "What 

was that r 

w I i. Sai< L n ° thing ’*’ stammered my Cousin Dolly’s voice. 

tn M W 6 W f a t0 ' d0 ’ The feUow beneath called out 

dmS r ' M arr r' who T 5^f u Pstairs ; and I heard him come 

so wa. th y D0Uy WaS Sobbing and crying °ut, and 

so was the maid Nancy to whom she had spoken At first 

I could make nothing of it, nor why she had said what she 
badand then .' ^ 1 hear d them all go into the parlour 

2ewrt er ’h T f + ° 0d . th , at if my Cousin Tom had been 
br r d n ^ 1 !^ daughter had been shrewder; and had said 

what she had, knowing that a man was within earshot. 

“i 1t ,j 6 ? VaS nothln g for me to do but to lie there still : 

tor 1 could hear nothing from the parlour but a confused 

sound of voices now three or four speaking at once, now a 

man s voice (which I took to be the magistrate’s), and now 

I thought my Cousin Dolly’s. I heard, too, above me, my 

Cousin Tom speaking very angrily, and understood that 

he was kept from his daughter—which was the best thing 

in the world for me, since he might very well have spoiled 

t en W f°h e , S1 fL n - AS , last 1 heard Doll y cr y out very loud ; 

\ hea F d the parlour-door open and three or four men 

Wh ° ran beneath my hiding-hole and out 
through the kitchen passage to the stable. I was all a- 

? n °K W - es P eclall y at my cousin’s cry ; but I gave her 
credit for being as shrewd still as I had heard her to be on 

i' a ?» d 1 P roved n g ht in the event ; for almost 
immediately after that my Cousin Tom was let come down¬ 
stairs, and I heard every word of the colloquy. 

Well, Mr. Jermyn," said the gentleman’s voice, imme¬ 
diately without my little door, " I am sorry indeed to have 
troubled you in this way; but I am the King’s justice of 

Mr M a n C ? nd 1 mUSt d ° my dut y- Which wa y did you say 

Mr. Mallock was gone ? ” y 

„ • : * b y Puckeridge,” stammered poor Tom. 

Ah J indeed/' said the other voice, with something of 
a sneer in it - Why Mistress Dorothy here says it was by 
Barkway and so to Harwich ; and of the two versions I 
prefer the lady's. For, first, we should have seen him if 
he had come by Puckeridge, since we have been lying there 
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since three o’clock this afternoon ; and second, no such man 
in his senses would go to Rome by London. I am sorry I 
cannot commend your truthfulness, Mr. Jermyn, as much 
as your professions of loyalty.” 

“ I tell you-” began my Cousin Tom, angrily enough. 

" I need no telling, Mr. Jermyn. Your cousin is gone by 
Barkway; and my men are gone to get the horses out to 
follow him. We shall catch him before Newmarket, I make 
no doubt.” 

Then I heard Dolly’s sobbing as she clung to her father. 

” Oh ! father ! father 1 ” she mourned. “ The gentleman 
forced it out of me. I could not help it. I could not help 
it! ” 

(As for me, I smiled near from ear to ear in the dark, to 
hear how well she feigned grief ; and I think I loved my 
Cousin Dolly then as never before. It would have made a 
cat laugh, too, to hear the gentleman’s chivalry in return.) 

" Mistress Dorothy,” he said, ” I grieve to have troubled 
you like this. But you have done your duty as an English 
maid should ; and set your loyalty to His Majesty before 
all else.” 

Mistress Dorothy sobbed so admirably in return that my 
own eyes filled with tears to hear her ; and I was a little 
sorry for the poor gentleman too. He was so stupid, and 
yet so well mannered too now that he had got all that he 
wanted, or thought he had. 

” Well, mistress, and Mr. Jermyn, I must not delay any 
longer. The horses will be ready.” 

They moved away still talking, all except my Cousin 
Dolly who sank upon the stairs still sobbing. She cried 
out after Mr. Harris to have mercy ; and then fell a-crying 
again. When the door of the kitchen passage shut—for 
they were all gone out by now—her crying ceased mighty 
soon ; and then I heard her laugh very softly to herself, 
and break off again, as if she had put her hand over her 
mouth. But I dared not speak to her yet. 

I listened very carefully—for all the house was still now 
—for the sound of the horses’ feet; and presently I heard 
them, and reckoned that a dozen at least must have come 
after me ; and I heard the voices of the men too as they 
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rode away grow faint and cease. Then I heard my Cousin 

S° r,^ P r ° Ugh u he d00r beneath me - and she gave me 
beneath* it my hidi "e-bole ,s she went 

we I re di ta!‘rt° t in he S back : ,or Cou ™ T «m's footsteps 

were loud m the kitchen passage ; and the men too were 

IKK" and apstaus white the maids went back to bed 

the kitchen ; and then, when all was quiet again I 
heard her voice speak suddenly in a whisper. ° 

away Y “ U Can ° Pen n ° W * Cousin R °S er - they be all gone 

I unbolted and pushed open the little door quickly enough 

and th °ii g h I was dazed with the candlelight the 
first thing that I saw was Dolly’s face, her eyes as; bright as 

stars with merriment and laughter, and her cheeks flushed 
to rose, looking up at me. 



CHAPTER X 

T hat ride of mine all night to London was such as I 
shall never forget, not from any outward incident 
that happened, but for the thoughts that went continually 
through my heart and brain ; and I do not suppose that I 
spoke twenty words to James all night, until we saw about 
seven o'clock the smoke and spires of London against the 
morning sky. 

So soon as the coast was clear, and the last sound of the 
horses was died away on the hill beyond the Castle Inn— 
for the men rode fast and hard to catch me—I was out and 
away in the opposite direction, to Puckeridge ; but first 
we brought the horses back as softly as we could, with 
James (who, like a good servant had not stirred an inch from 
his orders through all the tumult which he had heard 
plainly enough from the meadow), round to the head of 
the little lane that leads from Hormead Magna into Hare 
Street. There we waited, I say, all four of us in silence, until 
we heard the hoofs no more ; and then James and I mounted 
on our horses. 

I had said scarcely a word to Dorothy, nor she to me ; 
for we both felt, I think, that there was no great need of 
words after such an adventure, and that it had knit us 
closer together than any words could do ; and, besides, that 
was no place to talk. Yet it was not all pure joy ; for here 
was the knowledge which we both had, that I must go away, 
and that God only knew when I should get back again ; and, 
whatever that knowledge was to Dorothy, it was as a sword 
for pain to me. As for my Cousin Tom, he was no better 
than a dummy ; for he was still terrified at all that had 
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an 1 d ., at the magistrate’s words to him. I told 
them both, while we were still in the house, that I must go 

\? n .i on ’ P artl y for that that was the last place in the 

I told tha !v, any ( W ?^ Id *°° k for me in - and partly—(but this 
L h n “ ther ° f them) for that I must return the packet 
to His Majesty : and I said that from London I would go 
to France for a little, until it seemed safe for me to get back 

W h f BU J there ’ waltin g in the dark, I said nothin! at all • 
ut before I mounted I kissed Dorothy on the cheek • and 

her cheek wa^ wet, but whether with the fe^ned tea’rs she 

fhte T do nr I 0 " 56 ’ tearS even dea -r to me than 

fnr r!’ \ not L know ' But 1 dared not delay any longer 
r fear that when Mr. Harris came to Barkway, which was 

jlmeT andTh y ad he that n ° ° ne tkat could be 

James and I had passed that way, and so return to search 

• T.! e c . louds had rolled away by now ; and it was a clear 
night of stars until they began to pale about two o’clock 
in the morning ; and I think that for a lover who desires to 

or' £SL Wlth hiS f th ° UgktS ’ there is »o light of sun or moon 

wewMe bevonTw ^ the light of stars; and by that time 
we were beyond Ware and coming out of the valley. 

it „ *° Ie T to me to watch that dawn coming up for 

for a S Whii° U? ’ t T he last dawn ^at I should see in England 
” a , w hile, since I was determined but to see the King in 

London, and push straight on to Dover and take the packet 

t “L .S “ lem i d TV to °- in 

that I loved my Cousin Dolly as I had my own heart but 

Tot 6 t 0 ’’ and that is a Sreat day for a love! 

thlt t h t ^' ng then ’ and to P ush on to Dover was all 
that I had rehearsed to myself; but Provident hid one 

have" eveThldTn Ml WaS ° nC ° f thc saddest 1 

nave ever had in all my life, and yet not all sad. 

chth'^wA 001 '^ 6 J" tI ' r0UKh the City and down Grace- 
ud I pad v, ii h’lt here I took a fancy to turn to the right 

folks fh Cnh K 11 a c Cornh ill, which were all crowded with 
folks, though at first I did not think why, that I might go 
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by Newgate where the Jesuits lay, and see at least the walls 

that enclosed those saints of God ; for I was pretty bold here, 

knowing that Mr. Dangerfield who was my chief peril, was 

oh to Harwich to find me; and even if they found that I 

was not gone through Barkway, I did not think that they 

could catch me, for their horses were tired and ours fresh; 

and you do not easily get a change of a dozen horses, or 

anywhere near it, in Hertfordshire villages. So I went 

very boldly, and made no pretence not to look folks in the 
face. 

After we had passed up Cheapside it appeared to me that 
the streets were strangely full, and that all the folk were 
going the same way ; and so astonished was I at this—for 
no suspicion of the truth came to me—that I bid my man 
ask someone what the matter was. When he came up with 

me again I could see that something was the matter indeed ; 
and so it was. 

Sir,” he said in a low voice, so that none else could 

hear, “ they are taking the prisoners to execution this 
morning.” 

Then there came upon me a kind of madness—for, although 
by God s blessing it brought no harm to me—yet it was 
nothing else ; and I determined to go to Newgate as I had 
intended, and at least see them brought out. For here 
was to be a martyrdom indeed—live men, all priests, all 
Religious—suffering, in God's eyes at least, for nothing in 
the world but the Catholic religion ; yes, and in men's too, 
if they had known all, for I remembered how Mr. Whitbread 
had refused to escape, while he had yet a whole day for it, 
for fear of seeming to confess his guilt and so bringing scandal 
upon the Church and his order. From such a martyrdom, 
then, so near to me, how could I turn away ? and I deter¬ 
mined, if I could, to speak with Father Whitbread, and get 
his blessing. 

When I got near Newgate the press grew greater every 
instant ; but as we were on horseback and the greater number 
of the folks on foot, we got through them at last, and so 
came to the foot of the stairs by the chapel, where the sleds 
were laid ready with a pair of horses to each. I had never 
before seen an execution done in England, so I observed 
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were S ever V thin g that was to be seen. The sleds 
wnnH “ .I number, and were each made flat of strong 

wood with runners about an inch high ; and there was a naif 

f horses harnessed to each, with a man to guide them P I 
got close to these, next behind the line of yellow train- 

ww^hfthlsh k rT Pt h he Way ° pen> aS weU 13 th ® stairs - We 

were in the shadow here, in a little court of which the 
were set open, but the people were all crowded in behind 

Sm“e“ •?* »t~t outside, 'andfrom 

hea™ a word S murmunn g of talk, of which I did not 

Catholics there^eM^heirTnSes 7 ’ f ° r 1 SUPP ° Se that ^ 

of r^oH h T d n0t Very - long to wait: for - by the appointment 
tl head onh?T- ]USt t0 time ; and Ve W soon the door at 

out I saw Mr ° Pened and men bf; g an to come 

execution wr among them, who was to see 

since I was looting Tor the’ Jes^ts^^ ^ ^ ^ 

xt.fr• I J ai ' co J irt came first into the sunlight that was nt 

vory d«p°v fo? 1? : “ d al s « h * him I was moved 

s *|£ 

sTWcirr iSr ‘u b “' ^ e “ *-«» 

Next came Mr WhiHT' » nd lookinf to his steps. 

hi? r Sd“ l at y hta h ' faiVlumed up”' 

He wL vS J T , be at the head of aI1 the conspiracy, 
not lift his w? /°° S f y Wlth COrds ’ but not so that he could 
and a fe flow h S ° f' 6 the ° ther threc that followed), 

Mr Wi t tbe °ther end of the cord in his hand. 

of thT ( Z‘ ?-? n A W u he that Was taken in the stables 

camennhtvd Ambassador—Count Wallinstein)—they 

than the nfif m< + If °th e r, and paid no more attention 

Of all cami h M fS ^ t le , n01Se that greeted them ; and last 

Mr. Fenwick who had entertained me so often 
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in Drury Lane, looking pinched, I thought, with his im¬ 
prisonment, yet as courageous as any. Behind him came 
a minister and then the tail of the guard. 

As I saw Mr. Fenwick come out I put into execution a 
design I had formed just now; and slipping from my horse 
I got out a guinea and begged in a low voice the fellow before 
me—for I was just by the sled on which Mr. Harcourt and 
Mr. Whitbread would be bound—to let me through enough 
to speak a word with him ; and at the same time I pressed 
the guinea into his hand : so he stood aside a little and let 
me through, on my knees, enough to speak to Mr. Whit¬ 
bread. Mr. Harcourt was already laid down on the sled, 
on the further side from me, and Mr. Whitbread was getting 
to his knees for the same end. As he turned and sat him¬ 
self on the sled he saw me, and frowned ever so little. 
Then he smiled as I made the sign of the cross on myself 
and he made it too at me, and I saw his lips move as he blessed 
me. He was not an arm’s length from me. That was 
enough for me ; and I stepped back again and mounted my 
horse once more. The fellow who had let me through looked 
at me over his shoulder once or twice, but said nothing ; 
for he had my guinea ; and, as for myself I sat content, 
though my eyes pricked with tears, for I had had the last 
blessing (or very nearly) which that martyr of God would 
ever give in this world. 

When they were all ready, and the five were bound on the 
sleds, with their heads to the horses' heels, I looked to see 
how I could best follow ; and it appeared to me that it was 
best for me to keep close at the tail, rather than to attempt 
to go before. When the word was given, the whips cracked, 
and the sled nearest me, with Mr. Whitbread and Mr. Harcourt 
upon it, began to move. Then came Mr. Turner and Mr. 
Gavan, and last Mr. Fenwick all by himself. The minister 
whose name was Samuel Smith, as I learned later, and who 
was the Ordinary of Newgate, followed on foot, and behind 
him came the guards to close them all in. 

My fellow in front, whom I had bribed, seemed to under¬ 
stand what I wanted ; for in the confusion he let me through, 
and my man James forced his way after me ; so that we 
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^, w i tl \ 1 three or other gentlemen, riding 
lmmedwtety behind the guards, as we came out of the court 

Tyburn Stre6t ° UtSlde ; and SO we foU °wed, all the way to 

That adventure of mine was I think the most observable 
x ever had, and, too, the greatest privilege to my soul : 

W ?k ' lf - Ver any man did - f °U°wing the Cross of 

Chnst in the passion of His servants—such a Via Crucis 

rL\ ? Ve ne T er u made m any churc h—for here was the very 
road along which so many hundreds of the Catholic martyrs 

had passed before ; and at the end was waiting the very 

of th k y ™ h,ch the y had died. I know that the martyrdom 

before iK fiVe WaS UOt u S ° evident an or »e as that of others 
tw f hem ’ “those died for the Faith directly, and 
Ih? an f^^fd conspiracy ; yet before God, I think 

Re lit d r ni f ° r Rehglon ’ since jt was virtue of their 
them th * thCy W6re accused - So, then, I followed 

andstrill^ a J° n 5, Holborn we went, and High Holborn 
a , d Giles, and at last out into the Oxford Road that ran 

then between fields and gardens ; and all the way we went 

the crowds went with us, booing and roaring from time to 

in the a d1n Ihl 3 ’ t0 °’ the windows of the houses, joined 
in the dm that was made. At first the wav was nastv 

P^s thatfoiks had emptied out of doors 

R , gutter ’ b j * b y the f ,me we reached the Oxford 
Road the way was dusty only ; so that the five on the sleds 

were first nastied, and then the dust fell on them from the 

°^ 6S t beels ‘ * “uld see only Mr. Fenwick’s face from 
time to time ; he kept his eyes closed the most of the wav 

an i dWaS P ray,ng .’ th ! n k. Of the rest I could see nothing 

-md it rr !^ e Slght t0 me when we came out at 1st 

cMled-the^tlf WS T the u Deadly Never 6 re en ” as it was 
. * be fkree posts with the beams connecting them_ 

Hne n and e a W c eSt t ern r ° pCS Were in P lace al > one 

sent’ „rl a C "t WaS , th f e benea th them. A cauldron too. 
All this 1 smoke a 1,ttle distance away beside the brook. 

were somt P nf C ?n WaS kept d t ar again b y guards : and there 
Hv rv ^K i he n , eW g re nadiers among them, in their piebald 
ry> h furred caps ; and without the guards there was 
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a great crowd of people. Here, then, was the place of the 
Passion. 

The confusion was so great as the sleds went within the 
line of guards, and the people surged this way and that, 
that I was forced, somewhat, out of the place I had hoped 
to get, and found myself at last a good way off, with a press 
of people between me and the gallows; so that I could see 
nothing of the unbinding ; and, when they spoke later could 
not hear all that they said. 

It was not long before they were all in the cart together, with 
the ropes about their necks, and the hangman down again 
upon the ground; and as soon as that was done, a great 
silence fell everywhere. I had seen Mr. Gavan say something 
to the hangman, and he answered again ; but I could not 
hear what it was. 

Then, when the silence fell, I heard Mr. Whitbread begin ; 
and the first sentence was clear enough, though his voice 
sounded thin at that distance. 

“ I suppose,” he said, “ it is expected I should speak 
something to the matter I am condemned for, and brought 
hither to suffer.” 

Then he went on to say how he was wholly guiltless of any 
plot against His Majesty, and that in saying so he renounced 
and repudiated any pretended pardons or dispensations that 
were thought to have been given him to swear falsely. He 
prayed God to bless His Majesty, and denied that it was 
any part of Catholic teaching that a king might be killed as 
it was said had been designed by the alleged plot; and he 
ended by recommending his soul into the hands of his blessed 
Redeemer by whose only merits and passion he hoped for 
salvation. He spoke very clearly, with a kind of coldness. 

Father Harcourt’s voice was not so clear, as he was an 
old man ; but I heard Mr. Sheriff How presently interrupt 
him. (He was upon horseback close beside the gallows.) 

“Or of Sir Edmund Berry Godfrey’s death ? ” he asked. 
“ Did you not write that letter concerning the dispatch of 
Sir Edmund Berry Godfrey ? ” 

“No, sir,” cried the old man very loud. “ These are 
the words of a dying man. I would riot do it for a thousand 
worlds.” 
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Q „?l Wen *,°?v 0 affirm his innocence of all laid to his charge ; 

ot^% ended b X b6g f ng tbe P ra y ers of 311 in the communion 
oi the Roman Church m which he himself died 
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“ Yo ]\ d ?. onl y Justify yourselves here,” he said. “ We 
wiU not believe a word that you say. Spend your time in 
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e n ^ e wori oTh. ^ the Cnd hC Pray6d and 1 heard 

O my dear Saviour and Redeemer,” he cried lifting 

cords S ”T S ’ + and handS t0 ° as weU as he could’for the 
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f -! d t0 do for rne m the whole course of my life, and now 
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hroU; - Fenw jf. k had scarcely begun before Mr. Sheriff How 

of Sir Edmund ’ W ‘ th h ' m concernin g the murder 

T tor Sir Edmund Berry Godfrey,” cried Mr. Fenwick 
life <? r ° test before God that I never saw the man in my 
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s- 6 * ■ d ° 

T a „, W1Sh yo T u al ! the S° od that I can,” said Mr. How, ” but 

1 xaTu 6 yOU 1 bel,eve neve r a word you say.” 

Well; he let him alone after that; and Mr. Fenwick 



128 


ODDSFISH! 


finished, once more denying and renouncing the part that 
had been assigned to him, and maintaining his innocence. 

There followed after that a very long silence, of half an 
hour, I should think. The five men stood in the cart 
together, with their eyes cast down; and each, I think, 
absolved his neighbour. The crowd about kept pretty 
quiet, only murmuring together; and cried no more insults 
at them. I, too, did my best to pray with them and for 
them ; but my horse was restless, and I had some ado to 
keep him quiet. After a good while, Mr. Sheriff How spoke 
to them again. 

“ Pray aloud, gentlemen, that we may join with you. We 
shall do you no hurt if we do you no good.” 

They said nothing to that; and he spoke again, with 
some sharpness. 

" Are you ashamed of your prayers ? ” 

Still they did not speak ; and he turned on Father Gavan. 

” Why, Mr. Gavan,” he said, “ it is reported that you 
did preach in the Quakers' meeting-house.” 

The priest opened his eyes. 

” No, sir,” he said, “ I never did preach there in all my 
life.” 

It was very solemn and dreadful to wait there while they 
prayed ; for they were at it again for twenty minutes, I 
should judge, and no more interruptions from Mr. How, 
who, I think, was a shade uneasy. It was a clear June day, 
beginning to be hot; and the birds were chirping in the 
trees about the place—for at times the silence was so great 
that one could hear a pin fall, as they say. Now I felt on 
the brink of hell—at the thought of the pains that were 
waiting for my friends, at the memory of that great effusion 
of blood that had been poured out and of the more that was 
to follow. There was something shocking in the quietness 
and the glory of the day—such a day as many that I had 
spent in the meadows of Hare Street, or in the high woods 
—faced as it was with this dreadful thing against the blue 
sky, and the five figures beneath it, like figures in a frieze, 
and the smoke of the cauldron that drifted up continually 
or brought a reek of tar to my nostrils. And, again, all 
this would pass ; and I would feel that it was not hell but 
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a he ?.yf, n tbat , waited ; and that all was but as a thin veil 
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a e a sign ; the hangman came forward again (for 
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he had stepped back just now); and the roar died suddenly 
to silence. 

Then I understood that the pardon was offered only on 
conditions which these men could not accept—and indeed 
they turned out afterwards to be that they should confess 
their guilt—and my anger at that bitter mockery swelled 
up so that I could scarcely hold myself in. But I did so. 

Then the hangman climbed once more into the cart, and, 
one by one with each, he adjusted the rope, and then pulled 
down the caps over their faces, beginning with Father Whit¬ 
bread and ending with Father Fenwick. Then he got down 
from the cart again ; and the murmur rose once more to 
a roar. 

I kept my eyes fixed upon the five, caring for nothing 
else ; and even in that horrible instant my lips moved in 
the De Profundis for their souls’ easy passage. Then I 
saw old Father Harcourt suddenly stagger, and then the 
rest staggered ; and I saw that the cart was being pulled 
away. And then all five of them were in the air together, 
beginning to twist to and fro ; and I shut my eyes, for I 
could bear no more. 


CHAPTER XI 

I T was not till we were coming down St. Martin's Lane 
on the way to Whitehall, that my thoughts ran clear 
again, and I could think upon the designs I had formed. 
Until then, it seemed to me that I rode as in a dream, seeing 
my thoughts before me, but having no power to look within 
or consider myself. One thing too moved before me when¬ 
ever I closed my eyes ; and that was the slow twisting 
frieze of the five figures against the blue sky. 

I spoke suddenly to James as we went. 

“ You will leave me," I said, “at the Whitehall gate; 
and go back to my lodgings. Procure a pair of good horses 
at the Covent Garden inn ; and say we will leave them at 
any place they name on the Dover Road." 

He answered that he would do so, and it was the first 
word he had spoken since we had left Tyburn. At the 
palace-doors I found no difficulty in admittance, for it was 
the hour for changing guard, and a lieutenant that was 
known to me let me in at once ; so I went straight in and 
across the court, just as I was, in my dusty clothes and 
boots, carrying nothing but my riding-whip. My mind 
now seethed with bitter thoughts and words, now fell into a 
stupor, and I rehearsed nothing of what I should say to 
His Majesty, except that I was done with his service and 
was then going to France for a little, unless it pleased him 
to have me arrested and hanged too for nothing. Then I 
would give him back his papers and begone. 

I came up the stairs to Mr. Chiffinch's lodgings, just as 
himself came out; and he fell back a step when he saw me. 
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“ Why, where do you come from ? ” he asked. 

“ They are after me,” I said briefly. “ But that is not 
all.” 

“ Why, what else ? ” said he, staring at me. 

"I am come from seeing the martyrdoms,” I said. 

“ For God's sake !-” he cried ; and caught me by the 

arm and drew me in. 

“ Now have you dined ? ” he said, when he had me in a 
chair. 

“ Not yet.” 

He looked at me, fingering his lip. 

“ I suppose you have come to see His Majesty ? ” he 
said. 

I told him, Yes : no more. 

“ And what if His Majesty will not see you ? ” he asked, 
trying me. 

“ His Majesty will see me,” I said. “ I have something 
for him.” 

Again he hesitated. I think for a minute or two he thought 
it might be a pistol or a knife that I had for the King. 

” If I bring you to him,” he said, “ will you give me your 
word to remain here till I come for you ? ” 

” Yes ; I will do that,” I said. ” But I must see him 
immediately.” 

” Well—” said Mr. Chiffinch. And then without a word 
he wheeled and went out of the room. 

I do not know how long I sat there ; but it may have been 
half an hour. I sat like a dazed man ; for I had had no 
sleep, and what I had seen drove away all desire for it. I 
sat there, staring, and pondering round and round in circles, 
like a wheel turning. Now it was of Dorothy ; now of the 
Jesuits ; now of His Majesty and Mr. Chiffinch ; now again, 
of the road to Dover, and of what I should do in France. 

There came at last a step on the stairs, and Mr. Chiffinch 
came in. At the door he turned, and took from a man in 
the passage, as I suppose, a covered dish, with a spoon in it. 
Then he shut the door with his heel, and came forward and 
set the dish down. 

“ Dinner first—” he said. 

” I must see His Majesty,” I repeated. 
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" Why you are an obstinate fellow, Mr. Mallock,” he said, 
smiling. " Have I not given you my word you shall see 
him ? ” 

“ Directly ? ” 

He leaned his hands on the table and looked at me. 

“ Mr. Mallock ; His Majesty will be here in ten minutes’ 
time. I told him you must eat something first ; and he said 
he would wait till then.” 

The stew he had brought me was very savoury : and I 
ate it all up ; for I had had nothing to eat since supper last 
night ; and, by the time I had done, and had told him very 
briefly what had passed at Hare Street, I felt some of my 
bewilderment was gone. It is marvellous how food can 
change the moods of the immortal soul herself ; but I was 
none the less determined, I thought, to leave the King’s 
service ; for I could not serve any man, I thought, whose 
hands were as red as his in the blood of innocents. 

I had hardly done, and was blessing myself, when Mr. 
Chiffinch went out suddenly, and had returned before I had 
stood up, to hold the door open for the King. 

He came in, that great Prince,—(for in spite of all I still 
count him to be that, in posse if not in esse) —as airy and as 
easy as if nothing in the world was the matter. He was 
but just come from dinner, and his face was flushed a little 
under its brown, with wine ; and his melancholy eyes were 
alight. He was in one of his fine suits too, for to-day was 
Saturday ; and as it was hot weather his suit was all of thin 
silk, puce-coloured, with yellow lace; and he carried a 
long cane in his ringed hand. He might not have had a care 
in the world, to all appearances; and he smiled at me, as 
if I were but just come back from a day in the country. 

** Well, Mr. Mallock ”—he said ; and put out his hand 
to be kissed. 

Now I had determined not to kiss his hand—whatever 
the consequences might be ; but when I saw him like that 
I could do no otherwise ; for my love and my pity for him— 
(if I may use such a word of a subject towards his Sovereign) 

surged up again, which I thought were dead for ever ; 
so I was on my knees in an instant, and I kissed his brown 
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hand and smelled the faint violet essence which he used. 
Then, before I could say anything, he had me down in a 
chair, and himself in another, and was beginning to talk. 
(Mr. Chiffinch was gone out; but I had not seen him go.) 

" It is a bloody business/* he said sorrowfully—“ a very 
bloody business. But what else could be done ? If I had 
not consented, I would be no longer King ; but off on my 
travels again ; and all England in confusion. However; 
that is as it may be. What do you want to see me for, 
Mr. Mallock ? ** 

He spoke so kindly to me, and with such feeling too, and 
his condescension seemed to me so infinite in his coming 
here to wait upon me—(though this was very often his 
custom, I think, when he wished to see a man or a woman 
in private)—that I determined to put off my announcement 
to him that I could no longer be in his service. So first I 
drew out from my waistcoat the packet I had taken from 
under my shirt, and put there, while Mr. Chiffinch was away. 

“ Sir ; ’* I said, “ I have brought your packet back again. 
I have had no word from you as to its delivery ; and as I 
must go abroad to-day I dare keep it no longer. Your 
Majesty, I fear, must find another messenger/* 

His face darkened for an instant as if he could not remem¬ 
ber something ; but it lightened again as he took the packet 
from me, and turned it over. 

“ Why ; I remember,’* he said. “ It was sealed within 
and without, was it not ? ’* 

That seemed to me a strangely irrelevant thing to say ; 
but I told him, Yes it was. 

“ And you were to deliver to—eh ? what was his name ? ** 

“ Your Majesty told me that the name would be sent 
to me.** 

“ Why, so I did,” said the King, smiling. “ Well ; let 
us open the packet and see what is within.” 

He took up a little ivory knife that was on the table by 
his elbow, and slipped it beneath the folds of the paper, so 
as to burst open the seals; and when he had done that, 
there was another wrapper, also sealed. This seal he also 
scrutinized, still smiling a little ; and then he burst that ; 
and when he had taken off that covering, a folded piece of 
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paper fell out. This he unfolded, and spread flat with his 
fingers ; and there was nothing written on that side ; then 
he turned it over, and shewed me how there was nothing 
written on that either. So the message I had borne about 
me, was nothing in the world but a piece of blank paper. 

I drew a long breath when I saw that ; for my anger 
surged up at the way I had been fooled ; but before I could 
think of anything to say, the King spoke. 

“ Mr. Matlock,” he said, " you have done very well. 
You understand it now, eh ? ” 

“ No, Sir ; I do not,” I said. 

“ Why ; it is a very old trick,” went on His Majesty, 
“ to see if a messenger will be faithful. Your folks did it 
first, I think, in Queen Bess her reign ; so as to risk nothing. 
And you have kept it all this while ! ” 

" I obeyed Your Majesty's commands,” I said. 

" Well; and you have delivered it to the right person.” 
(He tossed the papers altogether upon the table and turned 
to me again.) " Now, sir ; I had no real doubt of you ; 
but others were not so sure ; and I consented to this to 
please them ; so now that all has been done, I can use you 
more freely, if you will : I have more than one mission 
which must be done for me ; and if you like it, Mr. Mallock, 
you may have the first.” 

“ Sir ; I must go to France immediately. The hunt is 
up, after me, too.” 

" What do you mean by that ? ” he said sharply. ” The 
hunt I What is that ? ” 

” I would not weary Your Majesty with it all ; but the 
truth is that the fellow Dangerfield, who came after me here, 
came yesterday with a magistrate and near a dozen men, 
to Hare Street to take me. I eluded them, and came to 
London.” 

"You eluded them ! How was that ? ” 

Well; I told him as shortly as I could ; and he laughed 
outright when I came to my Cousin Dolly's part in it. 

" Why : that was very wittily done ! ” he said. " The 
minx I ” 

I did not much like that ; but I could not find fault with 
the King. 
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“ And I was at Tyburn this morning. Sir.” 

" What! At Tyburn ! ” 

“ At Tyburn, Sir ; and I was so sick at heart at what I 
saw there—five of Your Majesty’s most faithful servants 
murdered in the name of justice, that I would not have 
cared greatly if I had been hanged with them.” 

His face darkened a little ; but not with anger at me. 

" It is a bloody business, as I have said,” he said gently. 
“ But come !—it is to France that you go.” 

” There is as good as any other place,” I said, “ so I be 
out of the kingdom. I have estates there, too.” 

” But to France will suit very well,” said the King. “ For 
it is to France that I designed to send you. I have plenty 
of couriers who can take written messages, and I have plenty 
of men who can talk—some think, too much ; but I have 
no one at hand at this moment whom I can send to Court, 
and who will acquit himself well there, and that can take 
a message too—none, that is, that is not occupied. What 
do you say, Mr. Mallock ? Would a couple of months there 
please you ? ” 

Here then was the time for my announcement ; for I 
knew that if I did not make it then I should make it never. 

I stood up ; and my heart beat thickly. 

“ Sir,” I said. ” Six months ago I would have run any¬ 
where to serve you. But in six months many things have 
happened ; and I cannot serve a Prince any more who 
cannot keep his word even to save the innocent. I had best 
be gone again to Rome, I think, and see what they can give 
me there. I am sick of England, which I once loved so 
much.” 

It was those very words—or others very like them that I 
said. I do not know where I got the courage to say them, 
for my life lay altogether in the King’s hand : a word from 
him, or even silence, and I should have kicked my heels 
that night in Newgate, and a week or two later in the air, 
on a charge of being in with the Jesuits in their plot. Yet 
I said them ; for I could say nothing else. 

His Majesty’s face turned black as thunder as I began ; 
and when I was done it was all stiff with pride. 

” That is your mind, Mr. Mallock, then ? ” he'said. 
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“ That is my mind. Sir,” I answered him. 

And then a change went over his face once more. God 
knows why he relented * I think it may have been that he 
had somewhat of a fancy for me, and remembered how I 
had pleased him and tried to serve him. And when he 
spoke, it was very gently indeed. 

” Mr. Mallock,” he said, “ those are very brave words. 
But I think they are not worthy of a man of your parts. 
For consider ; were you not sent here by the Holy Father 
to help a poor sinner who had need of it ? And is it Catholic 
charity to leave the sinner because of his sins ? ” 

I said nothing to that ; for I was all confounded at his 
mildness. I suppose I had braced myself for something 
very different. 

“ It is true I am not a Catholic ; but were you not sent 
here, in answer to my entreaty, that you might help to 
make it easy for me to become one ? Is it apostolic, then, 
to run away so soon-” 

“ If Your Majesty,” I burst out, “ would but shew 
some signs-” 

He lifted his eyebrows at that. 

“Signs! In these days?” he said. “ Why, I should 

hang, myself, in a week’s time! Are these the days, think 

you, to shew Catholicism ? Why ; do you not think that 

my own heart is not near broken with all I have had 
to do ? ” 

He spoke with extraordinary passion ; for that was his 
way when he was very deeply moved (which, to tell the 
truth, however, was not very often). But I have never 
known a man so careless and indolent on the surface, who 

had a softer heart than His Sacred Majesty, if it could 
but be touched. 

The blood of God’s priests,” he cried, holding the arms 
of his chair so that it shook—” their blood cries from tlie 
ground against me ! Do you think I do not know that ? 
Yet what can I do ? I am tied and bound by circumstance. 

I could not save them ; and in the attempt I could only 
lose my own life or throne as well. The people are mad for 
their blood ! Why Scroggs himself said in public at one of 
the trials, that even the King's Mercy could not come 
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between them and death. And it is at this moment, then, 
that the servants to whom I had looked to help me, leave 
me ! Go if you will, Mr. Mallock, and save your own soul. 
You shall have a safe passage to France ; but never again 
speak to me of Catholic charity.” 

Every word that he said rang true in my heart. It was 
true indeed, as he said, that no effort of his could have 
saved the men, and he could only have perished himself. 
There were scores of men, even among his own guards, I 
have no doubt, who would have killed him if he had shewn 
at this time the least mercy, or the least inclination towards 
Catholicism. His back was to the wall ; he fought not for 
himself only, but for Monarchy itself in England. There 
would have been an end of all, and we back again under 
the tyranny of the Commonwealth if he had acted otherwise; 
or as I had thought that he would. 

He had scarcely finished when I was on my knees before 
him. 

“ Sir,” I cried, “ I am heartily ashamed of myself. I 
ask pardon for all that I have said. I will go to France or 
to anywhere else ; and will think myself honoured by it, and 
by the forgiveness of Your Majesty. Sir ; let me be your 
servant once more.” 

The passion was gone from his face as he looked down 
on me there ; and he was, as before, the great Prince, with 
his easy manner and his unimaginable charm. 

“ Why that is very well said,” he answered me. “ And 
I shall be glad to have your services, Mr. Mallock. Mr. 
Chiffinch will give you all instructions.” 

“ That was a very bold speech,” said Mr. Chiffinch pre¬ 
sently, when the King was gone away again—" which you 
made to His Majesty.” 

” Why, did you hear it ? ” I cried. 

He smiled at me. 

“ Why, yes,” he said. " I was behind the open door 
just within the further chamber. I was not sure of you, 
Mr. Mallock, neither was the King for that matter.” 

” Sure of me ? ” 

“ I thought perhaps we might have a real threatenerof 
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the King’s life, at last,” he said. “ You had a very wild look 
when you came in, Mr. Mallock.” 

“ Yet His Majesty came ; and unarmed ! ” I cried : ” and 
as happy as—as a King 1 ” 

“ Why, what else ? ” asked Mr. Chiffinch. 

Our eyes met ; and for the first time I understood how 
even a man like this, with his pandering to the King's 
pleasures, and his own evil life, could have as much love 
and admiration for such a man, as I myself had. 



PART II 

CHAPTER I 

I DO not mean to set down in this volume all that befell 
me during the years that I was in the King’s service, 
partly because that would make too large a book, but chiefly 
because there were committed to me affairs of which this 
French one was the first, of which I took my oath never to 
speak without leave. Up to the present in England nothing 
had been said to me which would be private twenty years 
afterwards ; I take no shame at all at revealing what 
little I was able to do for the King personally in England— 
(except perhaps in one or two points which must not be 
spoken of)—nor of my adventures and my endeavours to 
be of service to those who were one with me in religion ; 
but of the rest, the least said the soonest mended. So the 
best plan which I can think of is to leave out on every occa¬ 
sion all that passed, or very nearly all, when I was out of 
my country, both in France and Rome, for I went away— 
on what I may call secret service—three times altogether 
between my first coming and the King’s death. It is enough 
to say that this time I was in Paris about three months, 
and in Normandy one ; and that I had acquitted myself, 
so far, to His Majesty’s satisfaction.* 

I returned to London then on the night of the sixteenth 
of November, of the same year ; and I brought with me a 
letter to the King from a certain personage in France. 

* Plainly this business of Mr. Mallock had some connection with 
Charles’ perpetual intrigues with France, for Louis' support of him. 
At this time Charles’ intrigues were a little unsuccessful; so it may be 
supposed that without Mr. Mallock they would have been even worse. 
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Now to one living in a Catholic country the rumours that 
come from others not so happy, are either greatly swollen 
and exaggerated in his mind, or thought nothing of. It 
was the latter case with me. I was in high favour on both 
sides of the Channel; and this, I suppose made me think 
little of the troubles in my own country : so when I and 
James reached London late in the evening, after riding up 
from Kent, I went straight to Whitehall, as bold as brass 
to demand to see Mr. Chiffinch. We had ridden fast, and 
had talked with but very few folks, and these ignorant ; 
so that I knew nothing of what impended, and was astonished 
that the sentinels at the gate eyed me so suspiciously. 

“ Yes, sir/’ said the younger, to whom I had addressed 
myself, “ and what might your business with Mr. Chiffinch 
be? " 

I had learned by now not to quack gossip or to parley with 
underlings ; so I answered him very shortly. 

“ Then fetch the lieutenant/’ I said ; and sat back on 
my horse like a great person. 

When the lieutenant came he was one I had never seen 
before, nor he me ; and he too asked me what I wanted with 
Mr. Chiffinch. 

“ Lord, man ! ” I cried, for I was weary with my journey, 
and a little impatient. “ Do you think I shall blurt out 
private business for all the world to hear ? Send me under 

guard if you will—a man on each side—so you send 
me." 

He did not do that (for I think he thought that I might be 
some important personage from my way with him), but he 
would not let James come in too ; and he said a man must 
go with me to shew me the way. 

" Or I, him," I said. " However ; let it be so " ; and I 
told James to ride on to the lodgings, and make all ready 
for me there. 

Now I had heard in France of the events in the kingdom ; 
but as they had not greatly affected Catholics, and, if any¬ 
thing, had even helped them, I was in no great state of mind. 
Within a week of my getting to Paris the news came of 
how the Duke of Monmouth had been sent with an army 
to Scotland and had trounced the Highlanders (who prayed 
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and preached when they should have fought) at Bothwell 
Bridge on the river Clyde ; and of the punishment he inflicted 
on them afterwards; though this was nothing to what 
Dr. Sharpe (who had been killed by them in May) or Lauder¬ 
dale would have done to them. Of Catholic fortunes there 
was not a great deal of bad news, and some good : Sir George 
Wakeman, with three Benedictines, was acquitted of any 
design to murder the King ; and Mr. Kerne, a priest, had 
been acquitted at Hereford of the charge under 27 Elizabeth 
—that famous statute, still in force, that forbade any priest 
that had received Orders beyond the seas, to reside in 
England. On the other hand, in the provinces, a few had 
suffered ; of whom I remember, on the Feast of the Assump¬ 
tion a Franciscan named Johnson, a man of family, had been 
condemned at Worcester; and Mr. Will Plessington at 
Chester : and these were executed. Since then, no deaths 
that I had heard of, had taken place in England for such 
causes : and affairs seemed pretty quiet. 

I was all unprepared then for the news I had from Mr. 
Chiffinch, as soon as he had greeted me, and paid me com¬ 
pliments on the way I had done my French business. 

“ You are come just in time," he said ruefully. “ We are 
to have a great to-do to-morrow, I hear." 

I asked him what that might be, lolling in my chair, for 
I was stiff with riding. 

" Why it is your old friend Dangerfield, I hear, who is 
the thorn in our pillow now. He hath first feigned to dis¬ 
cover a Covenanting plot against His Majesty ; and then 
turned it into a Popish one. There has been much foolish 
talk about a meal-tub, and papers hidden in it, and such¬ 
like : and now there is to be a great procession of malcon¬ 
tents to-morrow, to burn the Pope and the Devil and Sir 
George Jeffreys, and God knows who, at Temple Bar. But 
that is not all." 

" Why, what else ? " I asked. “ And why is not the 
procession forbidden ? 

“ Who do you think is behind it all ? " he said. " Why ; 
no one less than my Lord Shaftesbury himself. Danger- 
field is but one of his tools. And that is not all." 

" Lord ! " said I. " What a troublous country ! " (I 
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spolce lightly for I did not understand the weight of all these 
events.) What else is the matter ? ” 

" It is the Duke of Monmouth/* he said, “ who is the 

m ^ aft ^ Ury ' S f amC - My Lord would the world 
to ha Ve the Duke declared legitimate, and so oust James. 

after hkd Mo ? m ° utb * something of a popular hero now, 

fa / p 7! m f S “ t 1 land ' and most of all since he stands 
r the Protestant Religion. He hath dared to strike out 

the bar sinister from his arms too ; and goeth about the 

country as if he were truly royal. So His Royal Highness 

MafesTv t0 Sc ? tland again in a g re at fury ; and His 

tv, agam , m a s * nut betwixt two, as the Scrip- 

Ind tW • Vi 6 " 6 ,S h,S Cath ° liC br ° ther on the ™e side ; 

the other w l ^ Spatk of a p ™testant bastard on 
15® ‘ >th ' r : We shall know better to-morrow how the feeling 

runs. His Majesty was taken very ill in August • and ! 
am not surprised at it.” b * a 1 

This was all very heavy news for me. I had hoped in 
France that most at least of the Catholic troubles we^e over 
and ^ow, here again they were, in a new form. I "sighed 

r ' ffi Hei S ho ' 1 said. “But this is all beyond me Mr 

Chiffinch. I had best be gone into the country " ' ' 

do notS k in y t°his plie.“ 6 ““ ^ Seri ° USIy ' “ You ca " 

1 W v5 Very glad wben 1 heard him say that ■ for I lnd 

£S“aR“ «*» S,r «'- »"<* »l my Cousin u5Sj 

was eood new> ,o ™ *»that i 

alte^that TZiZy I ,ah,; and „ 0 „ 

went m t rVC » US - Sight indeed - the next evening. I 

Strand a Catholic the , mornin gt that lived in the 

in hk wkdow n/ n r ' and g0t leave {rom him to sit 
show m dmner onwards - that I might see the 

day was preut dar/l^ l h ® affair began ' and ‘he 

P y ark by then. A great number of people 
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began to assemble little by little, up Fleet Street on the one 
side, the Strand on the other, and down Chancery Lane in 
the midst ; for it was announced everywhere, and even by 
criers in some parts, that the procession would take place 
and would end at Temple Bar. My Lord Shaftesbury, who 
had lately lost the presidency of the Council, had rendered 
himself irreconcilable with the Duke of York, and his only 
hope (as well as of others with him) lay in ruining His High¬ 
ness. All this, therefore, was designed to rouse popular 
feeling against the Duke and the Catholic cause. So this 
was my welcome home again ! 

It was strange to watch the folks assembling, and the 
gradual kindling of the flambeaux. In the windows on 
either side of the street were set candles; and a line of 
coaches was drawn up against the gutter on the further 
side. But still more strange and disconcerting were the 
preparations already made to receive the procession. An 
open space was kept by fellows with torches to the east of 
the City Gate ; and here, looking towards the City, with 
her back to the Gate, close beside the Pillory, stood Queen 
Bess in efhgy, upon a pedestal, as it were a Protestant saint 
in her shrine ; for the day had been chosen on account of 
its being the day of her accession and of Queen Mary's death. 
She was set about with gilded laurel-wreaths, and bore a 
gilded sceptre ; and beneath her, like some sacrificial fire, 
blazed a great bonfire, roaring up to heaven with its sparks 
and smoke. Half a dozen masked fellows, in fantastic 
dresses, tended the bonfire and replenished the flambeaux 
that burned about the effigy. Indeed it was strangely like 
some pagan religious spectacle—the goddess at the entrance 
of her temple (for the gate looked like that) ; and the 
resemblance became more marked as the ceremonies were 
performed which ended the show. A Catholic might well 
be pardoned for retorting “ Idolatry," and saying that he 
preferred Mary Queen of Heaven to Bess Queen of England. 

It was from Moorfields that the procession came, and 
it took a good while to come. But I was entertained enough 
by the sight of all the people, to pass the time away. A num¬ 
ber of gentlefolks opposite to my window sat on platforms, 
all wrapped up in furs, and some of them masked, with a 
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few ministers among them ; and I make no doubt that Dr. 
Tonge was there, though I did not see him. But I did see a 
merry face which I thought was Mistress Nell Gwyn’s ; 
and whether it was she or not that I saw, I heard afterwards 
that she had been there, to His Majesty’s great displeasure. 

And in the same group I saw Mr. Killigrew’s face—that 
had been page to Charles the First, and came back to be 
page to his son—for his grotesque and yet fine face was un¬ 
mistakable ; the profligate fop Sir George Etheredge, gambler 
and lampooner, with drink and the devil all over him ■ 
solemn Thomas Thynne, murdered two years afterwards, 
for a woman’s sake, by Count Conigsmark, who was hanged 
for it and lay in great state in a satin coffin ; and last, my 
Lord Dover, with his great head and little legs, looking at 
the people through a tortoiseshell glass. The Court, or at 
least, some of it, enjoyed itself here, in spite of the character 
of the demonstration. Meanwhile out of sight a great voice 
shouted jests and catchwords resonantly from time to time, 
to amuse the people ; and the crowd, that was by now packed 
everywhere against the houses, upon the roofs and even up 
Chancery Lane, answered his hits with roaring cheers. I 
heard the name of the Duke of Monmouth several times * 
and each time it was received with acclamation. Once the 
Duke of York's was called out ; and the booing and murring 
at it were great enough to have daunted even him. (But he 
was in Scotland now—too far away to hear it—and seemed 
like to remain there.) And once Mrs. Gwyn’s name was 
shouted, and something else after it; and there was a stir 
on the platform where I thought I had seen her ; and then 
a great burst of cheering ; for she was popular enough in 
spite of her life, for her Protestantism. (It was not works 
they hated, thought I to myself, but Faith !) 

The first that I knew of the coming of the procession was 

the sound of fifes up Fleet Street ; and a great jostling and 

roaring that followed it by those who strove to see better. 

i was distracted for an instant by a dog that ran out suddenly’ 

tail down, into the open space and disappeared again yelping! 

en I turned again the head of the procession was in sight, 

coming into view round the house that was next to Mr* 
Martin s. 
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First, between the torches that lined the procession 
through all its length, came a band of fifers, very fine, in scarlet 
tunics and stiff beaver-hats ; shrilling a dirge as they walked ; 
and immediately behind them a funeral herald in black, 
walking very upright and stiff, with a bell in one hand which 
he rang, while he cried out in a great mournful bellowing voice: 

“ Remember Justice Godfrey ! Remember Justice God¬ 
frey ” ; and then pealed upon his bell again. (It was pretty 
plain from that that we Catholics were to bear the brunt of 
all, as usual!) 

Behind him came a terrible set of three. In the midst, 
led by a groom, was a great white horse, with bells on his 
bridle sounding as he came ; and on his * back an effigy, 
dressed in riding costume, with boots, and with white riding 
gloves and cravat all spattered over with blood. His head 
lolled on his shoulders, as if the neck were broken, turning a 
pale bloody face from side to side, with fallen jaw and great 
rolling melancholy eyes ; for this was of Justice Godfrey. 
Beside him walked a man in black, that held him fast with 
one hand, and had a dripping dagger in the other—to repre¬ 
sent a Jesuit. This was perhaps the worst of all; but there 
was plenty more to come. 

There followed, after Justice Godfrey, a pardoner, dressed 
as a priest, in a black cope sown all over with death's heads, 
waving papers in his hands, and proclaiming indulgences 
to all Protest ant-killers, so loud that he might be heard at 
Charing Cross ; and next behind him a fellow carrying a 
silver cross, that shone very fine in the red light of the bon¬ 
fire and the flambeaux, and drew attention to what came 
after. For behind him came eight Religious, Carmelites 
and Franciscans, in the habits of their Orders, going two by 
two with clasped hands and bowed heads as if they prayed ,* 
and after them that which was, in intention, the centre of 
all—for this was a set of six Jesuits in black, with lean painted 
faces, each bearing a dagger which he waved, gnashing his 
teeth and grinning on the folks. 

There had been enough roaring and cheering before ; but 
at this sight the people went near mad ; and I had thought 
for an instant that the very actors would be torn in pieces 
for the sake of the parts they played. 
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Mr. Martin and his wife were close beside me in the window ; 
and I turned to them. 

“ We are fortunate not to be Jesuits/* I said, “ and known 
to be such. Our lives would not be worth a pin/’ 

He nodded at me very gravely : and I saw how white was 

his wife's face. 

When I looked again a very brilliant group was come into 
view—four bishops in rochets and violet, with large pectoral 
crosses. These walked very proud and prelatical, looking 
disdainfully at the people who roared at the burlesque ; 
and behind them, again, four more in gilded mitres. (I 
do not know what this generation knew of Catholic bishops ; 
for not one in a thousand of them had ever set eyes on one.) 

After a little space followed six cardinals in scarlet, very 
gorgeous, with caps and trains of the same colour. These 
swept along, looking to neither right nor left, followed by a 
lean man in a black silk suit and gown, skulking and bending, 
bearing a glass retort in one hand, and a phial, with a label 
flying from it, in the other. On this was written, I heard 
afterwards, the words “ Jesuit-Powder " ; but I could not 
read it from where I was. 

Then at last the tail of the procession began to come into 
view. 

Two priests, in great white copes, bore aloft each a tall 
cross ; and behind them I could see through the flare and 
reek of the torches, a vast scarlet chair advancing above 
the heads of the people. It was borne on a platform, and 
was embroidered all over with gold and silver bullion. Upon 
the platform itself were four boys, two and two, on either 
side of the throne, in red skull-caps and cassocks and short 
white surplices, each with a tall red cross held in the inner 
hand, and a bloodstained dagger in the other, which they 
waved now and again. Upon the throne itself sat a huge 
effigy. It was dressed in a scarlet robe, embroidered like 
the throne ; its feet in gold embroidered slippers were thrust 
forward on a cushion ; its hands in rich gloves were clasped 
to the arms of the chair ; and its grinning waxen face, very 
pale, was surmounted by a vast tiara on which were three 
crowns, one above the other. Round the neck hung a gold 
cross and chain ; and a pair of great keys hung down on one 
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side. A devil in tight fitting black, with a masked face, and 
long sprouting nails, with a tail hung behind him, and two 
tall horns on his head, rolled his eyes from side to side, and 
whispered continually into the ear of the effigy from behind 
the throne. A great mob of people and torches and guards 
came shouting on behind. And when I saw that, a kind of 
despair came upon me. If that, thought I, is what my 
countrymen think of Catholics and the Holy Father, what 
use to strive any more for their conversion ? 

By the time that the tail had come up, the rest of the 
procession was disposed round the bonfire, leaving a broad 
space in the midst where the throne and effigy might be set 
down. 

And now there appeared on the Pillory beside the Queen’s 
image, one of the six cardinals that had come up a little 
while before, and began a sort of rhyming dialogue with a 
choir that was set on another platform over against him. 
I could not hear all that was said, although the people kept 
pretty quiet to hear it too ; but I heard enough. The 
cardinal was proclaiming the Catholic Religion as the only 
means of salvation and threatened both temporal and eternal 
punishment to all that would not have it; and the choir 
answered, roaring out the glories of England and Protest¬ 
antism. The fifes screamed for the cardinal’s words, as if 
accompanying them ; and trumpets answered him for Eng¬ 
land ; and at the end, shaking his fist at the Queen and 
with another gesture as of despair he came down from the 
Pillory. 

Then came the end. 

The devil, behind the throne, slipped altogether behind it 
and stood tossing his hands with delight ; while meantime 
the effigy, contrived in some way I could not understand, 
rose stiffly from the seat and stood upright. First he lifted 
his hands as if in entreaty towards the Queen’s image ; then 
he shook them as if threatening, meanwhile rolling his head 
with its tiara from side to side as if seeking supporters. Two 
men then sprang upon the platfrom, as if in answer, dressed 
like English apprentices, bare-armed and with leather 
aprons ; and these seized each an arm of the effigy ; and at 
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that the devil, after one more fit of laughter, holding his 
sides, and shouting aloud as if in glee, leapt down behind 
the platform, dragging the chair after him. The four boys 
stood an instant as if in terror, and then followed him, with 
clumsy gestures of horror. 

The three figures that remained now began to wrestle 
together, stamping to and fro, up to the very edge, then 
reeling back again, and so on—the two apprentices against 
the great red dummy. At that the shouting of the crowd 
grew louder and louder, and the torches tossed up and 
down: it was like hell itself, for noise and terror, there in the 
red flare of the bonfire : and, at the last, all roaring together, 
with the trumpets and drums sounding, and the fifes too, 
the effigy was got to the edge of the platform, where it yet 
swayed for an instant or two, and then toppled down into the 
fire beneath. 

It was a great spectacle, I cannot but confess it, and 

admirably designed ; and I took my leave of Mr. Martin and 

his lady, and went home to supper through the crowded 

streets, more in tune, perhaps, with my country’s state 

than I had been when I lolled last night in Mr. Chiffinch's 
closet. 



CHAPTER II 


W ITH Dangerfield’s demonstration in my mind I was 

not greatly inclined to embroil myself in other 
matters ; and I kept my intention to ride down to Hare 
Street three days after, when I had done my business in 
London and kissed the King’s hand ; and this I had done 
by the evening of the second day. I saw His Majesty on 
that second day ; but he was much pressed for time, and he 
did no more than thank me for what I had done : and so 
was gone. On that evening, however, a new little adventure 
befell me. 

The taverns in town were rare places for making new 
acquaintances ; and since I, for the most part, dined and 
supped in them, I met a good number of gentlemen. From 
these I would conceal, usually, most of my circumstances, 
and sometimes even my name, though that would not have 
told them much. Above all I was very careful to conceal 
my dealings with His Majesty, and as, following the direc¬ 
tions he had first given me, I presented myself seldom or 
never at Court, and did my business through Mr. Chiffinch, 
and in his lodgings, usually, I do not suppose that there 
were five men in town, if so many, who knew that I had 
any private knowledge of him at all. In this manner then, 

I heard a deal of treasonable talk of which I did not think 
much, and only reported generally to Mr. Chiffinch when he 
asked me what was the feeling in town with regard to Court 
affairs. It was through this, and helped, I daresay, by what 
I have been told was the easy pleasantness which I affected 
in company, that I stumbled over my next adventure ; and 
one that was like, before the end of it, to have cost me dear. 
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I went to supper, by chance, on the second day after my 
coming to London, to an inn I had never been to before— 
the Red Bull in Cheapside—a very large inn, in those 
days, with a great garden at the back, where gentlemen 
would dine in summer, and a great parlour running out 
into it from the back of the house, of but one story high. The 
rooms beneath seemed pretty full, for it was a cold night ; 
and as there appeared no one to attend to me I went up¬ 
stairs, and knocked on the door of one of the rooms. The 
talking within ceased as I knocked, and none answered ; 
so I opened the door and put my head in. There was a 
number of persons seated round the table who all looked at 
me. 

“ This is a private room, sir,” said one of them at the head. 

“ I beg your pardon, gentlemen,” I said. “ I was but 
looking for someone to serve me.” And I was about to 
withdraw when a voice hailed me aloud. 

” Why it is Mr. Mallock ! ” the voice cried ; and turning 
again to see who it was I beheld my old friend Mr. Rumbald, 
seated next the one that presided. 

I greeted him. 

“ But I had best be gone,” I said. “ It is a private room, 
the gentleman told me.” 

“ No, no,” cried the maltster. ” Come in, Mr. Mallock.” 
And he said something to the gentleman he sat by, who 
was dressed very finely. 

I could see that something was in the wind ; and as I was 
out for adventure, it seemed to me that here was one ready¬ 
made, however harmless it might turn out in the end. So 
I closed the door behind me ; there was a shifting along the 
benches, and I stepped over into a place next my friend. 

” How goes the world with you, sir ? ” demanded Mr. 
Rumbald of me, looking at my suit, which indeed was pretty 
fine. 

” Very hungrily at present,” I said. “ Where the devil 
are the maids got to ? ” 

He called out to the man that sat nearest the door, and 
he got up and bawled something down the passage. 

" But it has treated me better lately,” I said. ” I have 
been in France on my affairs.” (I said this with an important 
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’ S f° disguise so great as the truth, if it is put 
on a little awry.) r 

Oho ! said Rumbald, who again, in spite of his old 
Presbyteriamsm, had had a cup too many. And he winked 

thJ , I , had not an idea of wha t he meant by 

that but I think he was but shewing off his friend as a 
travelled gentleman. 


" ^ nd h *? e been peaking of England,” he went on, 
and of them that govern it, and of the Ten Commandments, 
in special the sixth.” 

I observed signs of consternation among one or two of 

the company when he said this, and remembering of what 

political complexion Mr. Rumbald had been on our previous 

meeting, I saw in general, at least, what they had been after. 

But what he meant of the Sixth Commandment which is 

that of killing, according to the Protestant arrangement of 
it, I understood nothing. 

And . of who shall govern England hereafter,” I said in 
a low voice, but very deliberate. 

l T [ iere fell a silence when I said that ; and I was wondering 
what in God s name I should say next, when the maid came 
in, and I fell to abusing of her with an oath or two. When 
she was gone away again to get me my supper, the gentle¬ 
man in the fine dress at the head of the table leaned forward 
a little. 


That, Mr. Mai lock," he said, “is of what we were speak¬ 
ing. How did you know that ? ” 

“ I know my friend Mr. Rumbald,” I said. 

This appeared to give the greatest pleasure to the maltster. 

He laughed aloud, and beat me on the back ; but his eyes 

were fierce for all his merriment. I felt that this would be 
no easy enemy to have. 

“Mr. Mallock knows me,” he said, “and I know Mr. 
Mallock. I assure you, gentlemen, you can speak freely 
before Mr. Mallock." And he poured a quantity of his 
college-ale into a tankard that stood before me. 

It appeared, however, that several of the company had 
sudden affairs elsewhere; and, before we even smelled 
of treason, three or four of them made their excuses and went 
away. This confirmed me in my thought that I was stumbled 
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upon one of those little gatherings of malcontents, of whom 
the town was full, who talked largely over their cups of the 
■Protestant succession and the like, but did very little But 

sently ^ ^ my surmise ' as wiU appear pre- 

By the time that my supper came up—(I cursed the maid 
again for her delay, though, poor wench, she was near run 
ofi her legs)—there were left but four of us in the room • the 
gentleman at the head of the table, a lean quiet man with 

myself ^ ^ ^ Wh ° Sat °PP osite me > Mr - Rumbald and 

, ■ Th f r f, was ; hov Vever, a shade of caution yet left in my 
friend that the ale had not yet driven out ; and before pro¬ 
ceeding any further, he observed again that my fortunes had 
improved. 

, v Vy , hy ’ tbey have im P r o v ed a great deal,” I said—for 
he had caught me with my silver-hilted sword and my lace 

and I saw him looking at them—" I live in Covent Garden 
now, where you must come and see me, Mr. Rumbald." 

And your politics with them ? " he asked. 

My politics are what they ever were,” I said ; and that 
was true enough. 

" V° u were at Temple Bar ? ” he asked. 

Why I only came from France the day before ; but you 

may v e P® n< ^ u P°n it I was there. It warmed my heart." 

. .1 °u , V , ^ h ° Was behind * a11 ? ” aske <l the gentleman 
at tlie head of the table, suddenly. 

I knew well enough that such men as these despise ignor¬ 
ance above all things, and that a shrewd fellow-or a man 
that they think to be one—is worth a thousand simpletons 

in their eyes; so I made no pretence of not knowing what 
ne meant. ° 

" Why of , course I do ! " I said contemptuously. ” It 
was my Lord Shaftesbury.” 

Now the truth of this was not known to everyone in 
l-ondon at this time, though it was known a little while 

1 ? nd 1 I J should not h ave known it myself if Mr. Chiffinch 

no told me. But these men knew it, it seemed, well 

enoug , and my knowledge of it blew me sky-high in their 
view. 
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" My Lord Shaftesbury, God bless him ! ” said the lean 
squinting man, suddenly ; and drained his mug. 

“ God bless him ! ” I said too, and put my lips to mine. 
My hand was immediately grasped by Mr. Rumbald ; and 
so cordial relations were confirmed. 

Well; we settled down then to talk treason. I must 
not deny that these persons shewed still some glimmerings 
of sense ; they did not, that is to say, as yet commit them¬ 
selves irrevocably to my mercy : they appeared to me to 
talk generally, with a view to trying me : but I acquitted 
myself to their satisfaction. 

We deposed Charles, we excluded James, we legitimized 
Monmouth ; we armed the loyal citizens and took away the 
arms of all others. We appointed even days of humiliation 
and thanksgiving ; and we grew more enthusiastic and 
reckless with every mug. The lean man confided to me with 
infinite pride, that he had been one of the cardinals in the 
procession to Temple Bar ; and I grasped his hand in tearful 
congratulation. We were near weeping with loyalty at the 
end, not to Charles but to Monmouth. The only man who ■ 
preserved his self-control completely was the gentleman at 
the head of the table, though he too adventured a good deal, 
throwing it before me as a bait before a trout ; and each time 
I gulped it down and asked for more. He was a finely 
featured man, with a nose set well out in his face, and had 
altogether the look and bearing of a gentleman. 

It must have been full half-past nine before we broke up ; 
and that was at the going of our president. We too rose 
and saw him to the door ; and the lean man said he would 
see him downstairs, so Mr. Rumbald and I w’ere left, he 
swaying a little and smiling, holding on to the door-post, and 
I endeavouring to preserve my dignity. 

I was about to say good-night too and begone, when he 
plucked me suddenly by the sleeve. 

“ Come back again, Mr. Mallock,” he said. “ I have 
something to say to you.” 

We went back again, shutting the door behind us, and 
sat down. It was a pleasant little parlour this, decently 
furnished, and I feigned to be looking at the hanging that 
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was over the press where they kept the tankards, as if I had 
no curiosity in the world. 

“ Here, Mr. Mallock,” said my friend’s voice behind me. 
" Look at this.” 

He had drawn out a little black pocket-book, leather- 
bound, and with it three or four loose papers. I sat down 
by him, and took it from him. 

“ It is some kind of an account-book,” I said. 

“ You are right, sir,” said Mr. Rumbald. 

He sat with an air of vast importance, while I examined 
the book. It had a great number of entries, concerning 
such things as accounts for beer and other refreshments, with 
others which I could not understand. There were also the 
names of inns in London, with marks opposite to them, and 
times of day written down besides. I could make nothing 
of all this ; so I turned to the papers. Here, to my astonish¬ 
ment, on one of them was written a list of names, some very 
well known, beginning with my Lord Shaftesbury’s, and on 
the two others a number of notes in short-hand, with three 
or four of the same names as before written long-hand. 
One of these slipped to the floor as I held them, and I stooped 
to pick it up ; when I raised my head again, the pocket-book 
and the other two papers had disappeared again into Mr. 
Rumbald’s possession. He did not seem to have seen the 
one that fell, so I held it on my knee beneath the table, 
thinking to examine it later. 

” Well ? ” I asked. ” What is the matter ? ” 

The maltster had an air of great mystery upon his face. 
He regarded me sternly, though his eyes watered a little. 

Enough to hang us all,” he said ; and I saw the fierce 
light in his eyes again, through the veil of drink. 

Why ; how is that ? ” asked I, slipping the paper I held, 
behind me, and into the skirt pocket of my coat. 

Those accounts,” he said, " they are'all for the proces¬ 
sion ; for I provided myself a good deal of the refreshment ; 

and was paid for it by a man of my Lord’s, who has signed 
the book.” 6 

" And the two papers ? ” I asked. 

Ah 1 said Mr. Rumbald. “ That is another matter 
altogether.” 



ODDSFISH! 


156 

I feigned that I was incurious. 

“Well/' I said, “ every man to his own trade. I would 
not meddle with another’s, for the world/’ 

“ That is best,” said my friend. 

I tried a sentence or two more ; but caution seemed to 
have returned to him, though a little late ; and I presently 
saw I should get no more out of him. I congratulated him 
again on the pleasant evening we had spent ; and five minutes 
later we went downstairs together, very friendly ; and he 
winked upon me as I went out, after paying my account, as 
if there were some secret understanding between us. 

I had a cold walk back to Covent Garden, remembering 
with satisfaction, as I went, that I had not told Mr. Rumbald 
more particularly where I lodged ; and thinking over what I 
had heard. It was not a great deal after all, I thought. 
When all was said, I had only heard over again what was 
known well enough at Court, that my Lord Shaftesbury was 
behind this demonstration, and had his finger in the whole 
affair of Monmouth ; I had but stumbled upon one of those 
companies, who were known, well enough, to be everywhere, 
who were for Monmouth against His Royal Highness : and 
I had but seen, what surely might be guessed to exist,—the 
accounts of the refreshments supplied to the actors in the 
demonstration—and had been told that my Lord’s man had 
paid the score. There might, indeed, be more behind; 
but of that I had no evidence at all ; I had received no con¬ 
fidence that could be of any value : and as for the paper 
in my skirt-pocket, I valued it no more than a rush, and 
wondered I had taken the trouble to secure it. 

When I reached my lodgings, I took it out and looked at 
it again. I had not even the means of reading it. The name 
of my Lord Shaftesbury, as I have said, was written in 
long-hand three or four times ; and the Duke of Monmouth’s 
twice. There also appeared other names of which I did not 
know a great deal, and one at least of which I knew nothing, 
which was “ College ” ; though this for all I knew was for a 
college in an University. Other names were that of my Lord 
Essex and John Hampden, and Algernon Sidney. The 
paper was about a foot in length and six inches across; and 
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I thought so little of it—thinking that a paper of importance 

would scarcely be entrusted to a man like Rumbald who 

threw them about a tavern—that I was very near throwing 

it mto the fire. But I kept it—though God knows that 

afterwards I wished I had not done so—and slipped it into 

my pocket-book where I kept three or four others, intending 

when I had an opportunity, to give it to some clerk, learned 
m short-hand, to read for me. 

And so I went to bed. 



CHAPTER III 


I T was with a very happy heart that the next night, 
about seven o’clock, I rode down Hare Street village, 
and saw the lights of the house shining through the limes. 

It was a very different coming back from my going. Then 
we four had stood together in the dark at the corner of the 
lane, fearing lest a window should be thrown up. Now 
I rode back with James, secure and content, fearing nothing : 
for Mr. Chiffinch had told me that all peril had passed from 
Dangerfield, even had he met me and known me, which was 
not likely. They were after other game now than the old 
conspirators. 

I had sent a message to Hare Street on the day after I was 
come to London, that I would be with them on this day : 
and so soon as I rode into the yard the men ran out, and I 
heard a window open in the house ; so that by the time I 
came to the door it was open, and my cousins there to meet 
me 

It was very strange, that evening there, to be so with 
my Cousin Dolly ; for each of us knew, and that the other 
knew that too, that matters were advanced with us, since we 
had been through peril together. It was strange how 
diffident we both were, and how we could not meet one 
another’s eyes ; and yet I was aware that she would have 
it otherwise if she could, and strove to be natural. We had 
music again that night, and Dolly and her maid sang the 
setting of “ Go, perjured man ” which she had made from 
Mr. Wise’s. For myself, I sat in a corner by the fire and 
watched her. She was in grey that night, with lace, and a 
string of little fresh-water pearls. 
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When she was gone to bed, my Cousin Tom and I had a 

crack together ; and he seemed to me more sensible than I 

had thought him at first. We talked of a great number of 

things ; and he asked me about France and my life there ; 

and I had a great ado from being indiscreet and telling him 

too much. I represented to him that I was gone over to be 

out of the way of Dangerfield, as indeed I had ; but I said 

nothing at all to him as to my business there : and he seemed 
content. 

He told me also of what he had written to me as to the 

return of Mr. Harris, very tired and angry, the next afternoon 

after his search of the house. He had ridden near all the 

way to Newmarket, inquiring for me everywhere: and 

had come to the conclusion at last that I had not gone that 
way after all. 

“ He was very high with me," said my Cousin Tom “ but 
I was higher yet. I told him that it was not my business 
both to make conspirators and to arrest them; “and since 
he had done me the honour of thinking I had done the first 
I had done him the honour of thinking that he could do the 
second but that it seemed I was wrong in that.” 

This seemed a considerable effort of wit for my Cousin 
Tom ; but scarcely one calculated to soothe Mr. Harris. 

Finally, when I was thinking of bed my Cousin Tom 
opened out once again on an old matter that was before my 
mmd contmuaUy now : and he spoke, I think, very sensibly. 

Cousin Roger,” he said : “ there is one other affair 

I must speak to you of, now that you are come again to 
Hare Street and seem likely to remain here for a while • 
and that is of my daughter. I know you would not have 
me say too much ; and I will not. But have you considered 
the advice you said you would give me a great while ago 

I did not answer him for a moment ; for I was not sure 
if he were very wise or very foolish in opening upon it again, 
lhen I determined to be open with the man. 

Cousin Tom, I said, " I am both glad and sorry that 
you have spoken of this ; and I will tell you the whole truth, 
which I think perhaps you may have guessed. The reason 
why I could not give you advice before was that I was not 
sure of^my own mind. Well; I am sure of it now ; and I 
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wish to ask my Cousin Dolly, so soon as I see an opportunity 
to do so, if she will marry me. But I must say this—that I 
am going to take no risks. I shall not ask her so long as I 
think she will refuse me ; and I think, to tell the truth, 
that she would not have me if I asked her now/* 

My Cousin Tom began to speak : but I prevented him. 

One moment, I said, “ and 3 r ou shall say what you will. 

There is one reason that comes to my mind which perhaps 

may explain her unwillingness ; and that is that she may 

think that she is being thrown at my head. You have been 

very kind, Cousin, in allowing me to make this my home 

in the country ; and I know ”—(here I lied vehemently)— 

I know that nothing was further from your thoughts than 

this. Yet it may seem so, to a foolish maid who knows 

nothing of the world. I do not know if you have ever said 
anything to her-” 

Why, Cousin—” cried Tom, in such a manner that I knew 
he was lying too—" what do you think-” 

Just so, I said ; for I did not wish him to lie more than 
he need ; “I was sure-** 

I may have said a word or two, once or twice,** pursued 
Cousin Tom, intent on his own exposure—" that she must 
think soon about getting married, and so forth. But to 

say that I have thrown her at your head, Cousin, is not, 

I think, a kindly thing-” 

My dear man ! ** cried I. “I have been saying expressly 
that I knew you had done nothing of the sort ; but that 
perhaps Dolly thought so.” (This quieted him a little, 
for I watched his face.) “ So the best way, I think, is for 
us all to be quiet for a little and say nothing. You know 
now what my own wishes are ; and that is enough for you 
and me. As to estates, I will make a settlement, if ever the 
marriage is arranged, that will satisfy you ; but I think we 
need not trouble about that at present. I will do my utmost 
to push my suit ; but it must be in my own way ; and that 
way will be to say nothing at all for a while, but to establish 
easy relations with her. She is a little perturbed at present : 

I saw that, for I watched her to-night ; and unless she can 
grow quiet again, all will come to nothing.” 

So I spoke, in the folly of my own wisdom that seemed 
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£ £fvL°fh reat at tha V! me - 1 had dealt with ^n, but not 

followed my heart and spoken to her at once, while the 
warmth of my welcome, and the memorv of the peril we had 
undergone together were still in heart, matters might have 

d,fferent - But 1 thought otherwise, and that I 
would be very prudent and circumspect, knowing nothing 
at all of a maid s heart and her ways. As for Cousin Tom he 

that I onenedTf = T ^ ^ C0U ‘ d he d ° ? The Prospect 
that I opened before him was a better one than he could get 

anywhere else : he had no opening at Court, in spite of his 

bragging; and the Protestants round about wer/too wise 

such a time tlC ^ Va ^’ t0 ® n g a g e themselves with a Papist at 
such a time. So there the matter remained. 

to ™ en Th ame my chamber ’ it had a very pleasant aspect 
to me. The curtains were across the windows ; a great fire 

blazed on the hearth—(I had heard my Cousin Dolly's foot- 

steps pass across the landing, before she went to bed,—no 

doubt to put more wood on)—my bed was ready, and on the 

round table in the middle was a jug of horn-bemn branches 

h P £n h W , er flowers - lt was six months since I had 
en here and matters were considerably better with me 

now than they had been then. Then I was being hunted • 

now I was free from all anxiety on that score : then I had 

been going up to London to resign what little position I had • 

onVhTf re : est . abllsbed ' °wing to what I had done in France,’ 
on a better footing than ever. More than all, I knew now 

without any doubt at all, what my heart told me of my 
my^suit to her ^ ^ CVery libert y to commend 

WCn t t0 bed 1 °P ened the «ttle secret cupboard 
by my bed ' and P at “to it three or four private papers I 
had, and amongst them that written in cipher that I had had 

DolTy Mr ’ Rumbald ' Then 1 went to bed i and dreamed of 

Then began for me a time of great peace and serenity. 

• . ? * Can ?® Christmas, with its homely joys, and Twelfth 
night on which we cut and ate a great cake that Dolly had 
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made; then there was the winter’s work to be done in pre¬ 
paration for the spring; and then spring itself, with the 
crocuses sprouting between the joints of the paved walk 
round the house ; and the daffodils in the long box-bed 
beneath the limes. I write these little things down, for it 
was principally by these things that I remember those 
months ; and the noise of the world outside seemed as sounds 
heard in a dream. I went up to London, now and again— 
but not very often ; and saw His Majesty in private twice, 
and he honoured me by asking my advice again on certain 
French affairs ; but, for the time, all these things were 
secondary in my mind to the cows of Hare Street and to how 
the pigs did. It is marvellous how men’s minds can come 
down to such matters, and become absorbed in them, and let 
the rest of the world go hang. I thought now and again 
of my mission from Rome ; yet I do not think I was faithless 
to it ; for there was nothing at that time which I could do 
for the King ; and he expressly had desired me not to mix 
much with the Court and so become known. The truth of 
the matter was that at this time he was largely occupied 
with a certain woman, whose name had best not be spoken ; 
and when His Majesty ran upon those lines, he could think 
of little else. I sent my reports regularly to Rome ; and the 
Cardinal Secretary seemed satisfied ; and so therefore was I. 

It w r as, with my Cousin Dolly, precisely as I had thought. 
She was at first very shy indeed, going up to her chamber 
early in the evening, so that we had little or no music ; but 
relaxing a little as I shewed myself friendly without being 
forward. I caught her eyes on me sometimes; and she 
seemed to be appraising me, I thought in my stupidity, as 
to whether she could trust me not to make love to her; but 
now, as I think, for a very different reason ; and I would 
see her sometimes as I w r ent out of doors, peeping at me for 
an instant out of a window 7 . It was not, however, all hide 
and seek. We w r ould talk frankly and easily enough at 
times, and spend an hour or two together, or when her 
father w 7 as asleep, with the greatest friendliness ; and mean¬ 
while I, poor fool, was thinking how wise and prudent I 
was ; and what mighty progress I was making by these 
crooked ways. 
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it n n «?h te l. WCek T had a great ha PP' ness —so great that 

GodTwi ^ ff d ? Wn m my resolution—and I would to 
trod it had—(at least in certain moods I wish so) 

ww? ZTu inS t al °, ng , thC B u ark "' a y road ^om' a meadow 

dice h T t en l0 ° k t0 the new lambs - in my working 
iff’ ^ ke . n , 1 heard a h , orse coming behind me. I stepped 
aside to let him go by, when I heard myself called. 

Mr. Jermyn’s houfe P ^ “ Can y ° U teU me where is 

Yes, sir,” I said. "Iam going there myself.” 

looked^ hi gra T ve ' looki ng gentleman, very dark ; and as I 
looked at him I remembered him ; but I could see he did 

not remember me, and no wonder, for he had only seen me 

once, on a very agitating occasion, for a short while. He 

was riding a very good horse, which was going lame but 

without any servant, and he had his valise strapped on the 

crupper In appearance he was a country-squire on his 

went ilon°g Wn 1 detemiined t0 give him a surprise as we 

I hope you are well, Mr. Hamerton,” I said 

He gave a great start at that, and looked at me closely 

„ 11 1 d ° n °f mmember you,” he said. “ And why do you 
call me Mr. Hamerton ? " y y 

, 1 kn °^ th , 3 J t ls n °f the name you were usually known by, 

father. Would you be easier if I called you Mr. Young ? " 

tt * §P ve up, he said. 44 Who are you sir ? " 

Do you remember a young man,- I said, “ a year and a 
half ago, who came into Mr. Chiffinch's inner parlour on a 
certain occasion ? You were sitting near His Royal Highness • 
His Majesty was at the end of the table ; and by you was 
Tathcr Bedingfeld who died in prison in December ” 

He smiled at me. 

„ " 1 ^member everything except the young man,” he said. 

T i | J | • is your name, sir ? " 

I told him. 

. “J Jermyn's cousin,” I said. ” And I have been 

looking after his lambs for him. I would there was some 
spiritual shepherd who would look after us. We have not 

heard mass since Christmas.” (For we had ridden over 
to Standon on that day.) 


ii 
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He seemed altogether easier at that. 

“ Why, that can be remedied to-morrow,” he said. " If 

you have an altar stone and linen and vestments. I have 
all else with me.” 

We had these, and I told him so. 

“ Then you mean to lie at Hare Street to-night, sir ? ” I 
said. 

I had hoped to do so," he said. " I am come from Lin¬ 
colnshire ; and I was recommended to Mr. Jermyn's if I 
could not get so far as Standon ; and I cannot, for my horse 
is lame." 

My Cousin Tom received the priest in a surprising medley 
of emotions which he exhibited one by one to me who knew 
him so well. He was at first plainly terrified at receiving 
a priest and a Jesuit ; but, presently recovered himself a 
little and strove to remember that here was one of God’s 
priests who would bring a blessing on the house—(and said 
so) ; finally all else was swallowed up in pleasure, or very 
nearly, when I took occasion on Mr. Hamerton’s going 
upstairs to pull off his boots, to tell him that I had seen this 
priest very intimate with His Royal Highness the Duke of 
York ; and that he had been a near friend of Mr. Bedingfeld, 
the Duke's confessor. 

My Cousin Dorothy received him with the reverence that 
pious maids can shew so easily towards a priest. She had 
his chamber ready for him in ten minutes ; with fresh water 
in the basin and flowers upon the table : she even set out for 
his entertainment three or four books of devotion by his 
bedside. And all the time at supper she never ceased to 
give him attention, drawing the men’s eyes to his plate and 
cup continually. 

Mr. Hamerton was a very quiet gentleman, wonderfully at 
his ease at once, and never losing his discretion ; he talked 
generally and pleasantly at supper, of his road to Hare Street, 
and told us an edifying story or two of Catholics at whose 
houses he had lain on his way from Lincolnshire. These 
Jesuits are wonderful folk : he seemed to know the country 
all over, and where were the safer districts and where the 
dangerous. I have no doubt he could have given^me an 
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excellent road-map with instructions that would take me 

safe from London to Edinburgh, if I had wished it. 

“ And have you never been troubled with highwaymen > ” 
asked my Cousin Tom. J 

“No, Mr. Jermyn," said the priest, “except once, and 
that was a Catholic robber. I thought he was by the start 
he gave when he saw my crucifix as he was searching me • 
and taxed him with it. So the end was, he returned me 
my valuables, and took a little sermon from my lips instead.” 

When supper was over, and Dorothy had gone upstairs to 
make all ready for mass on the next morning, Mr. Hamerton 
at our questioning, began to tell us a little of the state of 

politics and what he thought would happen ; and every 
word that he said came true. 

.. “ Hi * Grace , of Monmouth will be our trouble,” he said. 

The King adores him ; and he hath so far prevailed with 
His Majesty as to get the Duke of York sent twice to Scot¬ 
land. I think few folk understand what feeling there is in 
the country for the Protestant Duke. It was through 
my Lord Shaftesbury, who is behind him, that His Royal 
Highness was actually sent away, for Monmouth could do 

nothing without him ; and I have no kind of doubt that he 
has further schemes in his mind too." 

(This was all fulfilled a couple of months later, as I remem¬ 
bered when the time came, by my Lord Shaftesbury’s actually 
presenting James name as that of a recusant, before the 

grand jury of Middlesex; but the judges dismissed the 
jury immediately.) 

" And you think, father," asked my Cousin Tom very 
solemnly, " that these seditions will lead to trouble ? " 

“ I have no doubt of it at all,” said he. ” The country 
—especially London—is full of disaffection. Their demon¬ 
stration last year did a deal to stir it up. The Duke of York 
is back now, against my advice ; but I have no doubt he 
will have to go on his travels again. Were His Majesty to 

die now— (quod Deus avertat /)—I do not know how we 
should stand.” 


Mr. Hamerton took 


occasion to ask me that night, when 
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we were alone for a minute or two, what I was doing in the 
country. ^ 

^member you perfectly now,” said he. “Father 
Whitbread spoke to me of you, besides.” 

1 told him that I had nothing to do in town ; and with His 
Majesty s consent was lying hid for a little, in order that what 
little was known of me might be forgotten again. 

“ Well; I suppose you are wise,”he said, " and that you 
will be able to do more hereafter. But the time will come 
presently when we shall all be needed.” 

It was on the tip of my tongue to ask him if he could 

read cipher, and to shew him my paper—reminded of it, 

by his talk of disaffection ; but my Cousin Tom came back 

at that moment ; and I put it off; and I presently forgot it 
again. * 


The memory of the mass that we heard next morning will 

never leave me ; for it was the first time that I had heard it 
in the house. 

We used the long attic, for fear of disturbance, and had a 
man posted beneath—for it was still death for a priest to 
say mass in England. All the servants that were Catholics 
were there ; and all, I think, went to the sacraments. Mr. 
Hamerton heard confessions before the mass began. 

The north end of the attic had been prepared by Dolly 
and her maid ; and looked very pretty and fine. A couple 
of men had carried up a great low press, that had the instru¬ 
ments of the Passion painted upon its panels; and this 
seived for an altar. Dehind it Dolly had put up a hanging 
from downstairs, that was of Abraham offering Isaac, and 
had set upon the altar a pair of silver candlesticks from the 
parlour, and a little standing crucifix, with jugs of country 
flowers between the candlesticks and the cross. She had 
laid too, as a foot-pace, a Turkey rug that came too from the 
parlour , and had put a little table to serve as a credence. 
Mr. Hamerton had with him little altar-vessels made for 
travelling, with a cup that unscrewed from the stem, and 
every other necessary except what he asked us to provide. 

It is tht experience of everyone, I think, that mass differs 
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from mass, as a star (in the apostle’s words) differs from 
another star in glory—I do not mean in its essential effects, 
for that is the same always, but in the devotion which it 
arouses in those that hear it. This mass then seemed to 
me like scarcely any other that I had ever heard, except 
perhaps that at which I received my first communion in the 
country church in France. Mr. Hamerton said it with great 
deliberation and recollection ; and, as my Cousin Tom served 
him, as a host should, I was not distracted by anything. My 
Cousin Dolly and I kneeled side by side in front, and again, 
side by side, to receive Holy Communion. 

I was in a kind of ecstasy of delight, and not, I think 
unworthily; for, though much of my delight came from 
being there with my cousin, and receiving our Lord’s Body 
with her, I do not think that is any dishonour to God whom 
we must love first of all, to find a great joy in loving Him 
in the company of those we love purely and uprightly. So 
at least it seems to me. 

Mr. Hamerton told us he must be riding very early ; and 
not much after seven o'clock we stood at the gate to bid him 
farewell. I made my man James go with him so far as Ware 
to set him on his road, though the priest begged me not to 
trouble myself. 

When I came back to the house I was in a torment of in¬ 
decision as to whether this would not be the best occasion I 
could ever find of telling my Cousin Dorothy all that was 
in my heart in her regard ; and I even went into the Great 
Chamber after her, still undecided. But her manner pre¬ 
vented me ; for I thought I saw in her something of a return 
of that same shyness which she had shewed to me when I 
had come last time back to Hare Street ; and I went out 
again without saying one word except of the priest's visit 
and of what a good man he seemed. 

Even then, I think, if I had spoken, matters might have 
taken a very different course ; but, whether through God's 
appointment or my own diffidence, this was not to be ; and 
again I said nothing to her. 



CHAPTER IV 


O UR next adventure, not unlike the last exteriorly, 

was very different from it interiorly; and led to 

very strange results in the event. It came about in this 
way. 

It was in May that Mr. Hamerton had come to us for 
Easter that year fell in that month; and the weather after 
that, which had been very bitter in the winter, with so much 
snow as I never saw before, but clearer about Eastertime, 
fell very wet and stormy again in June. 

It was on a Thursday evening, in the first week in June, that 
the bad weather set in with a violent storm of rain and a 
high wind. We sat in the Great Chamber after supper, 
and had some music as usual: and between the music we 
listened to the gusts of wind and the rattle of the rain, which 
made so great a noise that Dolly said that it was no use for 
her to go to bed yet, for that she would not sleep if she went. 
Her maid went to bed ; and we three sat talking till nearly 
half-past ten o’clock, which is very late for the country 
where men rise at four o'clock. 

The wind made such a noise that we heard nothing of the 
approach to the house ; and the first that we knew of any¬ 
one's coming was a hammering at the door. 

“ Why, who is that ; ” said I, “ that comes so late ? ” 

I could see that my Cousin Tom did not like it, for his 
face shewed it—(I suppose it was the memory of that other 
time when the hammering came)—so I said nothing, but 
went myself to the outer door and unbolted it. 

A fellow stood there in a great riding-cloak ; but I could 
see he wore some kind of a livery beneath. 
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“ Well,” I said, “ what do you want ? " 

He saw that I was a gentleman by my dress ; and he 
answered me very civilly. 

“ My master is benighted, sir/' said he ; “ and he bid 

me come and ask whether he might lie here to-night. There 
is no inn in the place.*' 

“ Why, who is your master ? " I asked. 

. n °t seem to hear my question, for he went on 

immediately. 

“ There are on ty five of the party, sir," he said. “ Two 
gentlemen and three servants." 

I saw that my Cousin Tom was behind me now ; and 

that Dolly was looking from the door of the Great Chamber. 

You have not yet told us," I said, " what your master’s 
name is." 

" I think, sir, he had best answer that," said the fellow. 

Now this might very well be a Catholic, and perhaps an 

important person who had heard of Mr. Jermyn, but did not 

wish to advertise who himself was. I looked at my Cousin 

Tom ; and thought from his look that the same thought had 
come to him. 

“ Well, Cousin ? " I said. 

" They had best come in—" he said shortly. " Dolly, 

rouse some of the servants. They will want supper, I 
suppose." 

He nodded to the man, who went back immediately; 
and a minute later two gentlemen came up the flagged path, 
also in great cloaks that appeared soaked with the rain. 

" By God, sir! " said the first of them, “ we are grateful 
to you. This is a wild night.*’ 

My Cousin Tom said something civil, and when the door 

was shut, helped this man off with his cloak, while I helped 

the other. The former was explaining all the while how they 

were on their way to town from Newmarket ; and how they 

had become bogged a little after Barkway, losing their road 

in the darkness. They had intended to push on to Waltham 

Cross, he said, or Ware at the least, and lie there. He spoke 

with a merry easy air that shewed him for a well-bred and 

pleasant fellow. My own man said nothing, but left it all 
to the other. 
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When I turned to see the one who spoke, I was more sur¬ 
prised than ever in all my life before ; for it was no other 
than the Duke of Monmouth himself. He looked a shade 
older than when I had last seen him in the park above a 
year ago ; but he was the very same and I could not mistake 
him. As for me, he would not know me from Adam, for he 
had never spoken with me in all his life. I did not know 
what to do, as to whether I should make to recognize him or 
not ; but he saved me the trouble; for as I followed 
the others into the Great Chamber, he was already 
speaking. 

“ It is very good of you, Mr. Jermyn," he said, " to receive 
us like this. My name is Morton, and my friend's here 
Mr. Atkins. You can put us where you will—on the floor 
if you have no other place." 

“ We can do better than that, sir," said Tom. “ There 
is only my daughter here and Mr. Mallock my cousin. My 
daughter is gone to call the servants." 

The Duke looked very handsome and princely as he stood 
on the hearth, although there was no fire, and surveyed the 
room. He was in a dark blue riding-suit, darker than it 
should be upon the shoulders with the rain that had soaked 
through his cloak ; but it was of the colour of his eyes that 
were very fine and attractive ; and he wore his own hair. 
The other man looked pretty mean beside him ; and yet 
he was not ill-looking. He was a fair man, too, with a rosy 
face ; in a buff suit. 

" We can manage two changes of clothes, Mr. Morton," 
went on my Cousin Tom, " if you fear to take a cold ; or you 
can sup immediately ; as you will." 

“ Why, Mr. Jermyn ; I think we will sup first and go to 
bed afterwards. The clothes can be dried, no doubt, before 
morning." 

In spite of all his efforts, he spoke as one born to com¬ 
mand and with a kind of easy condescension too ; and cer¬ 
tainly this had its effect upon poor Tom ; for he was all 
eagerness and welcome, who just now had been a shade 
surly. He was beginning to say that it was for his guests 
to choose, when my Cousin Dolly came in suddenly through 
the open door. 
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he said ; 


“ Why here is my little maid, gentlemen—” 
and Dolly did her reverence. 

Now I had in my mind no thought of jealousy at all ; and 
yet when I saw how the Duke bowed to my cousin, I am 
bound to say that a touch of it pierced me like a dart—there 
and gone again, I thought. But it had been there. I 
thought how few gentlemen poor Dolly saw down here in 
Hare Street : beyond the parson—and he was a man who 
would go out before the pudding in a great house, and marry 
the lady's maid—there was scarce one who might write 
Esquire after his name ; and the breeding of most of the 
squires was mostly rustical. As for her, she did her reverence 
very prettily, without a trace of the country in it ; and, 
strange to say, her manner seemed to change. I mean by 
that, that she seemed wholly at her ease in this new kind of 
company, fully as much as with her maids. 

“ You have had a very wet ride, sir," she said, without 
any sign of confusion or shyness ; “ the maids are kindling 
a fire in the kitchen, to dry your clothes before morning: 
and your men shall have beds in the attic." 

The Duke made a pretty answer, which she took as 
prettily. 

“ And a cold supper shall be in immediately," she 
said. 

Then my Cousin Tom must needs begin upon the maid, 
as if she were a child, or idiotic ; and say what a good house¬ 
keeper his little maid was to him, and how she could do so 
many things ; and the Duke took it all with courtesy, yet 
did not encourage it, as if he understood her ways 
better than her father did—which was, very likely, true 
enough. 

" And you come up to London, mistress," he said, " no 
doubt," with a look at her dress that was not at all insolent, 
and yet very plain. And it was indeed a pretty good one ; 
and I remember it very well. It was cut like a French sac— 
a fashion that had first come in about ten years before, and 
still lasted ; and was a little lower at the throat than many 
that she wore. It was of a brownish kind of yellow, of which 
I do not know the name, and had white lace to it, and silver 
lace on the bodice. She was sunburnt again, but not too 
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much, as I had first seen her ; and her blue eyes looked very 
bright in her face ; and she wore a ring on either hand, as 
she usually did in the evening, and had her little pearls round 
her neck. It was strange to me how I observed all this, so 
soon as the Duke had drawn attention to it ; whereas I had 
not observed it particularly before. 

When we went into supper it was the same with the Duke 
and her. He behaved to her with the greatest deference, 
yet not at all exaggerated so as to be in the least insolent. 
He treated her, it appeared to me, as he would have treated 
one of his own ladies, though there had been every excuse, 
especially with Cousin Tom's way of speaking to her, and 
the deep country we were in, if he had not noticed her at all. 
Mr. Atkins, as he called himself, followed suit ; but said very 
little. Once, when the dishes had to be taken away, and 
Dolly rose to do it—before I could move—(my Cousin Tom, 
of course, sat there like a dummy)—I observed the Duke make 
a little movement with his eyes towards Mr. Atkins, who 
immediately rose up and did it for her. 

The effect of all this upon me was to make me do my best 
in talk ; but it was not very easy without betraying that 
I knew more of the Court than might be supposed ; but the 
Duke outdid me every time. He listened with the greatest 
courtesy ; and then said something a little better. I think 
I have never seen a man do better ; but it was always so 
with him. Five years later he won the hearts of all the 
drapers in Taunton, in that terrible enterprise of his, besides 
ranging on his side some of the noblest blood in England. 
Twenty-six young maids in that town gave him a Bible and 
a pair of colours worked by their hands ; and twenty-six 
young maids, it was said, went away after it in love with him. 
He did not prove himself very much of a hero in the field; 
but from his manner in company one could never have 
guessed at that. He had all the bearing of a prince, and all 
the charm of a boy with it. 

My Cousin Tom said something when supper was ending 
about Dolly's skill in music ; and how she and her maid 
sang together. 

“ May we not hear it for ourselves ? " asked the Duke. 

But you are wet, sir,” said my Cousin Tom. 
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The Duke smiled. 

" I shall not think of that, sir,” he said, " if Mistress 
Dorothy will sing to us.” 

Well; so it was settled. The maid was in the kitchen, 
and was presently fetched ; and she and Dolly sang together 
once or twice, though it was now after eleven o’clock. They 
sang Mr. Wise’s “ Go, perjured man,” I remember, again ; 
and then M. Grabu’s " Song upon Peace.” The Duke sat 
still in the great chair, shading his eyes from the candlelight, 
and watching my Cousin Dolly : and once, when my Cousin 
Tom broke in upon the second song with something he had 
just thought of to say, he put him aside with a gesture, very 
royal and commanding, and yet void of offence, until the 

song was done. 

” I beg your pardon, Mr. Jermyn,” he said a moment 
afterwards, “ but I have never been so entranced. What 
was it that you wished to say ? ” 

As Dolly came towards him he stood up. 

“ Mistress Dorothy,” he said, “ you have given us a great 
deal of pleasure.” And he said this with so much gravity 
and feeling that she flushed. It was the first evident sign 
she had given that he had pleased her. 

“ And I mean it,” he went on, “ when I say it is a pity 
you do not come to town more often. Such singing as that 
should have a larger audience than the two or three you 
have had to-night.” 

Dolly smiled at him. 

“ Thank you, sir,” she said. ” But I know my place 
better than that.” 

This was all a little bitter to me ; for by this time a wild 
kind of jealousy had risen again in me which I knew to be 
unreasonable, and yet could not check. It was true that I 
myself took the greatest pains never to forget my manners ; 
but I knew very well that novelty has a pleasantness all of 
its own ; and the novelty of such company as this, charged 
with the peculiar charm of the Duke’s manner, must surely, 
I thought, have its effect upon her. 

” Well,” said he, “ I could spend all night in this chamber 
with such music ; but I must not keep Mistress Dorothy 
from her sleep another moment.” 
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He kissed her fingers with the greatest grace, and then 
bowed by the door as she went out. 

When we had taken them to the great guest-room that was 
as large, very nearly, as the Great Chamber, and over it, 
and bidden them good-night, my Cousin Tom remembered 
that we had forgotten to ask Mr. Morton at what time he 
must ride in the morning ; so I went back again to ask. 

I stayed at the door for one instant after knocking, for it 
seemed they had not heard me ; and in that little interval 
I heard the Duke’s voice within, very distinct. 

" A damned pretty wench/' he cried. " We must-" 

And at that I opened the door and went in, my jealousy 
suddenly flaming up again, so that I lost my wits. 

They stared at me in astonishment. The Duke already 
was stripped to his shirt by one of the beds. 

“ I beg your pardon, Sir," I said. " But at what hour 
will your Grace have the horses ? " 

Mr. Atkins wheeled round full upon me ; and the Duke's 
mouth opened a little. Then the Duke burst into a fit of 
laughter. 

" By God, sir ! " he said. "You have detected us. How 
long have you known it ? " 

" From the moment your Grace took off your hat," I 
said. 

He laughed again, highly and merrily. 

" Well ; no harm is done," he said. "We took other 
names to make matters easier for all. You have told Mr. 
Jerm}m ? " 

" No, sir," I said. 

I beg of you not to do so," he said. " It will spoil all. 
Nor Mistress Dorothy. It is far easier to do without ceremony 
now and again." 

I bowed again ; but I said nothing. 

" Then you may as well know," said the Duke, " that Mr. 
Atkins is none other than my Lord of Essex. We have 
been at Newmarket together." 

I bowed to my lord, and he to me. 

" Well—the horses," said Monmouth, 
if you please." 


" At eight o'clock. 
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I said nothing to Tom, for I was very uncertain what to 
do ; and though I was mad with anger at what I had heard 
the Duke say as I waited at the door—(though now I cannot 
say that there was any great harm in the words themselves) 
—I still kept my wits enough to know that I was too angry 
to judge fairly. I lay awake a long time that night, turning 
from side to side after that I had heard the wet clothes 
of our guests carried downstairs to be dried by morning 
before the fire. It was all a mighty innocent matter, so far 
as it had gone ; but I would not see that. I told myself 
that a man of the Duke’s quality should not come to a little 
country-house under an alias, even if he had been bogged 
ten times over ; that he should not make pretty speeches 
to a country maid and kiss her fingers, and hold open the 
door for her, even though all these things or some of them 
were just what I had done myself. Frankly, I understand 
now that no harm was meant ; that every word the Duke 
had said was true, and that it was but natural for him to 
try to please all across whom he came ; but I would not see 
it at the time. 

On the next morning when I came downstairs early it 
seemed to me that my Cousin Dorothy was herself down¬ 
stairs too early for mere good manners. The guests were 
not yet stirring ; yet the maids were up, and the ale set out 
in the dining-room, and the smell of hot oat-cake came from 
the kitchen. There were flowers also upon the table ; and 
my cousin was in a pretty brown dress of hers that she did 
not wear very often. 

I looked upon her rather harshly ; and I think she observed 
it ; for she said nothing to me as she went about her business. 

I went out into the stable-yard to see the horses ; and 
found my Cousin Tom there already, admiring them ; and 
indeed they were fine, especially a great dappled grey that 
was stamping under the brush of the fellow who had first 
knocked at our door last night. 

“ That is Mr. Morton's horse, I suppose ? " said Tom. 

The man who was grooming him did not speak ; and 
Tom repeated his question. 

“ Yes, sir," said the man, with a queer look which I under¬ 
stood, though Tom did not, " this is Mr. Morton's." 
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“ And the chestnut is Mr. Atkins* ? ” asked my cousin. 

“ Just so, sir; Mr. Atkins’/* said the man, with the 
corners of his mouth twitching. 

The grinning ape—as I thought him—very nearly set me 
off into saying that I knew all about it; and that the yellow 
saddle-cloth was the colour the Duke of Monmouth used 
always ; but I did not. It appeared to me then the worst 
of manners that these personages should come and make a 
mock of county-folk, so that even the servants laughed 
at us. 

Our guests were downstairs when I came in again, and 
talking very merrily to my Cousin Dorothy, who was as 
much at her ease as last night. The Duke sneezed once or 
twice. 

“You have taken a cold, sir,” said Dolly. 

“ It was in a good cause,” he said ; and sneezed again. 

“ Salute ,” said I. 

He gave me a quick look, astonished, I suppose, that a 
rustic should know the Italian ways. 

“ Grazic,’’ said he, smiling. “You have been in Italy, 
Mr. Mallock ? ** 

“ Oh ! I have been everywhere,” I said, with a foolish 
idea of making him respect me. 

When they rode away at last, we all stood at the gate to 
watch them go. The storm had cleared away wonderfully ; 
and the air was fresh and summerlike, and ten thousand 
jewels sparkled on the limes. They made a very gallant 
cavalcade. The horses had recovered from their weariness, 
for they were finely bred, all five of them ; and the Duke’s 
horse especially was full of spirit, and curvetted a little, 
with pleasure and the strength of our corn, as he went along. 
The servants’ liveries too were gay and pleasant to the eye : 
—(they were not the Duke’s own liveries ; for when he went 
about outside town he used a plainer sort)—and the Duke’s 
dark blue, with his fair curls and his great hat which he 
waved as he went, and my Lord Essex’s spruce figure in his 
buff, all made a very pretty picture as they went up the 
village street. 
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It was this, I think, and my Cousin Dolly’s silence as she 
looked after them, that determined me ; and as we three 
went back again up the flagged path to the house, and the 
servants round again to the yard, I spoke. 

“ Cousin Tom ; ” I said. “ Do you wish to know who our 
guests were ? ” 

He looked at me in astonishment, and my Cousin Dolly 
too. 

“ Mr. Morton is the Duke of Monmouth,” I said, “ and 
Mr. Atkins, my Lord Essex.” 
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I T was a long time before my Cousin Tom recovered 
from his astonishment and his pleasure at having 
entertained such personages in his house. He told me, of 
course, presently, when he had had time to think of it, that 
he had guessed it all along, but had understood that His 
Grace wished to be incognito ; and I suppose at last he came 
to believe it. He would fall suddenly musing in the evenings ; 
and I would know what he was thinking of ; and it was 
piteously amusing to see, how one night again, not long 
after, he rose and ran to the door when a drunken man 
knocked upon it, and what ill words he gave him when he 
saw who it was. His was a slow-moving mind ; and I think 
he could not have formed the project, which he afterwards 
carried out, while I was with him, or he must have let it 
out to me. 

It was a little piteous, too, to see with what avidity he 
seized upon any news of the Duke, and how his natural 
inclinations and those consonant with his religion strove 
with his new-found loyalty to a bastard. A week or two later 
we had news of the attempt made by my Lord Shaftesbury 
to injure the Duke of York's cause by presenting his name 
as that of a recusant, to the Middlesex grand jury. It was 
a mighty bold thing to do, and though the attempt failed 
so far as that the judges dismissed the jury while they were 
still deliberating, it shewed how little my Lord feared the 
Duke or His Majesty and how much resolved he was to estab¬ 
lish, if he could, the Protestant succession and the Duke 
of Monmouth's pretended claim to it. A deal of nonsense, 
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too, was talked at this time of how the Duke was truly legiti¬ 
mate, and how Mistress Lucy Walters had been secretly 
married to the King, before ever poor Queen Catherine had 
been heard of ; and the proofs of all this, it was reported, 
were in a certain Black Box that no one had ever set eyes 
on ; and the matter became so much a thing of ridicule 
that once at the play, I think, when one of the actors carried 
on a black box, there was a roar of laughter and jeering from 
the pit. 

It was wonderful to hear my Cousin Tom hold forth upon 
the situation. 

On evening in September, two months after our adventure 
of the Duke’s coming, after a long silence, he made a little 
discourse upon it all. 

“ I should not be surprised,” said he, " if there was more 
in the tale than most men think. It is not likely that the 
proofs of the marriage would be easy to come by, in such a 
case ; for Mistress Walters, whom I think I once saw at 
Tunbridge Wells, was not at all of the King's position even 
by blood ; and it is less likely that His Majesty, who was but 
a very young man at that time, would have stood out against 
her when she wished marriage. Besides there is no doubt 
that he knew her long before there was any prospect of his 
coming to the throne. Then too there has always appeared, 
to my mind at least, something in the Duke’s bearing and 
carriage that it would be very hard for a bastard to have. 
He has a very princely air.” 

To such talk as this I would make no answer ; but I would 
watch my Cousin Dorothy's face ; and think that I read 
there something that I did not like—an interest that she 
should not feel: and, after a pause my Cousin Tom would 
proceed in his conjectures. 

It was on the day following this particular discourse, which 
I remember very well, for my jealousy had so much worked 
up that I was very near breaking my resolution and telling 
my Cousin Dolly all that was in my heart, that a letter came 
for me from Mr. Chiffinch, so significant that I will write 
down some sentences of it. 

" His Majesty bids me to write to you to come up to 
town again for a few days. He thinks that you may perhaps 
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be of some use with His Royal Highness to urge him to go 
back to Scotland again, which at present he vows that he 
will not do. His Majesty is aware that the Duke scarcely 
knows you at all ; yet he tells me to say this, and that I will 
explain to you when you come how you can be of service. 
There will be a deal of trouble this autumn ; the Parliament 
is to meet in October, and will be in a very ill-humour, it is 
thought.'' 

There was a little more of this sort; and then came a 
sentence or two that roused my anger. 

“ I have heard much here of your entertainment of the 
Duke of Monmouth, and of what a pretty girl your cousin is. 
His Majesty laughed very much when he heard of it; and 
swears that he suspects you of going over to the Protestant 
side after all. The Duke knows nothing of what you are, or 
of anything you have done ; but he has talked freely of his 
entertainment at Hare Street, thinking it, I suppose, to be 
a Protestant house. In public the King has had nothing 
to say to him ; but he loves him as much as ever, and would 
not, I think be very sorry, in his heart, though he never says 
so, if he were to be declared legitimate." 

This made me angry then, for what the letter said as to 
the Duke of Monmouth's talk ; and it disconcerted me too, 
for, if the King himself were to join the popular party, there 
would be little hope of the Catholic succession. The Duchess 
of Portsmouth, also, I had heard, had lately become of that 
side ; and I dared say it was she who had talked His Majesty 
round. 

Now my Cousin Tom knew that I had had this letter, for 
he had seen the courier bring it ; but he did not know from 
whom it came ; and, as already he was a little suspicious, I 
thought, of what I did in town, I thought it best to tell him 
that it was from a friend at Court ; and what it said as to 
the Duke of Monmouth's talk, hoping that this perhaps 
might offend him against the Duke. But it had the very 
opposite effect, much to my discomfiture. 

“ His Grace says that, does he ? " he said, smiling. “ I 
am sure it is very courteous of him to remember his poor 
entertainment " ; and (Dolly coming in at this instant) he 
told her too what the Duke had said. 
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" Hear what the Duke of Monmouth hath been saying, 
my dear ! He says you are a mighty pretty girl.” 

And Dolly, greatly to my astonishment, did not seem dis¬ 
pleased, as soon as she had heard the tale ; for she laughed 
and said nothing. 

As I rode up to London next day in answer to my summons, 
I was wondering how in the world I could be of service to 
the Duke of York. As Mr. Chiffinch had said, I knew next 
to nothing of him, nor he of me ; but when I was gone round 
to the page’s rooms the morning after I came, he told me 
something of the reasons for which I had been summoned. 

“ Such Jesuits as are left,” he said, “ and the Duke’s con¬ 
fessor among them, seem all of opinion that the Duke had 
best remain in London and fight it out. We hear, without 
a doubt, that my Lord Shaftesbury, who seems most desperate, 
will bring in the Exclusion Bill again this Session ; and the 
priests say that it is best for His Royal Highness to be here ; 
and to plead again for himself as he did so well two years 
ago. His Majesty on the other hand is honestly of opinion 
—and I would sooner trust to his foresight than to all the 
Jesuits in the world—that he himself can fight better for his 
brother if that brother be in Scotland ; for out of sight, out 
of mind. And he desires you, as a Catholic, yet not a priest, 
to go and talk to the Duke on that side. He hath sent half 
a dozen to him already ; and, since he knows that the Duke 
is aware of what you have done in France, he thinks that 
your word may tip the balance. For the Duke, I think, is 
in two minds, beneath all his protestations.” 

For myself, I was of His Majesty’s opinion ; for the sight 
of the Duke irritated folk who had not yet forgotten the 
Oates Plot ; and I consented very willingly to go and see 
him. 

I was astonished to find that by now I had really become 
something of a personage myself, amongst those few who 
had heard what I had done in France ; and I was received 
by His Royal Highness in his lodgings after supper that 
evening with a very different air from that which he had 
when I had last spoken with him. 
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The Duke was pacing up and down his closet when I came 
in, and turned to me with a very friendly manner. 

" Mr. Mallock," he said, when I had saluted him and was 


sat down, “ I am very glad to see you. His Majesty has 
told me all that you have done, and has urged me to see 
you, as you are devoted as I know, to the Catholic cause, 
and know the world too ; and men’s minds. Do you think 
I should go or stay ? " 

“ Sir," I said, " my opinion is that you should go. There 
is a quantity of disaffection in town. 1 have met with a good 
deal of it myself. If your Royal Highness is to be seen 
continually going about, that disaffection will be kept alive. 
Men are astonishingly stupid. They act, largely, upon that 
which they see, not on that which they know : and by going 
to Scotland you will meet them both ways. They will not 
see your Highness at all ; and all that they will know of you 
is that you are doing the King’s work and helping the whole 
kingdom in Edinburgh." 


" But they say I torture folks there ! " 


said the Duke. 


" They say so, Sir. They wall say anything. But not a 
reasonable man believes it." 


(It was true, indeed, that such gossip went about ; but the 
substance of it was ridiculous. Good fighters do not torture ; 
and no one denied to the Duke the highest pitch of personal 
courage. He had fought with the greatest gallantry against 
the Dutch.) 

He said nothing to that ; but sat brooding. 

His closet was a very magnificent chamber ; but not so 
magnificent as he who sat in it. He was but just come from 
supper, and wore his orders on his coat ; but all his dress 
could not distract those who looked at him from that kingly 
Stewart face that he had. He was, perhaps, the heaviest 
looking of them all, with not a tithe of Monmouth’s brilliant 
charm, or the King’s melancholy power ; yet he too had 
the air of command and more than a touch of that strange 
romance which they all had. Until that blood is diluted down 
to nothing, I think that a Stewart will always find men to 
love and to die for him. But it was Stewart against Stewart 

this time ; so who could tell with whom the victory would 
lie? 
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So I was thinking to myself, when suddenly the Duke 
looked up. 

“ Mr. Mallock,” he said, “ I hear that you have a very 
persuasive manner with both men and women. There is 
an exceedingly difficult commission which I wish you would 
execute for me. You have spoken with the Duchess of 
Portsmouth ? ” 

“ Never, Sir,” I said. ” I have seen her Grace in the 
park only.” 

” Well ; she has thrown her weight against me with the 
King. God knows why ! But I wonder you have not met 
her ? ” 

” Sir, I never go to Court, by His Majesty’s wish.” 

” Yes,” he said. ” But Her Grace is the King’s chief 
agent in his French affairs ; and you are in them too, I hear. 
But that is His Majesty’s way ; he uses each singly, and 
never two together if he can help it.” (This was perfectly 
true, and explained a good deal to me. I had heard much 
of the Duchess in France, but nothing at all of her from 
the King.) 

” Well,” continued the Duke, " I wish you would see her 
for me, Mr. Mallock ; and try to get from her why she is so 
hot against me. She is a Catholic, as you are, and she 
should not be so. But she is all on fire for Monmouth and 
the Protestant succession ; and she is all powerful with the 
King.” 

” I shall be happy to do what I can, Sir,” said I, ” but I 
do not suppose Her Grace will confide in me.” 

” I know that,” he said, ” but you may pick up something. 
You are the fourth I have sent on that errand, and nothing 
come of it.” 

We talked a while longer on these affairs, myself more and 
more astonished at the confidence given me, (but I think 
now that it was because the Duke had so few that he could 
trust) ; and when I took my leave it was with a letter written 
and signed and sealed by the Duke, which I was to present 
at Her Grace’s lodgings immediately. 

The Duchess, at this time, was, I think, the most powerful 
figure in England ; since her influence over the King was 
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unbounded. She had come to England ten years ago as 
Charles mistress, a good and simple maid in the beginning, 
as I believe, and of good Breton parents, who would not 
let her go to the French Court, yet were persuaded to let 
her go to the English—where, God help her ! she soon ceased 
to be either good or simple. In the year seventy-two she 
was created Duchess of Portsmouth who up to that time 
had been the Breton woman Madame K£roual (or, as she was 
called in England Madam Carwell). Three years later her 
son had been made Duke of Richmond. At the time of the 
Popish Plot she had been terrified of her life, and it was only 
at the King’s persuasion that she remained in England. I 
cannot say that she was popular with the people, for her 
coach was cried after pretty often unless she had her guards 
with her ; and this always threw her into paroxysms of 
terror. Yet she remained in England, and was treated as 
of royal blood both by Charles who loved her, and James 
who feared her. 

A couple of days later I received a message to say that Her 
Grace would receive me after supper on that same evening : 
so I put on my finest suit, and set out in a hired coach. 

The Duchess lived at this time in lodgings at the end of 
the Great Gallery in Whitehall ; and I think that of all the 
apartments I had ever set eyes on—even the royal lodgings 
themselves—this was the finest ; and no wonder, for they 
had been pulled down two or three times before she was 
satisfied, thus fulfilling tlie old proverb of Setting a Beggar 
on Horseback. I was made to wait awhile in an outer 
chamber, all as if she were royal ; and I examined the pieces 
of furniture there, and there was nothing in the Queen's 
own lodging to approach to them—so massy was the plate 
and so great and exquisitely carved the tables and chairs. 
When I was taken through at last by a fellow dressed in a 
livery like the King's own, the next room, where I was bidden 
to sit down, was full as fine. There was a quantity of tapestry 
upon the walls, of new French fabric, so resembling paintings 
that I had to touch before I was sure of them—of Versailles, 
and St. Germain, with hunting pieces and landscapes and 
exotic fowls. There were Japan cabinets, screens and pen- 
dule clocks, and a great quantity of plate, all of silver, as 
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well as were the sconces that held the candles ; and the 
ceilings were painted all over, as were His Majesty's own, I 
suppose by Verrio. 

As I sat there, considering what I should say to her, I 
heard music continually through one of the doors ; and 
when at last it was flung open and my Lady came through, 
she brought, as it were, a gust of music with her. 

I bowed very low, as I had been instructed, in spite of the 
character of the woman, and then I kneeled to kiss her hand. 
Then she sat down, and left me standing, like a servant. 

She appeared at that time to be about thirty years old, 
though I think she was far beyond this ; but she had a 
wonderfully childish face, very artfully painted and darkened 
by the eyes. I cannot deny, however, that she was very 
handsome indeed, and well set-off by her jewels and her 
silver-lace gown, cut very low so as to shew her dazzling skin. 
Her fingers too, when I kissed them, were but one mass of 
gems. Her first simplicity was gone, indeed. 

I loathed this work that I was sent on ; since it forced me 
to be civil to this spoiled creature, instead of, as I should 
have wished, naming her for what she was, to her face. How¬ 
ever, that had been done pretty often by the mob ; so I 
doubt if I could have told her anything she did not know 
already. Her voice was set very low and was a little rough ; 
yet it was not ugly at all. She spoke in French ; and so 
did I. 

“ Well, Mr. Mallock,” she said, “ I have company ; but I 
did not wish to refuse another of His Royal Highness’s 
ambassadors. What is the matter now, if you please ? ” 
Now I knew that this kind of personage loved flattery— 
for it was nothing but this that had ruined her—and that it 
could scarcely be too thick : so I framed my first sentences 
in that key : for, after all, my first business was to please 
her. 

" His Royal Highness is desolated, madam,” I said, ” be¬ 
cause he thinks he has displeased you.” 

” Displeased me ! ” she cried. ” Why, what talk is this 
of a Prince to a poor Frenchwoman ? ” 

She smiled very unpleasantly as she said this ; and nearly 
all the time I was with her, her eyes were running up and 
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down my figure. I was wearing a good ring or two also, and 
my sword-hilt was very prettily set with diamonds ; and she 
always had an eye for such things. 

“ There can be no talk of Prince and subject, madam," 
I said, " when Her Grace of Portsmouth is in question/* 

She smiled once more ; and I saw that she liked this kind 
of talk. So I gave her plenty of it. 

“ La ! la ! she said. “ This is very pretty talk. What 
is your business, sir, if you please ? ” 

It is what I have said, madam ; and nothing else upon 
my honour ! His Royal Highness is seriously discomposed." 

* Then why does he not come to see me, and ask me him¬ 
self ? ** snapped my Lady. "He hath not been these three 
months back. Why does he send a—a messenger ? ** 

(She was on the very point of saying servant; and it 
pleased me that she had not done so. I noted also in my 
mind that wounded vanity was one of the reasons for her 
behaviour, as it usually is with a woman.) 

" Madam," I said, " His Royal Highness does not come, 

I am sure, because he does not know how he would be re¬ 
ceived. It seems that Your Grace’s favour is given to 
another, altogether, now." 

“ God bless us ! " said the Duchess. " Why not say 
Monmouth and be done with it ? " 

"It is Your Grace who has named him," I said : " but 
the Duke of Monmouth is the very man." 

w 

She gave a great flirt to her fan ; and I saw b}' her face 
what I had suspected before, that it was not only with music 
that she was intoxicated. Then she jerked her pretty head. 

" Sit down, sir," she said ; and when I had done so, pleased 
at the progress I was making, she told me everything I wanted 
to know, though she did not think so herself. 

See here, Mr. Mallock : You appear an intelligent kind 
of man. Now ask yourself a question or two, and you will 
know all that I know myself. What kind of a chance, think 
you, has a Catholic as King of England, as against a Pro¬ 
testant ; and what kind of a chance, think you, has the 
Duke of York beside the Duke of Monmouth ? I speak 
freely, because from your having come on this errand, I 
suppose you are a man that can be trusted. I wonder you 
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have not seen it for yourself. His Royal Highness has no 
tact—no aplomb : he sets all against him by his lordly ways. 
He could not make a friend of any man, to save his life : he 
can never forget his royalty. He sulks there in his lodgings, 
and will not even come to see a poor Frenchwoman. And 
now, sir, you know all that I know myself." 

The woman’s ill-breeding came out very plainly when she 
spoke; and I remember even then wondering that His 
Majesty could make so much of her. But it is often the 
way that men of good breeding can never see its lack in 
others, especially in women : or will not. However I con¬ 
cealed all this from Her Grace, and let go more of my courtesy. 

" But, madam," I said, "with all the goodwill in the 
world it is Versailles to a china orange that His Royal High¬ 
ness will succeed in the event. I do not say that he will 
make as good a King as the Duke of Monmouth, nor that his 
being a Catholic will be anything but a disadvantage to 
him ; but disadvantages or no, if he is King, it is surely better 
to be upon his side, and help, not hinder him." 

I would not have dared to say such a thing to a respectable 
woman ; for it advised her, almost without disguise, to look 
to her own advantage only. 

She gave me a sharp look. 

" That is where we are not agreed," said she. 

I made a little despairing gesture with my hands. 

" Well, madam—if you do not accept facts-" 

" Why do you think the Duke of York is so sure to 
succeed ? " she asked sharply ; and I saw that I had touched 
her. 

Madam," I said, " we English are a very curious people. 
It is true that we cut off His late Majesty’s head ; but it is 
also true that we welcomed back his son with acclamation. 
We are not quick and logical as is your own glorious nation ; 
we have very much more sentimentality ; and, among those 
matters that we are sentimental about, is that of Royalty. 

I dare wager a good deal that if government by Monarchy 
goes in either of our countries, it will go in Your Grace's father- 
land first. We abuse those in high places, and we disobey 
them, and we talk against them ; yet we cling to them. 

“ And there is a second reason—" I went on rapidly ; 
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for she was at the point of speaking —“ We are a highly 
respectable nation, with all the prejudices of respectability; 
and one of these prejudices concerns His Grace of Monmouth’s 
parentage ”—(I saw her flare scarlet at that; but I knew 
what I was doing)—“ It is a foolish Pharisaic sort of preju¬ 
dice, no doubt, madam ; but it is there ; and I do not 
believe-” 

She could bear no more ; for her own son had precisely 

that bar sinister also ; and in her anger she said what I wished 
to hear. 

“ This is intolerable, sir,” she flared at me, gripping the 
arms of her chair. I do not wish to hear any more about 
your stupid English nation. It is because they are stupid 
that I do what I do. They can be led by the nose, like your 
stupid King : I can do what I will-” 

" Madam,” I entreated, and truly my accents were piteous, 
" I beg of you not to speak like that. I am a servant of 
His Majesty’s—I cannot hear such talk-” 

I rose from my chair. 

Now in that Court there was more tittle-tattle, I think, 
than in any place on God’s earth ; and she knew that well 
enough ; and understood that she had said something which 
unless she prevented it, would go straight to Charles’ ears. 
It is true that she ruled him absolutely ; but he kicked under 
her yoke a little now and then ; and if there were one thing 
that he would not brook it was to be called stupid. She 
let go of the arms of her chair, and went a little white. I 
think she had no idea till then that I was in the King’s 
service. 

” I said nothing-” she murmured. 

I stood regarding her ; and I think my manner must have 
been good. 

“ I said nothing that should be repeated,” she added, a 
little louder. 

I still kept silence. 

“You will not repeat it, Mr. Mallock ? ” 

” Madam,” I said, ” I have only one desire : and that is 
to serve His Majesty and His Majesty's lawful heir. My 
mouth can be sealed absolutely, if that end is served.” 

I said that very^slowly and deliberately. 
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I saw her breathe a little more freely. It was a piteous 
sight to see a woman so depending upon such things as a 
complexion, and whiffs of scandal, and servants' gossip. 

“ Mr. Mallock,” she said, " I cannot veer round all in a 
moment, even though I must confess that what you have 
said to me, has touched me very closely.” 

She looked at me miserably. 

Madam,” I said, for I dared not grasp at more than this, 
for fear of losing all, ” that has wiped out your words as if 
they had never been spoken.” 

I kissed her hand and went out. 

I did not go to the Duke, for I hold that, when a man has 
to sift carefully between what he must say and what he must 
not, it is best to do it on paper; but I went back to my 
lodgings and wrote to him that it was merely for her own 
advantage that the Duchess had behaved so, and because 
she thought that the Protestant succession was certain— 
her own advantage, that is to say, mingled with a little 
woman s vanity. I begged His Royal Highness therefore to 
go and see the Duchess, if he thought well, and, if possible, 
publicly, when she held her reception, before he went to Scot¬ 
land (for I was diplomat enough to know that the assuming 
he would go to Scotland would be the best persuasion to 
make him) ; and at the end I told him that I thought 
my arguments had prevailed a little with Her Grace, and 
that though she could not at once turn weathercock, he 
might take my word for it that she would not be so forward 
as she had been. But I did not tell him what argument I had 

chiefly used ; for I hold that even to such a woman as that, 
a man should keep his word. 

Everything I told the Duke in that letter fell true. The 
Duchess began to cool very much in the Protestant cause, 
though perhaps that was helped a little by Monmouth's 
having fallen under the King's displeasure : and the Duke 
^ork went two or three times to the Duchess' receptions ; 
and to Scotland on the day before Parliament met. 



CHAPTER VI 


I T was on Mr. Chiffinch's advice that I remained in 
London for the present, determining however to spend 
Christmas at Hare Street; and indeed I had plenty to do in 
making my reports to Rome on the situation. 

There was a storm brewing. From all over the country 
came in addresses to the King, as the}' were called, praying 
him to assemble Parliament, and that, not only for defence 
against Popery, but against despotism as well; and all 
these were nourished and inspired by my Lord Shaftesbury. 
His Majesty answered this by proclaiming through the 
magistrates that such addresses were contrary to the laws 
that left such things at the King’s discretion ; and the court- 
party against the country-party presently begun to send 
addresses beseeching His Majesty to defend that prerogative 
of his fearlessly. Names began to be flung about: the 
court-party called the other the party of Whigs, because of 
their whey faces that would turn all sour ; and the country- 
party nicknamed the others Tories, which was the name of 
the banditti in the wilder parts.of Ireland. So it appeared 
that whenever Parliament should meet, there w r ould be, as 
the saying is, a pretty kettle of fish to fry. 

Parliament met at last on the tw'ent}’-first of October, the 
Duke of York having set out to Scotland with a fine retinue 
on the day before ; (v'hich some thought too pointed) ; 
and the King himself opened it. 

With all my love for His Majesty I am forced to confess 
that he presented a very poor spectacle on that occasion. 
Not only did he largely yield to the popular clamour, and 
profess himself willing, within reason, to befriend any 
measures for the repression of Popery; but he stood at the 
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fire afterwards in the House of Lords, for a great while, 

warming his back and laughing with his friends. I was in 

the gallery and saw it myself. Laughter is a very good thing 

but a seemly gravity is no less good. As might be expected 

oi curs, they barked all the louder when there was no one 

to stand up to them ; and within a week, after numerous 

insulting proposals made to honour that horde of lying 

informers that had done so much mischief already, and of 

preferring such men as Dr. Tonge to high positions in the 

Church once more that Exclusion Bill of theirs came 
forward. 


t Commons passed it, as might be expected, since my 

Cord Shaftesbury had packed that House with his own 
nominees. 

I was in Whitehall on the night that it was debated in 

the Lords—four days later-—and up to ten o'clock His 

Majesty had not returned from the House; for he was 

present at that debate—a very unusual thing with him. 

1 went up and down for a little while outside His Majesty's 

lodgings; and about half-past ten I saw Mr. Chiffinch 
coming. 

His Majesty is not back yet," he said ; and presently 
he proposed that we should go to the House ourselves. 


From the little gallery whither he conducted me, I had 
a very good view of the House, and, yet more, of one of the 
strangest sights ever seen there. 

Upon the carpet that was laid by the fire, for it was a cold 
night, stood His Majesty himself with a circle of friends 
him. Now and again there came up to him one of 
the Peers for whom he had sent ; he talked to him a few 
minutes; and then let him go; for he was doing nothing 
else than solicit each of them for his vote. 

The cry was raised presently to clear the House ; and we 
went away ; for their Lordships were to record their votes ; 
and we had not stood half an hour in the court outside, 

> Cf ^ re u there Came a great cheerin S anci shouting ; followed 
hard by a great booing from the crowds that stood packed 

outside. My Lords had thrown out the Exclusion Bill by 

above two-thirds of their number—which was ninety-three. 
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Presently His Majesty came out by his private way, laughing 
and jesting aloud with two or three others. 

It was to be expected that the country-party would make 
some retort to this ; and what that retort was I heard a 
few days later, from a couple of gentlemen who came into 
the parlour at the Covent Garden tavern where I was taking 
my supper. They came in very eagerly, talking together, 
and when they had sat down, one of them turned to me. 

“You have heard the news, sir ? ” 

“ No, sir. What news ? ” 

“ My Lord Stafford is to be tried for his life." 

I did not know what political complexion these two were 
of; so I looked wise and inquired how that was known. 

“ A clerk that is in the House of Lords told me, sir. I have 
always found his information to be correct.” 

This was all very well for the clerk’s friend, thought I; 
but not enough for me ; and so soon as I had finished my 
supper and bidden them good-night I was off to Mr. CHfiinch. „ 

“ Why yes,” he said. “ It is like to be true enough. I 
had heard talk of it, but no more. It is he whom they 
have chosen as the weakest of the Five in the Tower ; and 
if they can prevail against him they will proceed against 
the rest, I suppose. I wonder who the informers will be.” 

I inquired how it was that the Peers did not resist. 

“ They fear for themselves and their places,” said Mr. 
Chifhnch. “ They will yield up anything but that, if a man 
or two will but push them hard enough. And, if they try 
my Lord, they will certainly condemn him. There is no 
question of that. To acquit him would cause a yet greater 
uproar than to refuse to hear the case at all.” 

“ And His Majesty ? ” 

Mr. Chifhnch eyed me gravely. 

“ His Majesty will never prefer his private feelings before 

the public utility.” 

“ And this is to the public utility ? ” 

“ Why yes ; or the country-party thinks it is. It is the 
best answer they can make to their rebuff on the matter of 
the Exclusion Bill.” 

The rumour proved to be perfectly true. The Five Lords 
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rememW? 1 h 7™**’ had been sent there - may be 

ab ? V ® tW0 years a S°. °n account of their 

wif f althou .f h tbe P rete nded plot professed by Oates 
was of course alleged against them. Since that time 7 Parlia¬ 
ment had been busy with other matters ; but such an oppor¬ 
tunity was now too good to be lost, of striking against P tlie 

court-party, and at the same time, of feeding the excitement 
and fanaticism of their own. 

***** came °n pretty quickly, beginning on the last 

faTmitmt 6 em,ill , ed t0 be pr6Sent ’ and obtained an Zder 

was ery f ay ’ and the first day. strangely enough 

was the birthday of my Lord Stafford himself. S > S ’ 


Westminster Hall in which the trial was held, was a very 
noble sight when all the folks were in their places. (I sat 
myself in a high gallery, in which sat, too, ambassadors and 
public ministers—at the upper end, above the King’s state) 
I couM not see that which was immediately beneath me 
" he , r t °, f tb e box in which sat His Majesty during a g^od 

sat BuMK n ° r ’ UP ° n ^ h6 left Side Where the lfdies 
p7 * 1 b , d a very g° od Vlew of the long forms on which 

tbe w f sat ’ before the state (under which was the throne) 
the wool-packs for the Judges, and the chair of the Lord 

Lorts itTeJ 1 W p 1C h h TV an f, ed 6XaCtly as in ‘be House of 
i °« i 4 t f ' Behind the Peers’ forms rose the stands 

in si t e hat U ^he°H tl }f r °° f - S '* tbe H ° USe of Commons to sit 
m so that the Hall resembled the shape of a V in its section 

™ tba '° n g a rena in the midst. The lower end held in the 

fbr d Hm to 6 ^ the P nsoner to stand at, and a place 

for him to retire into : a box for his two daughters of whom 

one was the Marchioness of Winchester ; and the proper 

places for the Lieutenant of the Tower (whence my Lord 

was brought by water), the axe-bearer, who had die edie 

LS e hta m 'f, aWay ,! r '“! th ! and .he g„„E 

the thronp ctn a ^° n eit ^ er ,^ an< ^ °f the entrance, nearer to 

UDo^the oth^r^ d l^ P ° n .u ne S,de a b ° X for the ^‘nesses, and 
upon the other, those that were called the Managers^— bein^ 

doaks'an^ att °J ncys and the ^e ; but these wfre^ S 
cloaks and swords, as were others who were with them, of 
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the parliamentary party, since they were here as representing 
the Commons, and not as lawyers first of all. 

The two first days were tedious enough; and I did not 
stay a great while ; for the articles of impeachment were 
read, and formalities discharged. One matter of interest 
only appeared ; and that was the names of the witnesses, 
when I learned for the first time that Oates and Dugdale 
and Turberville were to be the principal. I think more 
than I were astonished to hear that Dr. Oates was in this 
conspiracy too, as in so many others; and that he would 
swear, when the time came, that he had delivered to my 
Lord a commission from the Holy Father, to be paymaster 
in the famous Catholic army of which we had heard so much. 

I was much occupied too on these days in observing the 
appearance and demeanour of the prisoner, whom I could see 
very well. He was now in his seventieth year, and looked 
full his age ; but he bore himself with great dignity and 
restraint. He had somewhat of a cold look in his face; 
and indeed it was true that he was not greatly beloved by 
anybody, though respected by all. 

The principal witnesses, even before Oates, were Dugdale 
and Turberville. First these gave their general testimony— 
and afterwards their particular. Mr. Dugdale related how 
that the plot, in general, had been on hand for above fifteen 
or sixteen years ; and he repeated all the stuff that had so 
stirred up the people before, as to indulgences and pardons 
promised by the Pope to those who would kill the King. I 
must confess that I fell asleep once or twice during this 
testifying, for I knew it all by heart already. And, in parti¬ 
cular, he said that my Lord had debated with others at 
my Lord Aston's, how to kill the King : and that himself 
was present at such debates. 

A great hum broke out in the Hall, when Dugdale swore 
that he had heard with his own ears my Lord Stafford and 
others who had been present, give their assent one by one to 
the King's murder. His Majesty himself, I was told later 
by Mr. Chiffinch, retired to the back of his box to laugh, 
when he heard that said ; for neither then nor ever did he 
believe a word of it. 
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co .^ e ^ t f came Oates ; and he too reaffirmed what he had 

cukritilr, 6 ; an hU !5 dr ? d ingenious additions and parti- 

aS t0 and Peaces and this, I think, as much 

as an y thm g was the reason why so many simple folk had 
believed him in the first event. 

a Sr" T T b f^ lle ' wh0 , said wisely that he had once been 

had'^tten-mtpH how my Lord, as he had said, 

had attempted to bnbe him to kill the King and suchlike 

n0 Zr O r^% he , Said ’ had happened in France 

My Lorf Stafford questioned the prisoners a little • and 
shewed up many holes in their story. For instance he 
asked Turberville whether he had ever been in his chamber 
m P^s; and put this question through the High Steward. 

„ Xf. S ’ Pord ’ f have,” said Turberville. 

„ What kmd of a room is it ? ” asked my Lord 

I can’t remember that,” said Turberville, who before 
had sworn he had been in it many times. 

„ ^°’ sa *d my Lord, " I dare swear you can’t ” 
w«,«in". n °room" stool, .»d chair, 

to?all t} h 1 c thi -f d day ' Whi j h Was Thu rsday, my Lord was bidden 

frssthnthrrrf S6S . a r d ^ akC his dcfence and 1 must con- 
ess that he did not do this very well; for, first he made a 

great pother about this and that statute, of the 13 Charles II 

and 25 Edward—nothing of which served him at all • and 

next his witnesses did him harm rather than good-' and 

Dugdale, whom he examined was so clever and quiet and 

oath TV Sta T te “ S that jt was mere oath against 
oath. Third my Lord Stafford himself did appear a little 

confused as to whether he had known Dugdaleor not not 

be mg sure of him as he said, in his periwig ; for when 

Du ? da J« was bailiff to my Lord Aston at Tixall, he wore no 
such thing. All that he did, in regard to Dugdale was to 

Tbcl’l had^ee 1115 Witne , SS * 5 that Du ~ ’ o. when bailiff at 

Lord Hiph ci« T ean d ; shonest fellow; but then, as the 
Lord High Sheriff observed, it would scarcely be an honest 

man whom one would bribe to kill the King. 

better 6 -" for Turberv ? 1 1,e to °- he did not do much 

better, for he stood continually upon little points of no 
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importance—such points as a witness may very well mistake— 
as to where the windows of his house in Paris looked out, 
and whether the Prince of Conde lodged to right or left— 
such little points as a lawyer would leave alone, if he could 
not prove them positively. 

On the fourth and fifth day I was not present; for I had 
a great deal to do in writing my reports for Rome ; and on 
the sixth day—which was Monday—I was not there above 
an hour, for I saw that the trial would not end that day. 
But on the Tuesday I was there before ten o'clock; and at 
eleven o'clock my Lords came back to give judgment. 
It was a dark morning, as it had been at the trial of the 
Jesuits ; and the candles were lighted. 

As soon as all were seated my Lord Stafford was brought 
in ; and I observed him during all that followed. He stood 
very quiet at the bar, with his hands folded ; and although, 
before the voting was over, he must have known which way 
it was gone, he flinched never a hair nor went white at all. 
(His bringing in while the voting was done was contrary to 
the law ; but no one observed it ; and I knew nothing of it 
till afterwards.) 

The Lord High Steward first asked humble leave from 
my Lords to sit down as he spoke, as he was ailing a little, 
and then put the question to each Lord, beginning with my 
Lord Butler of Weston. 

“ My Lord Butler of Weston," said he, “ is William Lord 
Viscount Stafford guilty of the treason whereof he stands 
impeached, or not guilty ? " 

And my Lord answered in a loud voice, laying his hand 
upon his breast: 

“ Not guilty, upon my honour." 

There were in all eighty-six lords who voted ; and each 
answered, Guilty, or Not Guilty, upon his honour, as had 
done the first, each standing up in his place. At the first 
I could not tell on ’'Inch side lay the most; but as they went 
on, there could be no doubt that he was condemned. Prince 
Rupert, Duke of Cumberland, voted last, as he was of royal 
blood, and gave it against him. 

The Lord High Sheriff, who had marked down each vote 
upon a paper on his desk, now added them all up ; and there 
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was a great silence while he did this. (I could see him doing 
it from where I sat.) Then he spoke in a loud voice, raising 
his head. 

“ My Lords,” said he, " upon telling your votes I find that 
there are thirty-one of my Lords that think the prisoner not 
guilty, and fifty-five that have found him guilty—Serjeant,” 
said he ; and then I think that he was about to call for the 
prisoner, when he saw him already there. Then, before he 
spoke again, I saw the headsman turn the edge of the axe 
towards my Lord Stafford ; and a rustle of whispering ran 
through the Hall. 

" My Lord Stafford,” said the High Steward, " I have but 
heavy tidings for you : your Lordship hath been impeached 
for high treason ; you have pleaded not guilty : my Lords 
have heard your defence, and have considered of the 
evidence ; and their Lordships do find you guilty of the treason 
whereof you are impeached.” 

Then my Lord Stafford, raising his head yet higher, and 
flinching not at all, cried out: 

“ God’s holy name be praised, my Lords, for it! ” 

Then the Lord High Steward asked him why judgment 
of death should not be given on him ; and after saying that 
he had not expected it, and that he prayed God to forgive 
those that had sworn falsely against him, he went on, as 
before, upon a legal point—that was wholly without relevance 
—that he had not been forced to hold up his hand at the begin¬ 
ning as he thought to be a legal form in all trials ; and when 
he had said that, my Lords went out to consider their 
judgment. 

It was above an hour before they came back. During 
that hour my Lord Stafford was permitted to sit down in 
the box provided for him ; but no one was admitted to 
speak with him. He sat very still, leaning his head upon 
his hand. 

When all were come back again, he was made to stand up 
at the bar once more ; and his face was as resolute and quiet 
as ever. 

Then, when the Lord High Steward had answered his 
point, saying that in no way did the holding up of the hand 
affect the legality of the trial; he began to give sentence. 
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“ My part, therefore, which remains/' said he, " is a very 
sad one. For I never yet gave sentence of death upon any 
man, and am extremely sorry that I must begin with your 
Lordship." 

My Lord Nottingham was silent for an instant when he 
had said that, seeking, I think, to command his voice: and 
then he began his speech, which I think he had learned by 
heart; and it was one of the most moving discourses that I 
have ever heard, though he committed a great indecency in 
it, when he said that henceforth no man could ever doubt 
again that it was the Papists who had burned London; 
and professed himself—(though this I suppose he was bound 
to do)—satisfied with the evidence. 

When he came to give sentence, I watched my Lord 
Stafford’s face again very hard ; and he flinched never a 
hair. It was the same sentence as that to which the Jesuits 
too had listened, and many other Catholics. 

“ You go to the place," said my Lord Nottingham, " from 
whence you came ; from thence you must be drawn upon a 
hurdle to the place of execution : when you come there you 
must be hanged up by the neck there, but not till you are 
dead ; for you must be cut down alive, your bowels ripped 
up before your face and thrown into the fire. Then your 
head must be severed from your body ; and your body 
divided into four quarters, and these must be at the disposal 
of the King. And God Almighty be merciful to your soul! " 

There was a moment of silence ; and then my Lord Stafford 
answered. 

“ My Lords," he said quietly, yet so that every word was 
heard, " I humbly beseech you give me leave to speak a 
few words : I do give your Lordships hearty thanks for all 
your favours to me. I do here, in the presence of God Al¬ 
mighty, declare I have no malice in my heart to them that 
have condemned me. I know not who they are, nor desire 
to know : I forgive them all, and beseech your Lordships all 

to pray for me-" (His voice shook a little, and he was 

silent. Then he went on again. All else were as still as death.) 

" My Lords, I have one humble request to make to your 
Lordships, and that is, my Lords, that the little short time 
I have to live a prisoner, I may not be a close prisoner as I 
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have been of late; but that Mr. Lieutenant may have an 
order that my wife and children and friends may come at 
me. I do humbly beg this favour of your Lordships, which 
I hope you will be pleased to give me.” 

His voice grew very low as he ended; and I saw his lips 

shake a little. 

The Lord High Steward answered him with great feeling. 

“ My Lord Stafford,” he said—(and that was an unusual 
thing to say, for he had said before that since he was to be 
attainted he could not be called My Lord again)—“ I believe 
I may, with my Lords’ leave, tell you one thing further; 
that my Lords, as they proceed with rigour of justice, so 
they proceed with all the mercy and compassion that may 
be ; and therefore my Lords will be humble suitors to the 
King, that he will remit all the punishment but the taking off 
of your head.” 

And at that my Lord Stafford broke down altogether, and 
sobbed upon the rail; and it is a terrible thing to see an old 
man weep like that. When he could command his voice, 
he said: 

“ My Lords, your justice does not make me cry, but your 
goodness.” 

Then my Lord Nottingham stood up, and taking the staff 
of office that lay across his desk, he broke it in two halves. 
When I looked again, the prisoner was going out between his 
guards, and the axe before, with its edge turned towards him 
in token of death. 

I was at Mr. Chiffinch’s again that night to hear the news ; 
but he was not there. When he came in at last, he appeared 
very excited. Then he told me the news. 

“ They are at His Majesty already,” he said, ” that he 
cannot remit the penalty of High Treason. But the King 
swears that he will, law or no law, judges or no judges. I 
have never seen him so determined. He does not believe 
one word of the evidence.” 

“ Yet he will sign the warrant for the beheading ? ” I 
asked. 

" Why,” said Mr. Chiffinch, “ His Majesty does not wish 
to go upon his travels again.” 



CHAPTER VII 


T HE night before I went down to Hare Street,—for I went 
on Christmas Eve—I was present for the first time 
at the high supper in Whitehall, which His Majesty gave 
to the Spanish Ambassador. I had never been at such a 
ceremony before ; and went out of curiosity only, being 
given admission to one of the stands by the door, whence I 
might see it all. It would have appeared very strange to 
me that the King could be so merry, as he was that night, 
when so much innocent blood had been shed upon his own 
warrant, and when such a man, as my Lord Stafford was, 
lay in the Tower, expecting his death six days later;—had 
I not known the nature of His Majesty pretty well by now. 
For, beneath all the merriment, I think he was not very happy, 
though he never shewed a sign of it. 

I stood, as I said, upon a little scaffold to the right of the 
entrance ; and I was glad of it ; for there was a great pack 
of people crowded in, as the custom was, also to see the 
spectacle ; and they were all about me and in front, as well 
as in the gallery where the music was. 

The Banqueting Hall had its walls all hung over with 
very rich tapestry, representing all kinds of merry scenes of 
hunting and fighting and the like, and there were great 
presses along the walls, piled with plate of gold and silver. 
The music was all on the balusters above—wind-music, 
trumpets and kettledrums, that played as their Majesties 
came in, after the heralds and Black Rod. I had not had 
before an opportunity of seeing the Queen so well as I saw 
her now ; and I watched her closely, for I was sorry for the 
poor woman. She was very gloriously dressed in a pale 
brocade, with quantities of Flanders lace upon her shoulders 
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and at her elbows, that set off her little figure very well. 
She was very handsome, I thought, though so little ; and her 
complexion and her face were both very good, except that 
her teeth shewed too much as she smiled. She had, however, 
nothing of that witty or brilliant air about her that pleased 
the King so much in women ; and she sat very quietly 
throughout supper, beside the King, not speaking a great 
deal. But I thought I saw in her at first a very piteous 
desire to please him ; and he listened, smiling, as a man 
might listen to a dull child ; and, indeed, I think that that 
was all that he thought of her. His Majesty himself appeared 
very noble and gallant, in his Order of the Garter, and with 
the Golden Fleece too, over his rich suit. Both their 
Majesties wore a good number of jewels. 

Their Majesties sat at a little high table, under a state, 
with their gentlemen and ladies standing behind them ; 
and the Spaniards, with the King’s other guests at a table 
that ran down the middle of the hall, yet close enough at 
the upper end for the Ambassador and the King to speak 
together. My Lord Shaftesbury was there; and it was 
strange to see him, I knowing how much he was privately 
under His Majesty’s displeasure, and Prince Rupert, very 
fat and pale and stupid ; and Sir Thomas Killigrew and a 
score of others. His Majesty was served by the Lords and 
pensioners ; and the rest by pages and the like, and gentle¬ 
men. About the middle of the dinner toasts were drunk— 
and first of all His Majesty’s, and the trumpets sounded and 
the music played, all standing, and when they were sat down 
again I heard the guns shot off at the Tower ; and I thought 
of him who lay there, and how he heard them near at hand, 
and how he might have been here, supping with the Spaniards, 
had he not fallen under the popular displeasure on account 
of his religion. It was a wonderful thing to see the toast 
drunk, all that company standing upon its feet, and shouting. 

When the banquet came in, and the French wines, a very 
curious scene of disorder presently began—these gentlemen 
flinging the dessert about and at one another, for they were 
beginning to be a little drunk: and I saw Killigrew fling a 
bunch of raisins at one of the Spaniards, in sport. His 
Majesty sat smiling throughout, not at all displeased ; but 
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not drunk at all himself; and indeed he seldom or never 
drank to excess nor gamed to excess, though he loved to see 
others do so. 


At the end, when all was finished, a choir under the direc¬ 
tion of the King’s Master of Music sang a piece very sweetly 
from the gallery, with the wind music sounding softly; but 
no one paid the least attention ; and then we all stood up 
again, such as had seats on the scaffolds, to see their Majesties 
go out. But such a scene as it all was, when the fruit and 
sweetmeats were flung about would not have been tolerated 
in Rome, nor, I think in any Court in Europe. 

The next morning, very early, James and I set out for 
Hare Street. 


Now the determination had been forming in my mind for 
some weeks past, that I would delay no longer in that which 
lay nearer to my heart by now, I think, than all politics or 
missions or anything else ; and that was to ask my Cousin 
Dolly if she would have me or no ; and all the way down to 
Hare Street I was considering this and rehearsing what I 
should say. I still had some hesitation upon the point, for 
I remembered how strange and shy she had been when I 
had last been there, and had thought it to be because perhaps 
she believed that she was being flung at me by her father. 
But the memory of my jealousy had worked upon me very 
much—that jealousy, I mean, that I had had when His 
Grace of Monmouth had come and made his pretty speeches; 
and I was all but resolved to put all to the test, one way or 
the other. I had thought of her continually : in all that I 
had seen—in even the sorrowful affair in Westminster Hall 
and the merry business a fortnight after at the supper—I 
had seen it, so to say, all through her eyes and wondered 
how she would judge of it all, and wished her there. The 
sting of my jealousy indeed was gone : I reproached my¬ 
self for having thought ill of her even for a moment; yet 
the warmth was still there ; and so it was in this mood 
that I came at last to the house, at supper-time. 

It was extraordinary merry and pretty within. Neither 
was below stairs when I came ; for my Cousin Tom was in 
the cellar, and my Cousin Dolly in the kitchen ; and when 
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I went into the Great Chamber it was all untenanted. But 
the walls were hung all over with wreaths and holly: and 
there were wax candles in the sconces all ready for lighting 
the next day. But the parlour, where were the hangings 
of the Knights of the Grail was even more pretty ; for 
there were hung streamers across the ceiling, from corner 
to corner, and a great bunch of mistletoe united them at 
the centre. 

As I was looking at this my Cousin Dolly ran in, her 
hands all over flour; and as I saw her—“ Here,” I said to 
myself, “ is the place where it shall be done.” 

She could not touch me or kiss me, because of the flour; 
but she permitted me to kiss her, my cold lips against her 
warm cheek; and her eyes were as stars for merriment. 
There is something very strange and mystical about Christ¬ 
mas, to me—(which I think is why the Puritans were so 
savage against it)—for I suppose that the time in which 
our Lord was born as a little Child, makes children of us 
all, that we may understand Him better. 

” Well, you are come then ! ” said Dolly to me—“ and 
we not ready for you.” 

” I am ready enough for home,” said I. And she smiled 
very friendly at me for that word. 

" I am glad you call it that,” said she. 

There was but a little dried fish and rice for supper that 
night, as it was a fast day ; but the supper of Christmas 
Eve is always a kind of sacramental for me, when midnight 
mass is to follow. There was no midnight mass for us that 
Christmas, nor any mass at all; though I suppose it was 
celebrated as usual in the Ambassadors' chapels, and the 
Queen's : yet the supper had yet that air of mystery and 
expectancy about it. 

“ We are all to dance to-morrow night,” said Dolly. 

” So that is why the floor is cleared in the Great Chamber,” 
1 said. 

She nodded at me. She looked more of a child than I 
had ever seen her. 

” Will you dance with me, Dolly ? ” I asked. 

” Yes,” she said, “ but my first is with my father.” 
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I told them presently, though it was but a melancholy 

tale for Christmas Eve, of my Lord Stafford’s trial, and all 

that I had seen there; and of the supper last night in 
Whitehall. 

" M y Lord is to be beheaded in five days," I said. " We 
must pray for his soul. He will die as bravely as he has 
lived ; I make no doubt." 

" And you have no doubt of his innocence ? ” asked Cousin 
Tom. 

I stared on him. 

Why no, I said, " nor any man, except those paid to 
believe his guilt." 

He pressed me to tell him more of what I had seen in 

London ; and whether I had seen the Duke of Monmouth 
again. 

He is in Holland," I said, " under His Majesty’s dis¬ 
pleasure. But I saw Her Grace of Portsmouth." 

“ Why, that is his friend, is it not ? " asked Tom. 

"Yes," I said, " and a poor friend to his father and the 
Duke of York." 

The next night was a very merry one. 

We had dined at noon as usual: and that was pretty 
merry too ; for all the servants dined with us, and the men 
from the farm and their wives. It was sad to have had 
no mass at all; and all that we had instead of it was the 
sound of the bells from Hormead, from the church that 
had been our own a hundred and fifty years ago—which 
was worse than nothing. At dinner we observed the usual 
ceremonial, with the drinking of healths and the burning 
of candles ; and Dolly and her father and her maid sang a 
grace at the beginning and end—with a carol or two after¬ 
wards that was a surprise to me. It was very homely and 
friendly and Christian ; and I saw my man James with his 
arm around one of the dairymaids—which is pretty Christian 
too, I think. We kept it up till it was near time to get supper 
ready, telling of stories all the while about the fire in the 
old way. Some of them were poor enough ; but some were 
good. Dick, the cow-man, whom we had long suspected 
of poaching, exposed himself very sadly, when the ale was 
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in him, by relating a number of poaching tricks I had never 
heard before. One was of how to catch stares, or shepsters, 
when they fly up and down, as they do before lodging in a 
thicket. Then you must turn out, said Dick, a quick stare 
with a limed thread of three yards long, when she will fly 
straight to the rest, and, flocking among them, will infallibly 
bring down at least one or two, and perhaps five or six, all 
entangled in her thread. And another was how to take wild 
ducks. Go into the water, said he, up to the neck, with a 
pumpkin put over your head, and whilst the ducks come up 
to eat the seeds, you may take them by the legs and pull 
them under quietly, one by one, till they be drowned. But 
I would not like to do that in cold weather ; and indeed it 
seems to me altogether like that other method by which you 
take larks by a-putting of salt upon their tails. I asked Dick, 
very serious, whether he had tried that plan ; and he said 
he had not, but that a friend had told him of it ; and the 
company became very merry. 

There were other tales too, more grave than these, of 
sacrilege, and suchlike. One, which my man James told, 
was of a man who took an altar stone from an old church, to 
press cheeses with; but the cheeses ran blood ; so they took 
it from that and put it in the laundry to bat the linen on. 
But at night, such a sound of batting was heard continually 
from the laundry—and no one there—that the man took 
it back again to the church, and buried it in the churchyard. 
And another was of two men who had thrown down a village- 
cross upon a bowling-green ; and when one of them next 
day tried to move it from there, for the playing—he being a 
very strong man, and lifting it on end—it fell upon him, 
backwards, and crushed his breast, so that he never spoke 
again. And there were many tales told of church-lands ; 
and how my Lord Strafford, that was beheaded, before his 
death told his son to get rid of them all, for that they brought 
a curse always upon them that held them. And there was 
another story told at the end by a man from the farm who 
had been in London at the time, and had seen it for himself— 
how my Lords Castlehaven and Arran, in St. James’ Park, 
did, for a wager, kill a strong buck in His Majesty's presence, 
by running on foot, and each with a knife only. They took 
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nearly three hours to do it in, but the wager was for six, so 
they won that. They killed him at last in Rosamund’s 
Pond, having driven him in there with stones. I could well 
believe this latter tale, and that the thing had been done in 
the King’s presence, having seen what I had at supper two 
nights before. 

When we came into the Great Chamber after supper all 
was ready for the dancing ; and Mr. Thompson, who was 
the Hormead schoolmaster, and a concealed Catholic— 
though he went to the church with the children and did 
teach them their religion, for his living—was at the spinet 
to which we were to dance. There was a fellow also to play 
the fiddle, and another for a horn. 

The dancing was very pretty to see ; and we did a great 
number, beginning as the custom is, with country dances; 
and it was in the first of these that my Cousin Dolly did 
dance with her father, and I with Dolly’s maid. We were all 
dressed too, not indeed in our best, but in our second best— 
with silk stockings, and the farm men and the maids were 
in their Sunday clothes. But each one had put on some¬ 
thing for the occasion ; one had a pair of buckled shoes of 
a hundred years old, and another an old ring. My Cousin 
Tom and I wore our own hair, and no periwigs. My Cousin 
Dolly was very pretty in her grey sarcenet, with her little 
pearls, and her hair dressed in a new fashion. 

It was all very sweet to me, for it was so natural and 
without affectation ; and it all might have been a hundred 
years ago before the old customs went out and the new came 
in from France, in which men pay dancers to dance, instead 
of doing it for themselves. The room was very well decked, 
and the candles lighted all round the walls ; and when some 
of the greenery fell down and was trodden underfoot, the 
smell of it was very pleasant. A little fire was on the hearth 
—not great, lest we should be too hot. 

We danced country dances first, as I have said ; and then 
my Cousin Dolly shewed us one or two town dances, and I 
danced a sarabande in her company ; but then as the rest 
of the folk liked the country dances the best, we went back 
to these. 
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Presently I saw my Cousin Dolly go out, and went after 
her to ask if she needed anything. 

“No,” said she, “ only to get cool again.” 

“ Come into the parlour,” said I; and made her come 
with me. This too had a couple of candles burning over the 
hearth, and a little fire, for any who wished to come in ; 
but it was empty, for even my Cousin Tom was disporting 
himself next door in a round dance that had but just 
begun. 

Then it was that all my resolution came to a point; for all 
circumstances looked that way—my determination to speak, 
the blessed time of Christmas, the extraordinary kindness of 
Dolly to me all day, and the very place empty, yet lighted 
and waiting, as if by design. 

For a moment after she had sat down on one side of the 
hearth, and I on the other, I could not speak; for I seemed 
to myself all shaking, and again she looked such a child, with 
her pale cheeks flushed with the exercise, and her eyes alight 
with merriment. All went before me in that moment—my 
old thought that I was to be a monk, my leaving the novi¬ 
tiate, my mission from Rome, such as it was, and the work 
I had been able to do for the King. To all this I must say 
good-bye ; and yet this price I should pay seemed to me 
scarcely to be considered as weighed against this little maid. 
So it went by me like a picture, and was gone, and I looked 
up. 

There was that in my air, I suppose, and the way I looked 
at her, that told her what my meaning was ; for before 
I had spoken even a syllable she was on her feet again, and 
the flush was stricken from her face. 

“ Oh ! no ! Cousin Roger,” she cried. “ No, no, Cousin 
Roger ! ” 

“ It is Yes, Yes, Cousin Dolly,” said I. " Or at least I 
hope so.” (I said this with more assurance than I shewed, 
for if I was sure of anything it was that she loved me in 
return. And I stood up and leaned on the chimney-breast.) 
She stood there, staring on me ; and the flush crept back. 
" What have I said ? " she whispered. 

You need say nothing more, my dear, except what I 
bid you. My dear love, you have guessed just what it was 
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that I had to say. Sit down again, if you please. Cousin, 
while I tell you.” 

As I looked at her, a very curious change came across her 
face. I saw it at once, but I did not think upon it till after¬ 
wards. She had been a very child just now, in her terror 
that I should speak—just that terror, I should suppose, that 
every maid must have when a man first speaks to her of 
love. Yet, as I looked, that terror went from her face, and 
her wide eyes narrowed a little as she brought down her 
brows, and her parted lips closed. It was, I thought, just 
that she had conquered herself, and set herself to hear what 
I had to say, before answering me as I wished. She moved 
very slowly back to her chair, and sat down, crossing her 
hands on her lap. That was all that I thought it was, 
so little did I know women’s hearts, and least of all 
hers. 

I remained yet a moment longer, leaning my forehead on 
my hand, and my hand flat upon the tapestry, staring into 
the red logs, and considering how to say what I had to say 
with the least alarm to her. I felt—though I am ashamed 
to say it—as it were something of condescension towards 
her. I knew that it was a good match for her, for had not 
her father drilled that into me by a hundred looks and hints ? 
I knew that I was something considerable, and like to be 
more so, and that I was sacrificing a good deal for her sake. 
And then a kind of tenderness came over me as I thought 
how courageous she was, and good and simple, and I put 
these other thoughts away, and turned to her where she sat 
with the firelight on her chin and brows and hair, very rigid 
and still. 

" Dolly, my dear,” I said, “ I think you know what I have 
to say to you. It is that I love you very dearly, as you must 
have seen-” 

She made a little quick movement as if to speak. 

“ Wait, cousin,” I said, “till I have done. I tell you that 
I love you very dearly, and honour you, and can never 
forget what you did for me. And I am a man of a very 
considerable estate and a Catholic ; so there is nothing to 
think of in that respect. And your father too will be pleased, 
I know ; and we are——='* 
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Again she made that little quick movement; and I 
stopped. 

" Well, my dear ? ” 

She looked up at me very quietly. 

“ Well, Cousin Roger ; and what then ? ” 

That confused me a little ; for I had thought that she 
had understood. And then I thought that perhaps she too 
was confused. 

" Why, my dear,” I said very patiently as I thought, as 
one would speak to a child, “lam asking you if you will be 
my wife.” 

I turned away from the fire altogether, and faced her, 
thinking I should have her in my arms. But at first she 
said nothing at all, but sat immovable, scrutinizing me, I 
thought, as if to read all that was in my head and heart. 
But it was all new to me, for what did I know of love except 
that it was very strange and sweet ? So I waited for her 
answer. That answer came. 

** Cousin Roger,” she said in a very low voice, ” I am very 
sorry you have spoken as you have-” 

I straightened myself suddenly and looked at her more 
closely. She had not moved at all, except her face. A 
kind of roaring murmur began to fill my ears. 

” Because,” said she—and every word of hers now was 

pain to me—” because there is but one answer that I can give 
which is No.” 

” Why-” cried I. 

“ You have spoken very kindly and generously. But_” 

and at this her voice began to ring a little—” but I am not 
what you think me—a maid to be flung at the head of any 
man who will choose to take her.” 

” Cousin ! ” cried I; and then she was on her feet too, 
her face all ablaze. 

Yes, Cousin ! ” cried she ; ” and never any more than 
that. You have acted very well, Cousin Roger ; and I thank 
you for that compliment—that you thought it worth while to 
play the part—and for your great kindness to a poor country 
maid. I had thought it to be all over long ago—before 
you went away ; or I would not have behaved as I have. 
But since you have considered it again carefully, and chosen 
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to—to insult me after all; I have no answer at all to give, 
except No, a thousand times over.” 

“ Why, Cousin-” I began again. 

She stamped her foot. I could not have imagined she 
could be so angry. 

"Wait till I have done,” she said—“ I do not know what 
my father thinks of me; but I suppose that you and he 
have designed all this; and led me on to make a fool of 
myself—Oh ! Let me go ! let me go ! ” 

Oh ! the triple fool that I was ! Yet who had ever taught 
me the ways of love, or what women mean, or what their 
hearts are like ? If I had been one half the man that I 


thought myself, I would have seized her there, and forced 
back her foolishness with kisses, and vowed that, conspirator 
or not, she must have me ; that we knew one another too 
well to play false coin like this. Or I should have blazed 
at her in return ; and told her that she lied in thinking I 
was as base as that. Why, I should have just borne myself 
like a lover to whom love is all, and dignity and wounded 
pride nothing ; for what else is there but love, sacred or 
profane, in the whole world that God has made ? If I had 
done that ! If only I had done that then ! But I suppose 
that I was no lover then. 


So I drew back, smarting and wounded ; and let her go 
by ; and a minute later I heard the door of her chamber 
slam behind her, and the key turn. 


For myself I went out very slowly, five minutes after, 
and upstairs to my own chamber, and began to consider 
what things I must take with me on the morrow ; for I would 
not stay another day in the house where I had been so 
insulted and denied. 


CHAPTER VIII 


P RIDE is a very good salve, when one has no humility ; 

and it was Pride that I applied to myself to heal 
the wounds I had. 

I came down again to the Great Chamber, half an hour 
later, very cold and dignified, and danced again, like the 
solemn fool that I was, first with one and then with another ; 
and all the while I told myself, like the prophet that " I did 
well to be angry " ; and that I would shew her that no man, 
of my ability, could depend upon any mere woman for his 
content. Yet the pain at my heart was miserable. 

It is very near incredible to me now how I, who truly knew 
something of the world, and of men and of affairs, could be 
so childish and ignorant in a matter of this sort. In truth 
this was what I was ; I knew nothing of true love at all ; 
how therefore should I be a proper lover ? I saw my Cousin 
Tom, who mopped himself a great deal, eyeing me now 
and again ; and he presently came up and asked me where 
Dolly was. 

"In her chamber, I think," said I, with my nose in the 
air ; and with such a manner that he said no more. 

It was enough to break my heart to continue dancing; 
but it was the task I had set myself upstairs ; and till near 
ten o’clock we continued to dance—but no Dolly to help 
us. I had even determined how I should bear myself if she 
came—and how superb should be my dignity ; but she did 
not come to see it. We ended with singing " Here’s a health 
unto His Majesty " ; and I took care that my voice should 
be loud so that she should hear it. (I had even, poor fool 
that I was I walked heavily past her chamber-door just 
now, that she might hear me go.) 

14 * 
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When all were gone away at last, I waited for my Cousin 
Tom, and then went with him into the parlour; where I 
told him very briefly all that had passed, with the same 
dignity that I had set myself to preserve. I even spoke 
in a high sort of voice, to shew my self-command and detach¬ 
ment. My Cousin Tom appeared as if thunderstruck. 

Good God ! " said he. " The minx ! to behave like 
that! " 

“ It is no longer any concern of mine, ,, I said. “ For 
myself I shall go back to town to-morrow." 

" But-" began he. 

My dear Cousin,” I said, " it is the only thing that I 
can do—to set to work again. Mistress Dorothy must 
recover herself alone. I could not expect her to tolerate 
such a personage as I must appear in her eyes." 

" But you will come back again," said Tom. “ And I’ll 
talk to the chit as she deserves." 

I preserved my lofty attitude. ' 

" That again," said I, "is no concern of mine. And as 
for coming back, when Mistress Dorothy has found her a 
husband whom she can respect—we may perhaps consider it." 

He sat very silent for a while after that; and I know now, 
thougli I did not know then, what was the design he was 
considering—at least I suppose it was then that he saw it 
clear before him. At the time I thought he was giving his 
attention to myself; and I wondered a little that he did 
not press me again to stay, though I would not have done 
so. 

It was a very desolate morning when I awakened next 
day, and knew what had happened, and that I must go 
away again from the house I had learned so much to love; 
but there was no help for it; and, as I put on my clothes, I 
put on my pride with them ; and came down very cold and 
haughty to get my " morning " as we called it, in the dining¬ 
room before riding ; and there in the dining-room was my 
Cousin Dolly, whom I had thought to be in her chamber, 
as the door was shut when I came past it. 

We bade one another good morning very courteously 
indeed ; but we gave no other salute to one another. She 
knew last night that I was going, as my Cousin Tom had 
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told her maid to tell her; and I was surprised that she was 
there. Presently I had an explanation of it. 

Cousin Roger, said she, " I was very angry last night ; 
and I wished to tell you I was sorry for that, and for the 
hard words I used, before you went away." 

I bowed my head very dignifiedly. 

" And I* too," I said, " must ask your pardon for so taking 
you by surprise. I thought-" and then I ceased. 

She had looked a little white and tired, I thought ; but 
she flushed again with anger when I said that. 

“ Y °u thought it would be no surprise," she said. 

I did not say so, Cousin," said I. "You have no right 
to interpret-" 

" But you thought it." 

I drank my ale. 

" Oh ! what you must think of me ! " she cried in a sudden 
passion ; and ran out of the room. 

I think that was the most disconsolate journey I have ever 

taken. It was a cold morning, with a fine rain falling : 

my man James was disconsolate too (and I remembered the 

dairy-maid, when I saw it), and I was leaving the one place 

I had begun to think of as my home, and her who had so 

much made it home to me. I had not even seen her again 

before I went j and our last words had been of anger ) 

and of that chopping kind of argument that satisfies no 
one. 

I tried to distract myself with other thoughts—of what I 
was going to ; for I had determined to go straight to White¬ 
hall and ask for some employment; yet back and back again 
came the memories, and little scenes of the house, and the 
appearance of the Great Chamber when it was all lit up, and 
of the figure of that little maid who had so angered me, and 
the way she carried her head, and the turns of her hand— 
and how happy we all were yesterday about this time. 
However, I need not enlarge upon that. Those that have 
ever so suffered will know what I thought, without more 
words ; and those who have not suffered would not under¬ 
stand, though I used ten thousand. And every step of all 
the way to London, which we reached about six o’clock. 
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spoke to me of her with whom I had once ridden along it. 
As we came up into Covent Garden I turned to my man 
James and gave him more confidence than I had ever given 
to him before for I think that he knew what had happened. 

James, said I, this is a very poor home-coming; 
but it is not my fault.” 


Though fortune so far had been against me, I must confess 
that it favoured me a little better afterwards, for when I 
went in to Mr. Chiffinch's on the next morning, he gave me 
the very news that I wished to hear. 


Mr. Mallock,” he said, “ you are the very man I most 
wished to see. There is a great pother in France again. I 
do not know all the ins and outs of the affair; but His 
Majesty is very anxious. He spoke of you only this morning, 
Mr. Mallock.” 


My heart quickened a little. In spite of my pain it was 
a pleasure to hear that His Majesty had spoken of me; for 
I think my love to him was very much more deep, in one 
way, though not in another, than even to Dolly herself. 

** Mr. Chiffinch,” said I, “I will be very plain with you. 

I have had a disappointment; and I came back to town-” 

He whistled, with a witty look. 

“ The pretty cousin ? ” he said. 

I could not afford to quarrel with him, but I could keep 
my dignity. 

“ That is my affair, Mr. Chiffinch. However—there is 
the fact. I am come to town for this very purpose—to 
beg for something to do. Will His Majesty see me ? ” 

He looked at me for an instant; then he thought better, 
I think, of any further rallying. 

” Why I am sure he will. But it will not be for a few 
days yet. There is a hundred businesses at Christmas. Can 
you employ yourself till then ? ” 

" I can kick my heels, I suppose,” said I, " as well as any 
man.” 


“ That will do very well,” said Mr. Chiffinch. " But I 
warn you, that I think it will be a long affair. His Majesty 
hath entangled himself terribly, and Monsieur Barillon is 
furious.” 
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" The longer the better/ 1 said I. 

On the twenty-ninth I went down to see my Lord Stafford 
die. I was in so distracted a mood that I must see some¬ 
thing, or go mad; for I had heard that it would not be 
until the evening of that day that His Majesty would see 
me, and that I must be ready to ride for Dover on the next 
morning. Mr. Chiffinch had told me enough to shew that 
the business would be yet more subtle and delicate than the 
last; and that I might expect some very considerable recog¬ 
nition if I carried it through rightly. I longed to be at it. 
One half of my longing came from the desire to occupy my 
mind with something better than my poor bungled love- 
affairs ; and the other half from a frantic kind of determina¬ 
tion to shew my Mistress Dolly that I was better than she 
thought me; and that I was man enough to attend to my 
affairs and carry them out competently, even if I were not 
man enough to marry her. It must be understood that I 
shewed no signs of this to anyone, and scarcely allowed it 
even to myself; but speaking with that honesty which 
I have endeavoured to preserve throughout all these memoirs, 
I am bound to say that my mind was in very much that 
condition of childish anger and resentment. I had a name 
as a strong man : God only knew how weak I was ; for I did 
not even know it myself. 

There was a great crowd on Tower Hill to see my Lord 
Stafford's execution; for not only was he well known, 
although, as I have said, not greatly beloved; but the 
rumours were got about—and that they were true enough I 
knew from Mr. Chiffinch—that he had said very strange 
things about my Lord Shaftesbury, and how he could save 
his own life if he willed, not by confessing anything of which 
he himself had been accused, but by relating certain matters 
in which my Lord Shaftesbury was concerned. However, 
he did not; yet the tale had gone about that perhaps he 
would ; and that a reprieve might come even upon the 
scaffold itself. 

When I came to Tower Hill on horseback, about nine 
o'clock, the crowd covered the most of it; but I drove my 
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horse thr °ugh a little so that I could have a fair sight both 

wS th aff ° d ’ and ° f thC Way ' kept Clear b y ^Idiere, along 
which the prisoner must come. 6 

I had not been there above a few minutes, when a com¬ 
pany went by, and in the midst the two sheriffs, on horseback 
whose business it was to carry through the execution; and 
they drew up outside the gate, to preserve the liberties of 
the Tower. While they were waiting, I watched those 
that were upon the scaffold—two writers to take down all 

, was . sald '' and the headsman with his axe in a cloth 
—but this he presently uncovered—and the block which he 
laid down upon the black baize put ready for it, and for the 
prisoner to lie down upon. Then the coffin was put up 

behind, with but the two letters W. S. as I heard afterwards : 
and the year 1680. 

Then, as a murmur broke out in the crowd, I turned; 

and there was my Lord coming along, walking with a staff’ 

between his guards, with the sheriffs—of whom Mr. Cornish 

was one and Mr. Bethell the other—and the rest following 
alter. 


When my Lord was come up on the scaffold, the headsman 
had gone again ; but he asked for him and gave him some 
money at which the man seemed very discontented, where- 

is a very curious custom 
th ls but I think it is that the headsman may strike straight, 
and not make a botch of it. 

When my Lord turned again I could see his face very 
plainly. He wore a peruke, and his hat upon that. He 
was in a dark suit, plain but rich ; and had rings upon his 
fingers, which I could see as he spoke. He was wonderfully 
upright for a man of his age ; and his face shewed no per¬ 
turbation at all, though it was more fallen than I had 
thought. 

He read all his speech, very clearly, from a paper he took 
out of his pocket ; but as he delivered copies of it to the 
Sheriffs and the writers—(and it was put in print, too, on 
the very same day by two o’clock)—I need not give it here. 
He declared his innocence most emphatically ; calling God 
to witness \ and he thanked God that his death was come 
on him in such a way that he could prepare himself well for 
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eternity j but he did not thank the King for remitting the 
penalties of treason, as he might have done. He made no 
great references, as was expected that he would, to dis¬ 
closures that he might have made ; but only in general terms. 
He denied most strongly that it was any part of the Catholic 
Religion to give or receive indulgences for murder or for any 
other sin ; and he ended by committing his soul into the 
hands of Jesus Christ, by whose merits and passion he hoped 
to be saved. His voice was thin, but very clear for so old 
a man , and the crowd listened to him with respect and 
attention. . I think all those Catholic deaths and the speeches 
that the prisoners make will by and by begin to affect public 
opinion, and lead men to reflect that those who stand in the 
immediate presence of God, are not likely, one after another, 
to go before Him with lies upon their lips. 

When he was done he distributed the copies of his speech, 

and then presently kneeled down, and read a prayer or two. 

They were in Latin, but I could not hear the words 
distinctly. 

When he rose up again, all observing him, he went to the 
rail and spoke aloud. 

“God bless you, gentlemen ! ” he said. " God preserve His 

Majesty ; he is as good a prince as ever governed you ; obey 

him as faithfully as I have done, and God bless you all, 
gentlemen! " 

It was very affecting to hear him speak so, for he did it 
very emphatically ; but even then one of their ministers 
that was on the scaffold would not let him be. 

Sir/' he asked, speaking loud all across the scaffold, 

“ do you disown the indulgences of the Romish Church ? " 

My Lord turned round suddenly in a great passion. 

Sir ! he cried. “ What have you to do with my reli¬ 
gion ? However, I do say that the Church of Rome allows 

no indulgences for murder, lying and the like ; and whatever 
I have said is true/' 

What ! cried the minister. " Have you received no 
absolution ? ” 

I have received none at all," said my Lord, more quietly ; 
meaning of the kind that the minister meant, for I have no 
doubt at all that he made his confession in the Tower. 
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“ You said that you never saw those witnesses ? ” asked 
the^ minister, who, I think, must have been a little uneasy. 

" 1 never saw any of them,” said my Lord, " but Dugdale ; 
and that was at a time when I spoke to him about a foot- 
boy." (This was at Tixall, when Dugdale was bailiff there 
to my Lord Aston.) 

They let him alone after that ; and he immediately began 
to prepare himself for death. First he took off his watch 
and his rings, and gave them to two or three of his friends 
who were on the scaffold with him. Then he took his staff 
which was against the rail, and gave that too ; and last his 
crucifix, which he took, with its chain, from around his 
neck. 

His man then came up to him, and very respectfully helped 
him off with his peruke first, and then his coat, laying them 
one on the other in a corner. My Lord’s head looked very 
thin and shrunken when that was done, as it were a bird’s 
head. Then his man came up again with a black silk cap 
to put his hair under, which was rather long and very grey 
and thin ; and he did it. And then his man disposed his 
waistcoat and shirt, pulling them down and turning them 
back a little. 

Then my Lord looked this way and that for an instant; 
and then went forward to the black baize, and kneeled on it, 
with his man’s help, and then laid himself down flat, putting 
his chin over the block which was not above five or six inches 
high. 

Yet no one moved—and the headsman stood waiting in 
a corner, with his axe. One of the sheriffs—Mr. Cornish, I 
think it was—said something to the headsman ; but I could 
not hear what it was ; and then I saw my Lord kneel upright 
again, and then stand up. I think he was a little deaf, and 
had not heard what was said. 

“ Why, what do you want ? ” he said. 

" What sign will you give ? ” asked Mr. Cornish. 

“No sign at all. Take your own time. God’s will be 
done,” said my Lord ; and again applied himself to the 
block, his man helping him as before, and then standing back. 

“ I hope you forgive me,” said the headsman, before he 
was down. 
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" I do,” said my Lord ; and that was the last word that he 
spoke; for the headsman immediately stepped up, so soon 
as he was down, and with one blow cut his head all off, 
except a bit of skin, which he cut through with his knife. 

Then he lifted up the head, and carried it to the four 
sides of the scaffold by the hair, crying : 

" Here is the head of a traitor,” as the custom was. My 
Lord's face looked very peaceful. 

I rode home again alone, thinking of what I had seen, and 
the innocent blood that was being shed, and wondering 
whether this might not be the last shed for that miserable 
falsehood. But even after that sight, the thought of my 
Cousin Dorothy was never very far away ; and before I was 
home again I was once more thinking of her more than of 
that from which I was just come, or of that to which I was 
going, for I was to see His Majesty that evening and so to 
France next day. 



PART III 

CHAPTER I 


I T was on a very stormy evening, ten months later, 
that I rode again into London, on my way from Rome 
and Paris. 

Now, here again, I must omit altogether, except on one 
or two very general points, all that had passed since I had 
gone away on the day after my Lord Stafford's execution on 
Tower Hill. It is enough to say that I had done my business 
in Pans very much to His Majesty’s satisfaction, as well as 
to that of others ; and that M. Barillon himself had urged 
me to stay there altogether, saying that I could make a 
career for myself there (as the Romans say), such as I could 
never make in England. But I would not, though I must 
confess that I was very much tempted to it; and I know 
now, though I did not know it altogether then, that there 
were just two things that prevented me—and these were 
that His Majesty and my Cousin Dorothy were in England 
and not France. 

Of my Cousin Dorothy I had heard scarcely anything at 
all; for the last letter I had had from Hare Street was at 
Eastertide ; and Tom said not very much about his daughter, 
except that she was pretty well; and that he thought of 
taking her to town in the summer for a little. The rest of 
his letter was, two-thirds of it all about Hare Street and the 
lambs and how the fruit promised ; and one third of the affairs 
of the kingdom. 

These affairs, of which I learned from other sources besides 
my Cousin Tom, were, in brief, as follows. 
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His Majesty, for the first time, since he had come to the 
throne, had shewn an extraordinary open courage in dealing 
with the country-party. (I must confess that my success 
in France was not wholly without connection with this. 
He was so much strengthened in French affairs that he felt, 
I suppose, that he could act more strongly at home.) 

First, in January, he had dissolved the Parliament that 
had threatened the exclusion of the Duke of York, and that 
would vote him no money till he would yield. First he pro¬ 
rogued it, though there was a great clamour in his very 
presence ; and then he dissolved it, coming in so early in 
the morning that none suspected his design. 

Then he summoned a new Parliament to meet at Oxford : 
for at Oxford he knew he would have the support of the 
city, whereas at London he had not. That Parliament at 
Oxford will never be forgotten, I think ; for it was more 
like an armed camp than a Parliament. Both parties went 
armed. My Lord Shaftesbury, in order to rouse the feeling 
on his side, went there in a borrowed coach without his 
liveries, as if he feared arrest or even death. But His 
Majesty answered that by himself going with all his guards 
about him, as if for the same reason. There were continual 
brawls in the city, and duels too. The parties went about 
like companies of cats and dogs, snarling and spitting at one 
another continually; and so fierce was the feeling that 
nothing could be done. My Lord Shaftesbury's creatures 
were still strong enough to hold their own ; and at last His 
Majesty did the bravest thing he had ever done. He caused 
a sedan-chair to be brought privately to his lodgings, and his 
crown and robes to be put in there. Then he went in himself, 
and away to where the House of Lords was sitting, and before 
anyone could utter a word, he dissolved the Parliament 
once more, and altogether, and never again summoned 
another. 

But that was not all. 

First, it appeared as if even His Majesty himself was 
frightened at what he had done, for he allowed my Lord 
Archbishop of Armagh, Dr. Oliver Plunket, to be convicted 
and executed in London, clean contrary to all evidence or 
right or justice—just because he was a Papist, and the popular 
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cry had been raised against him that he was conspiring to 
bring the French over to Ireland, whereas he was a good and 
kindly old man, who lived in the greatest simplicity and 
neither did nor designed harm to any living creature. (I 
do not know whether it was the name France that frightened 
the King ; but certainly at that time I was engaged on his 
behalf in some transactions with that country which would 
have ruined him had they ever been known.) But then he 
recovered himself, after the sacrifice of one more Catholic, 
and did what he should have done a great while ago, and 
caused my Lord Shaftesbury to be arrested and sent to the 
Tower on a charge of fomenting insurrection, which was 
precisely what my Lord had been doing for the last two 
years at least. 

But His Majesty’s scheme fell through; for the sheriffs, 
who were Whigs, and on my Lord’s side, therefore, packed 
the grand jury of the City and acquitted him. 

Then there was another affair of which I, in my business 
in France, saw something of the other side. My negotiations 
were coming to a successful end, when news came over to 
Paris that the Prince William of Orange was in England, and 
made much of by His Majesty. This last was a lie; but 
I wrote across to His Majesty of what a bad impression such 
a rumour made ; and urged him to make amends—which 
he did very handsomely. The Duke of Monmouth too was 
back again in London, and so was the Duke of York; so the 
chess-pieces were all again for the present on the squares on 
which the game had begun. It was also a little satisfaction 
to me to hear that Her Grace of Portsmouth had urged the 
Duke of York’s return ; for I thought myself not a little 
responsible for her change of face. Once again, however, 
the Duke returned to finish affairs in Scotland, and then 
came back to Court ; and it was on his journey there that the 
Gloucester was wrecked, and His Royal Highness so nearly 
drowned. 

The Duke of Monmouth however saw that affairs were 
moving against him ; so he determined on a very bold stroke ; 
and, after returning to England once more without his 
Majesty’s leave, went through all the country as if on a 
royal progress; and it was astonishing how well he was 
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received. It was then that Mr. Chiffinch wrote to me at 
length, telling me of the spies he had sent to follow the 
Duke everywhere, and asking whether I would not come 
over myself to help in it. But I was just considering whether 
I would not go to Rome ; and, indeed, before I could make 
up my mind, another letter came saying that the Duke was 
to be arrested, and then let out on bail, and that he could 
do no more harm for the present. So I went to Rome, 
and there I stayed a good while, reporting myself and all 
that I had done, and being received very graciously by those 
who had sent me. 

Since then, not very much of public import had happened, 
until in the first week in November I received in Paris a very 
urgent letter from Mr. Chiffinch telling me to return at once ; 
but no more in it than that. 

It was a very stormy night, as I have said, when I rode 
in over London Bridge to where the lights of the City shone 
over the water. 

I was very content at my coming ; for in spite of all my 
resolutions, it was a terrible kind of happiness to me to be in 
the same country (and so near to her, too) as was my Cousin 
Dorothy. I had striven to put her out of my head, I had 
occupied myself with that which is the greatest of all sports 
—and that is the game that Kings play in secret—I had 
become something of a personage, and rode now with four 
servants, instead of one. Yet never could I forget her. But 
I was resolved to play no more with such nonsense ; to live 
altogether in London, and to send my men in a day or two 
to get my things from Hare Street. It often appears to me 
very strange, when I see some great man go by whose name 
is in all men s mouths for some office he holds or for his great 
wealth or power, to reflect that he has his secret interests 
as much as any, and is moved by them far more deeply 
than by those public matters for which men think that he 
cares. I was not yet a great personage, though I meant to 
be so; and my name was in no men's mouths, for it was of 
the very essence of what I did that it should not be ; yet I 
was held in high consideration by two kings. But for all 
that, as I turned westwards from London Bridge, I looked 
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northwards up Gracechurch Street, and longed to be riding 
to Hare Street, rather than to Whitehall. 

It was strange, and yet very familiar too, to go up those 
stairs again, all alone—(for I had sent my men on to Covent 
Garden, where I had taken two sets of lodgings now, instead 
of one)—to tell the servant that Mr. Chiffinch looked for me, 
and to be conducted by him straight through to the private 
closet where he awaited me over his papers. I was in my 
boots, all splashed, and very weary indeed. Yet I had 
learned, ever since the day when His Majesty had found fault 

with me so long ago, never to delay even by five minutes, 
when kings call. 

" Well ? ” I said; as I came in. 

" Well! ” said he ; and took me by the hands. 

Now it may seem surprising that I could tolerate such a 
man as was Mr. Chiffinch, still more that I should have 
become on such terms with him. The truth is, that I re¬ 
garded him as two men, and not one. On the one side he 
was the spy, the servant, the panderer to the King's more 
disgraceful secrets ; on the other he was a man of an extra¬ 
ordinary shrewdness, utterly devoted to His Majesty, and 
very competent indeed in very considerable affairs. If ever 
the secret memoirs of Charles II. see the light of day, Mr. 
Chiffinch will be honoured and admired, as well as contemned. 

" First sup ; " he said. ** I have all ready : and not one 
word till you are done." 

He took me through into a little dining room that was 
opposite the closet; and here was all that a hungry man 
might desire of cold meats and wine. He had had it set out, 
he told me ever since five o’clock (for I had sent to tell him 
I would be there that night). 

While I ate he would say nothing at all of the business on 
hand ; but talked only of France and what I had done there. 
He told me the King was very greatly pleased; and there 
were rewards if I wished them—or even a title, though he 
was not sure of what kind, for I was a very young man. 

“ He vows you have done a thousand times more than the 
Duchess of Portsmouth in all her time. But I would recom¬ 
mend you to take nothing. It will not be forgotten, you may 
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be sure. If you took anything now, it would make you 
known, and ruin half your work. If you will take my advice, 
Mr. Mallock, you will tell the King, Bye and bye ; and have 
a peerage when the time comes.” 

Now of course these thoughts had crossed my mind too : 

but it was more to hear them from a man like this. I nodded 

at him but said nothing, feigning that my mouth was full; 

for indeed I did not quite know what to say. I need not say 

that the thought of my Cousin Dorothy came to me again 

very forcibly. At least I should have shewn her what I 
could do. 

When I was quite done, Mr. Chiffinch carried me back to 

the parlour ; and there, having locked the door, he told me 
what was wanted of me. 

When he had done, I looked at him in astonishment. 

^ You are as sure as that ? ” I said. 

“ We are sure, beyond the very leastest doubt, that at 
last there is a plot to kill the King. There are rumours 
and rumours. Well, these are of the right kind. And we are 
convinced that my Lord Shaftesbury is behind it, and my 
ord Essex, and Mr. Sidney; and who else we do not know. 

• y u* en w ^ om ^ sent to spy out how Monmouth was received 
in the country, tell me the same. But the trouble is that we 
nave no proof at all; and cannot lay a finger on them. And 

1 "th? ° nIy that Way ' t ? iat 1 told y° u of > to find it out.” 

That I should mix with them—feign to be one of them ! ” 
said I. 

The man threw out his hands. 

Mr. Mallock,” he said, ” I told the King you were too 

mce *° T , lt \ He said on the contrary that he was sure you 
would do it; that it was not a matter of niceness, but of 
plot against counterplot.” 

A Pretty simile ! ” I said with some irony; for I confess 

did not like the idea; though I was far from sure I would 
not do it in the end. 

If one army is besieging a castle or town/ said he, * and 
mines beneath the ground after nightfall secretly, is it under¬ 
hand action to do the same, and to countermine them ? ' 

Ut n WaS not sure what y° u would think of it. You 

see, Mr. Mallock, I scarcely know a single person who unites 
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the qualities that you do. We must have a gentleman, or he 
would never be accepted by them; and he must be a shrewd 
man too. Well, I will not say we have no shrewd gentlemen : 
but what shrewd gentlemen have we, think you, who are 
not perfectly known—and their politics ? ” 

“ The Duchess of Portsmouth knows me,” said I, beginning 
to hesitate. 

“ But she does not know one word of this affair; nor will 
they tell her. She is far too loyal for that.” 

“ But she will have told others what I am.” 

“ It is not likely, Mr. Mallock. We must take our chance 
of it. Truly I see no one for it but yourself. I would not 
have sent for you, if I had, for you were very useful in 
France. But the difficulty is, you see, that we can take no 
observable precautions. We have doubled the guards 
inside the palace at night; but we dare not in the day; for 
if that were known, they would suspect that we knew all, 
and would be on their guard. As it is, they have no idea 
that we know anything.” 

” How do they mean to do it ? ” 

“ That again we do not know. If they can find a fanatic— 
and there are plenty of the old Covenanting blood left—they 
might shoot His Majesty as he sits at supper. Or they may 
drag him out of his coach one day, as they did with Arch¬ 
bishop Sharpe. Or they might poison him. I have the 
cook always to taste the dishes before they come into Hall; 
but who can guard against so many avenues ? ” 

I sat considering ; but I was so weary that I knew I 
could decide nothing rightly. On the one side the thing 
appealed to me ; for there was danger in it, and what does 
a young man love like that ? And there was a great com¬ 
pliment in it for me—that I should be the one man they 
had for the affair. Yet it did not sound to me very like 
work for a gentleman—to feign to be a conspirator—to win 
confidence and then to betray it, in however a good cause. 

What astonished me most however was the thought that 
the country-party had waxed as desperate as this. Certainly 
their tide was going down—as I had heard in France; but I 
did not know it was gone so low as this. And that they who 
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ha d bed and perjured themselves over the Oates falsehoods, 

and had used them, and had kept the people’s suspicions 

akve, and had professed such loyalty, and had been the 

cause of so much bloodshedding—that these men should now 

upon their side, enter upon the very design that they had 

accused the Catholics of—this was very nearly enough to 
decide me. 

" Well,” said I, “ you must give me twenty-four hours to 

determine m. I am drawn two ways. I do not know what 
to do. 

“I, can assure you,” said the page eagerly, “ that His 
Majesty would give you almost anything you asked for—if 
you did this, and were successful.” 

I pursed my lips up. 

" Perhaps he would,” I said. “ But I do not know that 
I want very much.” 

" Then he would give you all the more.” 

I stood up to take my leave. 

Well, sir, I said,” I must go home again and to bed. 

I am tired out. I will be with you again to-morrow at the 
same time. 

He rose to take me to the outer door. 

‘‘You wih not want to go to Hare Street this time,” he said 
smiling. 

" Hare Street ! ” I said. " Why should I go there ? ” 
Well—the pretty cousin ! ” said he. 

?, my teeth. I did not like Mr. Chiffinch’s familiarities. 

Well, then, why should I not go ? ” I asked. 

“ Why : she is here ! Did you not know ? ” 

” Here !—in London.” 

tt A Y e * | n Whitehall. I saw her only yesterday.” 

In Whitehall! What do you mean, Mr. Chiffinch ? ” 

I suppose my face went white. I knew that my heart 
beat like a hammer. J 

.itA 1 "’ 1 ” h '- •• why d< > *°» “ 

M vifu me * ” * cr * ec *: Tell me this instant I ” 

Why : she is Maid of Honour to Her Majesty. The 
Duchess of Portsmouth is protecting her ” 

” Where is she ? ” 


* 5 * 
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“ Why-” 

“ Where is she?” 

" She is with the rest, I suppose. . . . Mr. Mallock 1 Mr. 
Mallock ! Where are you going ? ” 

But I was gone. 



CHAPTER II 


W HEN I was out in the air I stopped short ; and then 

remembering that Mr. Chiffinch would be after me 
perhaps, and would try to prevent me, I went on as quick as 
I could, turned a corner or two in that maze of passages, and 
stopped again. As yet I had no idea as to what to do ; my 
brain burned with horror and fury ; and I stood there in the 
dark, clenching my hands again and again, with my whip 
in one of them. It was enough for me that my Cousin Dolly 
was in that den of tigers and serpents that was called the 
Court, and under the protection of the woman once called 
Carwell. There was not one thought in my brain but this— 
all others were gone, or were but as phantoms—the King, 
the Duke, Monmouth, the Queen—they would be so many 
wicked ghosts, and no more—before me—and I would go 
through them as through smoke, to tear her out of it. 

I suppose that some species of sanity returned to me after 
a while, for I found myself presently pacing up and down 
the terrace by the river, and considering that this was a strange 
hour—eight o'clock at night, to be searching out one of Her 
Majesty's ladies ; and, after that, little by little, persons and 
matters began to take their right proportions on them 
again. I could not, I perceived, merely demand where 
Mistress Jermyn lodged, beat down her door and carry her 
away with me safe to Hare Street. Their Majesties of 
England still stood for something in Whitehall, and so did 
reason and commonsense, and Dolly's own good name. I 
began to perceive that matters were not so simple. 

I do not think I reasoned at all as to her dangers there ; 
but I was as one who sees a flower on a dunghill. One does 
not argue about the matter, or question whether it be 
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smirched or not, nor how it got there. Neither did I consider 
at all how my cousin came to be at Court, nor whether any 
evil had yet come to her. I did not even consider that 
I did not know whether she were but just come, or had 
been there a great while. I considered only that she must 
be got out of it—and how to set about it. 

I might have stood and paced there till midnight, had not 
one of the sentinels at the water-gate—placed there I suppose, 
as Mr. Chiffinch had told me just now, as an additional 
security, after nightfall—stepped out from his place and 
challenged me. I had had the word, of course, as I came in ; 
and I gave it him, and he was contented. But I was not. 
Here, thought I, is my opportunity. 

“ Here,” said I, “ can you tell me where Mistress Dorothy 
Jermyn is lodged ? ” 

He was a young fellow, plainly from the country, as I saw 
by his look in the light of the lantern he had. 

“ No, sir,” he said. 

“ Think again,” I said. “ She is under the protection of 
Her Grace of Portsmouth. She is one of the Queen's 
ladies.” 

” Is she a little lady, sir—from the country—that came 
last month.” 

” Yes,” I said, feigning that I knew all about it, and trying 
to control my voice. “ That is she.” 

“ Why, she is with the others, sir,” he said. 

” She is not with the Duchess then ? ” 

" No, sir ; I know she is not. There is no lady with the 
Duchess beside her own. I was on my duty there last 
week.” 

This was something of a relief. At least she was not with 
that woman. 

Now I knew where the Queen’s Maids lodged. It was not 
an hundred yards away, divided by a little passage-way from 
Her Majesty’s apartment, and adjoining the King's, with a 
wall between. There were five of these ; besides those who 
lodged with their families—but they changed so continually 
that I could not be sure whether I knew any of them or not. 

I had had a word or two once with Mademoiselle de la Garde ; 
but she was the only one I had ever spoken with ; and besides, 
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she might no longer be there ; and she was a great busy¬ 
body too ; and beyond her I knew only that there was an 
old lady, whose name I had forgot, that was called Governess 
to them all and played the part of duenna, except when 
she could be bribed by green oysters and Spanish wine, not 
to play it. Such fragments of gossip as that was all that I 
could remember ; as well as certain other gossip too, as to 
the life of these ladies, which I strove to forget. 

However, I could do nothing at that instant, but bid the 
man good-night, and go up into the palace again with a 
brisk assured air, as if I knew what I was about. A bell 
beat eight from the clock-tower, as I went. Then when I had 
turned the comer to the left, I stopped again to reckon up 
what I knew. 

This did not come to very much. Her Majesty, I knew, 
was attended always by two Maids of Honour at the least ; 
and at this hour would be, very likely, at cards with them, 
if there were no reception or entertainment. If there were, 
then all would be there, and Dolly with them ; and even in 
that humour I did not think of forcing my way into Her 
Majesty's presence and demanding my cousin. These 
receptions or parties or some such thing, were at least twice 
or three times a week, if Her Majesty were well. The reason¬ 
able thing to do, I confess, was to go home to Co vent Garden, 
quietly ; and come again the next day and find out a little ; 
but there was very little reason in me. I was set but upon 
one thing ; and that was to see Dolly that night with my own 
eyes ; and assure myself that matters were, so far, well 
with her. 

At the last I set out bravely, my legs carrying me along— 
as it appears to me now—of their own accord : for I cannot 
say that I had formed any design at all of what I should do ; 
and there I found myself after a minute or two of walking 
in the rain, at the door of the lodgings where all the ladies 
that had not their families at Court lived together. There 
were three steps up to the heavy oaken door that was studded 
over with nails ; and in the little window by the door a light 
was burning. I had come by the sentinel that stood before 
the way up to the King's lodgings, and had given him the 
word ; but I saw that he was watching me, and that I must 
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shew no hesitation. I went therefore up the steps, as bold 
as a lion, and knocked upon the oaken door. 

I waited a full minute ; but there was no answer ; so I 
knocked again, louder; and presently heard movements 
within, and the sound of the bolts being drawn. Then the 
door opened, but only a little ; and I saw an old woman's 
face looking at me. 

She said something ; but I could not hear what it was. 

“ Is Mistress Jermyn within doors ? " I asked. 

The old face mumbled at me ; but I could not hear a 
word. 

“ Is Mistress Jermyn within ? " I asked again. 

Once again the face mumbled at me ; and then the door 
began to close. 

This would never do ; so I set my foot against it, suddenly 
all overcome with impatience—(for I was in no mood to chop 
words)—and with the same kind of fury that had seized me 
in Mr. Chiffinch's rooms. I saw red, as the saying is ; and 
it was not likely that a deaf old woman would stop me. She 
fluttered the door passionately; and then, as I pushed on it, 
she cried out. There was a great rattle of footsteps, and as 
I came into the little paved entrance, a heavy bald fellow 
ran out of the room where I had seen the light—(which was 
the porter's parlour)—in his shirt-sleeves, very angry and 
hot-looking. 

He looked at me, like a bull, with lowered head ; and I 
saw that he carried some weapon in his hand. 

“ Is Mistress Jermyn within doors ? " I asked, putting on 
a high kind of air. 

“ Who the devil are you ? " said he. 

I was not going to argue that point, for it was the weakest 
spot in my assault. So I sat down on the stairs that rose 
straight up to the first floor. (It was a little oak-panelled 
entrance that I was in, with a single lamp burning in a socket 
on the wall.) 

“You will first answer my question,” I said. “ Is Mistress 
Jermyn within doors ? " 

Then he came at me, thinking, I suppose that my sitting 
down gave him an advantage, and he lifted his weapon as he 
came. I had no time to drawn my own sword—which was 
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besides, somewhere between my legs ; but I rose up. and. as 
I rose, struck out at his chin with all my force, with my 

whole weight behind. , , , . 

He staggered back against the doorway he had come out 

by • and the same moment two things happened. The old 

woman screamed aloud ; and Dolly sprang sudde f£ ° ut ™ 
to the head of the stairs, from a door that opened there, full 

into the light of the lamp. 

44 Whv-” cried she. ,, _ . . 

44 Oh ! there you are,” I said bitterly. Then Mistress 

Jermyn is within doors/* . . . 

Then I turned and went straight upstairs after her , an , 

as I went heard the ring of running footsteps in the paved 

passage out of doors, and knew that the guard was coming 

up The fellow still leaned, dazed, against the doo 

post ; and the old woman was pouring out scream after 

“Twmt after Dolly straight into the room from which she 
had come. It was a little parlour, very richly furnished, with 
candles burning, and curtains across the windows It looked 
out towards the river, I suppose. Dolly was standing, as 
pale as paper ; but I could not tell—nor did I greatly care 
whether it were anger or terror. I think I must have l° ok 
prettv frightening—(but then, she had spirit enough for 
anything if— for I was still in my splashed boots and dis¬ 
ordered dress, and as angry as I have ever been in my 1 • 

I could see she was not dressed for Her Majesty , so I sup 
posed—(and I proved to be right)—that she was not in 
attendance this evening. It was better fortune than I 

deserved, to find her so. _ . , -> *» 

44 Now/’ said I, “ what are you doing here ? 

(I spoke sharply and fiercely, as to a bad child I was 
far too angry to do otherwise. As I spoke, I heard the guarc 
come in below ; and a clamour of voices break out. I knew 

that they would be up directly.) . w;ll 

“Now,” I said again, “you have your choice 1 Will 

you give me up to the guard ; or will you hear what I have 

to sly ? You can send them away if you will. You can 

say I am your cousin ? ” 

She looked at me ; but said nothing. 
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“ Oh ! I am not drunk,” I said. “ Now, you can-” 

Then came a thunder of footsteps on the stairs; and I 
stopped. I knew I had broken every law of the Court; 
I had behaved unpardonably. It would mean the end of 
everything for me. But I would not, even now, have asked 
pardon from God Almighty for what I had done. 

Then Dolly, with a gesture, waved me aside; and con¬ 
fronted the serjeant on the threshold. 

“ You can go,” she said. " This is my cousin. I will 
arrange with them below.” 

The man hesitated. Over his shoulder I could see a couple 


more faces, glaring in at me. 

Dolly stamped her foot. 

“ I tell you to go. Do you not hear me ? ” 

“ Mistress-” began the man. 

“ How dare you disobey me ! ” cried Dolly, all aflame with 
some emotion. “ This is my own parlour, is it not ? ” 

He still looked doubtfully ; and his eyes wandered from 
her to me, and back again. He was yet just without the 
room. Then Dolly slammed to the door, in a passion, in 
his very face. 

Then she wheeled on me, like lightning. (I heard the men's 
footsteps begin to go downstairs.) 

" Now you will explain, if you please—” she began, with 
a furious kind of bitterness. 

“ My maid,” said I, “ that kind of talk will not do with 
me ”—(for at her tone my anger blazed up higher even than 
hers). “ It is I who have to ask Why and How ? ” 

” How dare you-” she began. 

I went up without more ado, and took her by the shoulders. 
Never in all the time I had known her, had the thought ever 
come to me, that one day I might treat her so. She struggled 
violently, and seemed on the point of crying out. Then she 
bit her lip ; but there was no yielding in me ; and I com¬ 
pelled her backwards to a chair. 

“ 11 will cif " T sairl “ Anri T shall stand. I will 


have no nonsense at all.” 

She looked at me, I thought, with more hate than I had 
ever seen in human eyes ; glaring up at me with scorn and 
anger and resentment all mingled. 
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<« Yes—you can bully maids finely—” she said. You 
can come and cringe for their protection first 
I laughed, very short and harsh __ 

“ That manner is of no good at all— I sa . 

, • TT HiH ttAII 

answer my questions, 
have you been here ? 


‘‘You will 

LIU CUUVi W.V vv** —- 

How did you come here ? How long 


sLTaidnoSbut continued to look at me. Then 

down ? ” I smd ;> " If you 
will not answer me, I'll begone to those who will. 

Barest “do you think to frighten me ?-DoUy, my 
before I go. 

For an instant she was silent. -> „ 

“ Will you go straight home again if I tell y • , , 

- YesL-1 will promise that/* said I-for now that I had 
seen her with my own eyes most of what I desired was done. 

Thp rest could wait twelve hours. 

”WeU then,” she said, _ " I have been here a month; 

and my father put me here. 

YeT myTather. Have you anything to say against 

him ? ” . . „ 

“ No : I will say it to him. 

I wheeled about to go to the door. think ! ” 

“ You have done enough mischief then, y 

sneered Dolly. 

I turned about again. 

“ Whfyouhave ruined my name,” said Dolly, with the 
savage look in her eyes still there. ” But you did not think 
r»f that l You thought only of yourself. Th 

ill k“» to-morrow V. you b.»t down he 

porter to force your way in. And it will not lose in the 

tel i n had nothing to say to that. It was true enough, and 
the very kind g of talk with which the Court continually 
diverted^itself. But I would not show my dismay. Indeed 


a 
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the very thought of any trouble to her had no more occurred 
to my mind than the consequences to a charging bull. 

“ We will see about that/* I said, “ when I speak with 
His Majesty/' 

Dolly laughed again, but without merriment. 

“ Oh ! you will do this and that, no doubt,” she said. 
“ And when shall you see His Majesty ? ” 

I took out my watch. 

“ It is nearly nine,” I said. " I shall see His Majesty 
in thirteen hours. You had best be packing your valises. 
We shall ride at noon.” 

I waited no more to hear her laugh, as she did again ; 
but went out and down the staircase. The porter's chamber 
had its door half open : I pushed the door and went in. 
The fellow started up. 

” Here is a guinea,” said I, throwing one upon the table; 
” and my apologies. But 'twas you that began it ! ” 

Then I turned and went out. 

As I came down the steps into the little lamplit way, a 
man was coming swiftly up it from the direction of the 
court, with one of the guards behind him. I stopped short, 
thinking I was to be arrested. But it was the page. 

” Good God ! ” he said. " You have done finely in¬ 
deed ! ” 

I was still all shaking ; and I simulated anger without 
any difficulty. 

” And whose fault is that ? ” said I, as if in a fury. " Do 
you think-” 

” And His Majesty may come by at any instant! ” he 
said. 

” Why ; that is what I wish. In any case I must see 
him at ten o’clock to-morrow.” 

“ You are mad ! ” he said. " You had best begone to 
the country before dawn : and even that will not save 
you.” He looked over his shoulder at the young man who 
had fetched him, and who now stood waiting. 

“ Save me ! What have I done ? I have but been to 
visit my cousin.” (I said this very loud, that the guard 
might hear.) 

Again Mr. Chiffinch looked over his shoulder, and back 
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again. I could see the shine of lanterns where others 
waited behind. We were just outside the King’s lodging. 

“ Well, sir,” he said. “ But you will go now, will you 

not ? ” 

" Why, yes/' I said. " And I will be with you at halt- 

past nine to-morrow.” 

He beckoned the young soldier up. 

“ See this gentleman to the gate,” he said. He will 
find his way home, after that.” 



CHAPTER III 


I SPENT a very heavy evening before I went to bed; 

and when I was there I could not sleep; for ft 
appeared to me that I had made a great fool of myself, 
having injured my own prospects and done no good to 
anyone. I understood perfectly that I had acted in an 
unpardonable manner ; for Her Majesty's Maids of Honour 
were kept, or were supposed to be kept, in very great seclu¬ 
sion at home, as if they were Vestal virgins—which was 
indeed a very great supposition. Tale after tale came back 
to my mind of those Maids in the past—of Mademoiselle 
de la Garde herself, of Miss Stewart, Miss Hyde, Miss Hamil¬ 
ton, and others like them—some of whom were indeed good, 
but had the greatest difficulty in remaining so; for the 
Court of Charles was a terrible place for virtue. It was 
astonishing to me that the horror of the place had not before 
this affected me ; but it is always so. We are very philo¬ 
sophical, always, over the wrongs that do not touch 
ourselves. 

As to how my Cousin Dolly came to be in such a place, 

I began to think that I understood. It must all have dated 
from that unhappy visit of the Duke of Monmouth to Hare 
Street; my Cousin Tom must have followed up that strange 
introduction, and the affair must have been worked through 
Her Grace of Portsmouth. I think I could have taken 
my Cousin Tom by the throat, and choked him, as I thought 
of this. 

Meantime I had no idea as to what I should do the next 
day—except, indeed, see His Majesty, and say, perhaps, 
one tenth of what I felt. I had told Dolly we should ride 
at noon next day; I was beginning to wonder whether this 
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prediction would be fulfilled. Yet, though I had begun 
to consider myself more than in the first flush, I still felt 
my anger rise in me like a tide whenever I regarded the 
bare facts. But mere anger would never do ; and I set 
myself to drive it down. Besides, it would be there, I knew, 
and ready, if I should need it on the next day. 

When I arrived at Mr. Chiffinch’s the next morning, I 
found him in a very grave mood. He did not rise as I 
came in, but nodded to me, only. 

“ Sit down, Mr. Mallock,” said he. “ This is a very 
serious affair/’ 

“ So I think,” I said. 

He waved that away. 

" His Majesty hath heard every word of it, with em¬ 
bellishments. He is very angry indeed. Nothing but 
what you have done for him lately could have saved you ; 

and even now I do not know-” 

“ Man,” I said, “ do not let us have such talk as this. It 

is not I who am in question-” 

“ I think you will find that it is,” he answered me, with a 
quick look. 

I strove to be patient, and, even more, to appear so. 

" Well,” I said, “ what have I done ? I am come back 
from France: I hear my cousin is here ; I go to see her ; 
a fellow at the door is impertinent, and I chastise him for 

it. Then I go upstairs to my cousin’s parlour-” 

“ That is the point,” he interrupted. “It is not your 
cousin's. It is the lodging of the Maids of Honour.” 

Yes: he had me there. That was my weak point. 
But I would not let him see that. 

“ How was I to understand that distinction ? I knocked 
at the door as peaceably as any man could.” 

“ And after that,” he said, smiling a little grimly, “ after 
that, your cousinly affection blinded you.” 

“ Well, that will do,” I said. 

He smiled again. 

" Well; that is your case,” he observed. “ We will see 
how His Majesty regards it. For I must tell you, Mr. 
Mallock, that for five minutes last night it was touch and 
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go whether you were not to be arrested. And I will tell 
you this too, that if you had not come this morning, you 
would have been brought.” 

" As bad as that ? ” I said, laughing. (But I must confess 
that his gravity dismayed me a little.) 

“ As bad as that,” he said. “ You must go to His Majesty 
at ten.” 

“ As I arranged,” I said. 

“ As His Majesty arranged,” said Mr. Chiffinch, rising : 
” and it is close upon the time.” 

And then he added, with the utmost gravity. 

“ If there is one thing His Sacred Majesty is touchy upon, 
it is the reputation of the ladies of the Court. I would 
remember that, sir, if I were you.” 

I observed a while ago that Pride is a good weapon if 
one has not Humility. So is Anger a good weapon, if one 
has not Patience ; and I do not mean simulated Anger, 
but the passion itself, held in a leash, like a dog, and loosed 
when the time comes. Now, so great was my feeling for 
His Majesty, and that not only of an honest loyalty, but of 
a real kind of respect that I had for his person and his parts 
—a real fear of the very great strength of will that lay 
beneath his weakness—that I understood that, unless my 
anger was fairly near the surface, I should be beaten down 
when I came into his presence. So, as we went together 
towards his lodgings, I looked to see that my anger was 
there, patted it on the head so to say, and called it Good 
Dog : and was relieved to hear it growl softly in answer. 

Plainly we were expected ; because the two guards at 
the door stood aside as soon as they saw us, and one of 
them called out something to a man above. There were 
two more at the door itself ; and we went in. 

As we came in at the door of the private closet, having 
had no answer to our knock, His Majesty came in at the 
other with two dogs at his heels. He paid no attention to 
me at all, and barely nodded at my companion. Then he 
sat down to his table, and began to write ; leaving us stand¬ 
ing there like a pair of schoolboys. 

Again I stroked the head of my anger. I could see the 
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King was very seriously displeased; and that unless I 
could keep myself determined, he would have the best of 
the interview ; and that I was resolved he should not have. 

Suddenly he spoke, still writing. 

“ You can go, Chiflinch," said he. “ Come back in half 
an hour/' 

He looked up for a flash and nodded ; and I thought, 
God knows why, that he had in mind the guards outside, 
and that they should be within call. I knew precisely 
what my legal offence would be—that of brawling within the 
precincts of the palace ; and the penalties of this I did not 
care to think about ; for I was not sure enough what they 
were. 

When the door closed behind Mr. Chiflinch I felt more 

♦ 

alone than ever. I regarded the King's dark face, turned 
down upon his paper ; his dusky ringed hand with the lace 
turned back ; the blue-gemmed quill that he used, his great 
plumed hat. I looked now and again, discreetly, round 
the room, at the gorgeous carvings, the tall presses, the 
innumerable clocks, the brightly polished windows with 
the river flowing beneath. I felt very little and lonely. 
Then, in a flash, the memory came back that not fifty yards 
away was Dolly's little parlour, and Dolly herself ; and my 
determination surged up once more. 

Suddenly His Majesty threw down his pen. 

“ Mr. Mallock," he said very sternly, “ there is only one 
excuse for you—that you were drunk last night. Do you 
plead that ? " 

He was looking straight at me with savage melancholy 
eyes. I dropped my own. 

“ No, Sir." 

“You dare to say you were not drunk ? ’’ 

“ Yes, Sir." 

His Majesty caught up an ivory knife and sat drawing 
it through his fingers, still looking at me, I perceived ; though 
I kept my eyes down. I could see that he was violently 
impatient. 

“ Mr. Mallock," said he, “ tliis is intolerable. You come 
back from France where you have done me good service— 
I will never deny that—and you win my gratitude ; and then 
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you fling it all away by a piece of unpardonable behaviour. 
Are you aware of the penalties for such behaviour as yours ? 

_brawling in the Palace itself, knocking my men down, 

forcing your way into the lodgings of Her Majesty's Ladies ? 
Have you anything to say as to why you should not go 

before the Green Cloth ? " . 

A great surge of contradiction and defiance rose within 
me ; but I choked it down again. It was there if I should 
need it. The effort held me steady and balanced. 

" Do you hear me, sir ? " 

" Yes, Sir," said I. 

" Well—what have you to say ? " 

He glanced past me towards the door ; and I thought 

again that the guards were in his mind. 

“ Sir ; I have a very great deal to say. But I fear I 

should offend Your Majesty." 

The King jerked his head impatiently. 

"It is of the nature of a defence ? " 

" Certainly, Sir." 

“ Say it then. You need one." 

I raised my eyes and looked him in the face. He was 
frowning; and his lips were moving. Evidently he was 
very angry ; and yet he was perplexed, too. 

“ Sir this is precisely what took place. I returned from 
France last night, where, as Your Majesty was good enough 
to remark, I was able to be of some little service. Upon 
mv return I heard from Mr. Chiffinch that my ‘pretty 
cousin ’ as he was kind enough to call her, was in Whitehall, 
as one of Her Majesty’s ladies. I went to see my cousin, 
perhaps a little precipitately, but I went peaceably first 
inquiring of one of Your Majesty’s guards where her lodgings 
were I knocked, peaceably, upon the door. An old woman 
opened to me, and would give me no intelligible answer 
to my— peaceable—inquiry as to whether my cousin were 
there I prevented her closing the door in my face, but 
peaceably; then a fellow ran out, and asked me who the 
devil I was. Again, peaceably, I inquired for my cousin. 
I even sat down upon the stairs. Then he made at me ; 
and in self-defence I struck him once, with my hand. My 
cousin looked out of a door, and I went up into what 1 
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understood was her parlour. When the guard came, she 
sent them away, telling them I was her cousin. The serjeant 
was impertinent to her; and she shut the door in his face. 
I remained five minutes, or six, with my cousin, and then 
went peaceably away, and to my lodgings. That is the 
entire truth, Sir, from beginning to end.” 

The King laughed, very short and harsh. 

“ You put it admirably,” he said. “ You are a diplomat, 
indeed.” 

“ That is my defence to Your Majesty ; and it is perfectly 
true—neither less nor more than the truth. But I am not 
only a diplomat.” 

He did not fully understand me, I think, for he looked at 
me sharply. 

" Well ? ” he said. “ What else ? ” 

“ I have another defence for the public—Sir—not so 
courteous to Your Majesty.” 

He remained rigid an instant. 

“ Then for the public,” he said, ” you do not think the 
truth enough ? ” 

“ No, Sir; it is for Your Majesty that I think the truth 
too much.” 

“ I will have it 1 ” cried the King. " This moment ! ” 

Interiorily I licked my lips, as a dog when he sees a bone. 
His Majesty should have the truth now, with a vengeance. 
All was falling out exactly as I had designed. He should 
not have kept me waiting so long ; or I might not have 
thought of it. 

” Well, Sir,” said I, “ you will remember I should not 
have dared to say it to Your Majesty, had I not been 
commanded.” 

He said nothing. Then, once more, I ruffled my growling 
dog's ears, so that he snarled. 

44 First, Sir ; to the public I should say : If this is counted 
brawling, what of other scenes in Whitehall on which no 
charge was made ? What of the sun-dial, smashed all to 
fragments one night, in the Privy Garden, by certain of 
the King's Gentlemen whom I could name ? What of the 
broken door-knockers—not only in the City, but upon 
certain doors in Whitehall itself—broken, again by certain 
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of the King’s Gentlemen whom I could name? What of 
a scene I viewed myself in the Banqueting Hall last 
Christmastide in Your Majesty’s presence, when a Spanish 
gentleman received full in his face a bunch of raisins, 

from-” 

" Ah ! ” snarled the King. “ And you would say that 
to the public ? ” 

“ Sir—that is only the exordium ”—(my voice was raised 
a little, I think, for indeed I was raging again by now). 
“ Next, I would observe that Mistress Jermyn is my own 
cousin, and that the hour was eight o clock in the evening 
not nine, if I may so far correct Your Majesty ; whereas 
very different hours are kept by some members of the Court, 
and the ladies are not their cousins at all.” 

I had never seen the King so angry. He was unable to 
speak for fury. His face paled to parchment-colour under 
his sallow skin, and his eyes burned like coals. This time 
I lashed my anger, deliberately, instead of tickling it merely. 

“ Sir ; that is not nearly all; but I will miss out a few 
points, and come to my peroration. My peroration would 
be after this fashion. Such, I would say, is the charge 
against one who has been of service to His Majesty ; and 
such is the Court (as I have described) of that same King. 
There is not a Court in Europe that has a Prince so noble 
as our own can be, of better parts, or of higher ambitions, 
or of so pure a blood. And there is no Prince who is served 
so poorly; no Court that so stinks in the nostrils of God and 
man, as does his. He is capable,” I cried (for by now I 
was lost to all consideration for myself ; my loyalty and 
love for him had come to the aid of my anger; and I saw 
that never again should I have such an opportunity ot 
speaking my mind), " He is capable of as great achievements, 
as any Prince that has gone before him ; for he has already 
won back the throne which his fathers lost. Would it be 
of service, I would say, to such a Prince as this, to punish 
a man who would lay down his life for him to give him even 
a moment’s pleasure ; and to let go scot-free men and women 
who have never done anything but injure him ? 

I ceased ; breathless, yet triumphing ; for I knew that 
I had held His Majesty with my words. How he would 
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take it, when he recovered, I did not know : nor did I greatly 
care. I had spoken my mind to him at last ; and what I 
had said was no more than my conviction. That blessed 
gift of anger had done the rest : and, having done its work, 
retired again to chaos; and left me clear-headed and 
master of myself. 

When I looked at him he was motionless. He was still 
very pale, but the terrible brightness of his eyes was gone. 

Then he roused himself to sneer; but I did not care 
for that ; for there was no other way for him just then, 
consonant with his own dignity. 

“ Very admirably preached ! " said he ; “ even if a trifle 
treasonous.’’ 

“ I am pleased Your Majesty is satisfied," I said, with a 
little bow. 

Then he broke down altogether, in the only way that he 
could ; he gave a great spirt of laughter ; then he leaned 
back and laughed till the tears ran down. Presently he 
was quieter. 

“ Oddsflesh! " he cried, “ this is a turning of tables 
indeed ! I sent for you, Mr. Mallock-’’ 

The door opened softly behind me ; and a man put his 
head in. 

" Go away ! go away ! " cried the King. “ Cannot you 
see I am being preached to ? " 

The door closed again. 

" I sent for you, Mr. Mallock, to reprimand you very 
severely. And instead of that it is you who have held the 
whip. Little Ken is nothing to it : you should have been 
a Bishop, Mr. Mallock." 

Again he spirted with laughter. Then he drew himself 
up in his chair a little ; and became more grave. 

“ This is all very well," he said. " But I think I must 
get in my reprimand, for all that. You will not be sent 
to the guard-room, or the Green Cloth—(or whatever it is 
that would meet your case)—this time, Mr. Mallock ; I 
will deal with you myself. But it is a very serious business, 
and your distinctions would not serve you in law. A sun¬ 
dial is not so important as a Christian lady; and a bunch 
of raisins is not, legally, a blow in the face. Still less are 



ODDSFISH! 


246 

all the sundials and Spaniards in the world, equal to one 
of Her Majesty's Maids of Honour. You understand 
that ? " 

I bowed again; reminding myself that I was not done 
with him, even yet. 

“ Yes, Sir." 

“ Consider yourself reprimanded severely, Mr. Mallock.” 

I bowed ; but I stood still. 

“ You have my leave—Oh ! by the way, Mr. Mallock; 
there are just ten words I must have with you on the French 
affairs." 

He motioned to a seat. 

" I may kiss the hand that has beaten me ? " said I. 

He laughed again. He was a very merry prince when he 
was in the mood. 

“ It should be the other way about, I should think," he 
said. But he gave me his hand ; and I sat down. 

All the while we were talking, still, with one-half of my 
mind I was considering what was to be done next. It was 
a part, only, of my business that had been done ; yet how 
to accomplish the rest without spoiling all ? Prpently His 
Majesty himself repeated that which Mr. Chiffinch had 
already said to me ; and spoke of some kind of recognition 

that was due to me. That gave me my cue. 

“ Your Majesty is exceedingly kind," I said. “ But I 
trust I am not to be dismissed from the King’s service ? 

Mr. Chiffinch appeared to think-" 

“ Why, no," said he ; “ not even after all your crimes. 

Besides we have something for you. Did he not tell you ? " 
“ Any public recognition, Sir," I said, “ would effectually 
do so. The very small value that my services may have 
would wholly be lost, if they were known in any way." 

“ Chiffinch said the same," observed the King meditatively. 

“ But-" . A 

" Sir,” I said, " might I not have some private recognition 

instead ? There is a very particular favour I have in mind, 

which would be private altogether ; and which I would take 

as a complete discharge of that which Your Majesty has been 

good enough to call a debt of the King s. 
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“ Not money, man! Surely! ” exclaimed the King in 
alarm. 

“ Not in the least. Sir; it will not cost the exchequer a 
farthing.” 

" Well, you shall have it then. You may be sure of 
that.” 

" Well, Sir,” said I, " it is a serious matter. Your Majesty 
will dislike it exceedingly.” 

He pursed his Ups and looked at me sharply. 

“ Wait! ” he said. “ It will not affect my honour or—or 
my rehgion in any way ? ” 

I assumed an air of shght offence. 

“ Sir; I should not be likely to ask it, if it affected Your 

Majesty's honour. And as for religion-” I stopped: 

for one more opening presented itself which I dared not 
neglect. From both his manner and his words I saw that 
rehgion was not very far from his thoughts. 

“ Well—sir,” he said. “ And what of religion ? ” 

“ Sir, I pray every day for Your Majesty’s conversion-” 

“ Conversion, eh ? ” 

“ Conversion to the Holy Catholic Church, Sir. I would 
give my Ufe for that, ten times over.” 

“ There ! there ! have done,” said His Majesty, with a 
touch of uneasiness. 

“ But I would not ask a pledge, blindfold, Sir ; even to 

save all those ten lives of mine.” 

“ One more than a cat, eh ? Do you know, Mr. Mallock, 
you remind me sometimes of a cat. You are so demure, 
and yet you can pounce and scratch when the occasion 
comes.” 

“ I would sooner it had been a little dog, sir,” I said, 
glancing at the spaniels that were curled up together before 
the fire. 

" Well—well; we are wandering,” smiled the King. 

” Now what is this favour ? ” 

I supposed I must have looked very grave and serious ; 
for before I could speak he leaned forward. 

" It is to count as a complete discharge, I understood you 
to say, Mr. Mallock, for all obligations on my part. And 
there is no money in it ? ” 
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" Yes, Sir," said I. “ And there is no money in it," 

He must have seen I was serious. 

" Well; I take you at your word, sir. I will grant it. 
Tell me what it is." 

He leaned back, looking at me curiously. 

" Sir," I said, "it is now about half-past ten o’clock. 
What I ask is that my cousin. Mistress Dorothy Jermyn, 
receives an immediate dismissal from Her Majesty’s service; 
and is ordered to leave London with me, for her father’s 
house, at noon." 

His Majesty looked at me amazed. I think he did not 
know whether to be angry, or to laugh. 

“ Well, sir," he said at last. " That is the maddest 
request I have ever had. You mean what you say ? " 

" Certainly, Sir." 

" Well : you must have it then. It is the queerest kind¬ 
ness I have ever done. Why do you ask it ? Eh ? ’’ 

" Sir ; you do not want my peroration over again ! ’’ 

His face darkened. 

" That is very like impudence, Mr. Mallock." 

"I do not mean it for such. Sir. It is the naked 
truth." 

" You think this is not a fitting place for her ? ’’ 

" I am sure it is not, Sir," I said very earnestly, " nor 

for any country-maid. Would Your Majesty think-’’ 

He jerked his head impatiently. 

" What my Majesty thinks is one thing ; what I, Charles 
Stewart, do, is another. Well : you must have it. There 
is no more to be said." 

I think he expected me to stand up and take my leave. 
But I remained still in my chair. 

" Well ; what else, sir ? " he asked. 

" Sir; it is near a quarter to eleven. I have not the 
order, yet." 

" Bah ! well—am I to write it then ? " 

" If Your Majesty will condescend." 

" And what shall I say to the Queen ? It is not very 
courteous to dismiss a lady of hers so abruptly." 

" Sir ; tell Her Majesty it is a debt of honour." 

He wheeled back to his table, took up a sheet and began 
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to write. When he had done he scattered the sand on it, 
and held it out to me, his mouth twitching a little. 

“ Will that serve ? " he said. 

I have that paper still. It is written with five lines 
only, and a signature. It runs as follows : 

“ This is to command Mistress Dorothy Jermyn, late Maid 
of Honour to Her Majesty, now dismissed by the King, 
though through no fault of her own, to leave the Court at 
Whitehall at noon to-day, in company with her cousin 
Mr. Roger Mallock, and never to return thither without his 
consent. 

“ Charles R." 


Then followed the date. 

I had a criticism or two ; but I dared not make them. 

“ That is more than I could have asked, Sir. I am under 
an eternal obligation to Your Majesty." 

" I daresay : but all mine are discharged to you, until 
you earn some more. It might have meant a peerage, Mr. 
Mallock." 

“ I do not regret it, Sir," I said. 

As I rose after kissing his hand, he said one more word 
to me. 

" You are either a very wise man, or a fool, Mr. Mallock. 
And by God I do not know which. But I do know you are 
a very brave one." 

" I was a very angry one, Sir," said I. 

M But you are appeased ? " 

" A thousand times. Sir." 



CHAPTER IV 


I KNEW I could never carry the matter through alone; 

so, upon leaving the King's presence, I sought out 
Mr. Chiffinch immediately and told him what had passed. 
He whistled, loud. 

‘‘You are pretty fortunate," he said. “ Many a man-" 

“ I have no time for compliments," said I. ‘‘You must 
come with me to my cousin at once. We must ride at 
noon ; and it is close upon eleven." 

‘‘You want me to plead for you, eh ? " 

‘‘Not at all," said I. “ There will be no pleading. It is 
to certify only that this is the King’s writing, and that he 
means what he says." 

“ Well, well," said Mr. Chiffinch. “ And what of the matter 
I spoke to you of last night ? Have you decided ? There 
is not much time to lose." 

‘‘You must give me a day or two," I said. 

It was he who knocked this time ; and it was not until 
the old woman had opened, and was curtseying to the King's 
page, that he called me up. 

“ Come, Mr. Mallock. Your cousin is within." 

We went straight upstairs after the old lady ; and upon 
her knock being answered, she threw the door open. 

My Cousin Dolly was sitting over her needle, all alone. 
She looked, I thought, unusually pale; but she flushed 
scarlet, and sprang up, so soon as she saw me. 

“ Good-day, Mistress Jermyn," said the page very cour¬ 
teously. “ We are come on a very sad errand—sad, that is, 
to those whom you will leave behind." 

250 
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" What do you mean, sir ? ” asked Dolly, very fiercely. 
She did not give me one look, after the first. 

He held out the paper to her. She took it, with fingers 
that shook a little, and read it through at least twice. 

“ Is this an insult, sir; or a very poor pleasantry ? ” 
(Her face was gone pale again.) 

“ It is neither, mistress. It is a very sober fact.” 

“ This is the King's hand? ” she snapped. 

" It is,” said Mr. Chiffinch. 

“ Dolly,” said I, " I told you to be ready by noon ; but 
you would not believe me. I suppose your packing is not 
done ? ” 

She paid me no more attention than if I had been a 
chair. 

“ Mr. Chiffinch,” said she, “ you tell me, upon your honour, 
that this is the King's hand, and that he means what is 
written here ? ” 

“ I give you my honour, mistress,” he said. 

She tossed the paper upon the table ; she went swiftly 
across to the further door, and opened it. 

” Anne ! ” she said. 

A voice answered her from within. 

" Put out my riding-dress. Pack all that you can, that 
I shall need in the country. We have to ride at noon.” 
She shut the door again, and turned on us—or rather, upon 
Mr. Chiffinch. 

“ Sir,” she said, " you have done your errand. Perhaps 
you will now relieve me of your company. I shall be awaiting 
my cousin, Mr. Roger Mallock, as the King requires, at 
noon.” 

- Dolly—'' said I. 

She continued, looking through me, as through glass. 

” At noon : and I trust he will not keep me waiting.” 

There was no more to be done. We turned and went 
out. 

” Lord what a termagant is your pretty cousin, Mr. 
Mallock ! ” said my companion when we were out of doors 
again. “ You could have trusted her well enough, I think.” 

I was not in the mood to discuss her with him ; I had 
other things to think of. 
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“ Mr. Chiffinch,” I said, “ I am very much obliged to you; 
but I must be off for my own packing.” And I bade him 
good-day. 

When I rode into the court, five minutes before noon, 
a very piteous little group awaited me by the inner gate. 
Dolly, very white and angry, stood by the mounting-block, 
striving to preserve her dignity. Her maid was behind her, 
arguing how the bags should be disposed on the pack-horse, 
with the fellow who was to lead it. Dolly’s own horse was 
not yet come ; but as I rode up to salute her, he came out 
of an archway led by a groom. 

I leapt off, and stood by the mounting-block to help her. 
Again it was as if I were not there. She jerked her head 
to the man. 

“ Help me,” she said. 

He was in a quandary, for he could not leave the horse's 
head. 

“ I am very sorry, Dolly,” said I, ” but you will have 
to put up with me for once. Come.” 

She gave a look of despair round about; but there was 
no help. 

" It is on the stroke of noon,” I said. 

She submitted ; but it was with the worst grace I have 
ever seen. She accepted my ministrations ; but it was as 
if I were a machine : not one word did she speak, good or 
bad. 

By the time that she was mounted, her maid was up too, 
and the bags disposed. 

“ Come,” I said again ; and mounted my own horse. 

As we rode out through the great gate, the Clock Tower 
beat the hour of noon. 

I am weary of saying that my journeys were strange; 
but, certainly, this was another of them. 

Through the narrow streets I made no attempt to ride 
beside her. In the van went three of my men ; then rode 
I ; then, about ten yards behind, came Dolly and her maid. 
Then came two pack-horses, led by a fellow who controlled 
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them both ; and my fourth man closed the dismal cavalcade. 
So we went through the streets—all the way down the 
Strand and into the City, wheeled to the left, and so out 
by Bishopsgate. It was a clear kind of day, without rain : 
but the clouds hung low, and I thought it would rain before 
nightfall. I intended to do the whole journey in a day ; 
so as to be at Hare Street before midnight at least. A night 
on the way, and Dolly’s company at supper, all alone with 
me, or even with her maid, appeared to me too formidable 
to face. 

When we were out in the country, I reined my horse in. 
I saw a change pass over Dolly’s face ; then it became like 
stone. 

“ We have a long ride, for one day,” said I. 

She made no answer. My anger rose a little. 

“ My Cousin,” I said, ” I had the honour to speak to 
you.” 

“ I do not wish to have the dishonour of answering you,” 
said Dolly. 

It was a weakness on her part to answer at all; but I 
suppose she could not resist the repartee. 

” A very neat hit,” I said. " Must all our conversation 
run upon these lines ? ” 

She made no answer at all. 

“ Anne,” I said, ” rein your horse back ten yards.” 

“ Anne,” said Dolly, ” ride precisely where you are.” 

” Very good,” said I. ” I have no objection to your 
maid hearing what I have to say. I thought it would be 
you that would object.” 

M Anne,” said Dolly, “ did you pack the sarcenet ? ” 

” Yes, mistress.” 

” Then tell me again the tale that you were-” 

I broke in with such fury that even Dolly ceased. 

” My Cousin,” I said, ” I have a louder voice than either 
of you; and I shall use it, if you do not listen, so that the 
whole countryside shall hear. I have to say this—that 
some time or another to-day I have to have a private con¬ 
versation with you. It is for you to choose the time and 
place. If you give me no opportunity now, I shall make 
it myself, later. Will you hear what I have to say now ? ” 
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There was a very short silence. 

“ Anne/' said Dolly, “ now that we can hear ourselves 
speak, will you tell me again the tale that you began last 
night ? ” 

She said it, not at all lightly, but with a coldness and a 
distilled kind of anger that gave me no choice. I lifted my 
hat a little ; shook my reins ; and once more took up my 
position ten yards ahead. There was a low murmur of 
voices behind; and then silence. It appeared that the 
tale was not to be told after all. 

We dined, very late, at a little inn, called the Cross-Keys , 
between Edmonton and Ware. I remember nothing at all, 
either of the inn or the host or the food—nothing but the 
name of the inn, for the name struck me, with a dreary 
kind of wit, as reflective of the cross-purposes which we 
were at. We three dined together, in profound silence, 
except when Dolly addressed a word or two to her maid. 
As for me, she took the food which I carved, all as if I were 
a servant, without even such a thank-you as a man gives 
to a servant. 

We took the road again, about three o’clock ; and even 
then the day was beginning to draw in a little, very bleak 
and dismal; and that, too, I took as a symbol of my heart 
within, and of my circumstances and prospects. Certainly 
I had gained my desire in one way ; I had got Dolly away 
from Court ; yet that was the single point I had to con¬ 
gratulate myself upon. All else, it appeared, was ruined. 

I had lost all the advantage, or very nearly all, that I had 
ever won from the King—(for I knew, that although he had 
been merry at the end of the time, he would not forget how 
I had worsted him)—and as for Dolly, I supposed she would 
never speak to me again. It had been bad enough when I 
had left Hare Street nearly a twelvemonth ago : my return 
to it now was a hundred times worse. 

Although Dolly, however, would not speak to me, I was 
entirely determined to speak to Dolly. I proposed to 
rehearse to her what I had done, and why ; and when that 
was over, I would leave it in her hands whether I remained 
at Hare Street a day or two, or left again next morning. 
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More than a day or two, I did not even hope for. I had 
insulted her—it seemed—beyond forgiveness. Yet, besides 
my miserableness, there was something very like pleasure 
as well, though of a grim sort. I had spoken my mind to her, 
pretty well, and would do so more explicitly; and I was to 
speak my mind very well indeed to her father. There was 
a real satisfaction to me in that prospect. Then, once more, 
I would shut the door for ever on Hare Street, and go back 
again to town, and begin all over again at the beginning, 
and try to retrieve a little of what I had lost. Such then 
were my thoughts. 

We supped, at Ware—at the Saracen’s Head, and the 
same wretched performance was gone through as at the 
Cross-Keys. Night was fallen completely; and we had 
candles that guttered not a little. Dolly was silent, however, 
this time, even to her maid. She did not give me one look, 
all through supper. 

When I came out afterwards to the horses, the yard was 
all in a mist: I could see no more than a spot of light where 
the lamp should be by the stable-door. The host came 
with me. 

“ It is fallen very foggy, sir/' he said. “ Would it not 
be be9t to stay the night ? ” 

I was considering the point before answering ; but my 
cousin answered for me, from behind. 

“ Nonsense,’’ said she. " I know every step of the way. 
Where are the horses ? ” 

(Even that, I observed, she said to the host and not to 
me.) 

" The lady is impatient to get home,” I said. " Is the 
fog likely to spread far ? ” 

“ It may be from here to Cambridge, sir,” he said—" at 
this time of the year.” 

" Where are the horses ? ” said Dolly again. 

There was no help for it. Once more we mounted; 
Dolly, again, assisted by the host, and not by me: 
but Anne was gracious enough to accept my ministra¬ 
tions. 

For a few miles all went well: but the roads hereabouts 
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were very soft and boggy; it was next to impossible some¬ 
times to know whether we wore right or not; and after a 
while one of my men waited for me—he that carried the 
lantern to guide the rest of us. The first I saw of him was 
his horse's ears, very black, like a pair of horns, against the 
lighted mist. 

“ Sir," he said, " I do not know the road. I can see not 
five yards, light or no light." 

I called out to James. 

“ James," said I, "do you know where we are ? " 

"No, sir," said he, " at least not very well." 

" Cousin," I said—(for Dolly had reined up her horse 
close behind, not knowing, I suppose, that I was so near). 
" Cousin, I am sorry to trouble you ; but unless you can lead 
us-" 

" Give me the lantern," she said sharply to my man. 

She took it from him, and pushed forwards. I wheeled 
my horse after her and followed. The rest fell in behind 
somewhere. I did not say one word, good or bad; for a 
certain thought had come to me of what might happen. 
She thought, I suppose, that Anne was behind her. 

So impatient was my Cousin Dolly, that, certain of her 
road, as she supposed, she urged her horse presently into a 
kind of amble. I urged mine to the same; and so, for 
perhaps ten minutes, we rode in silence. I could hear the 
horses behind—or rather the sucking noise of their feet,— 
fall behind a little, and then a little more. The men were 
talking, too ; and so was Anne, to them—for she liked men's 
company, and did not get very much of it in Dolly's service 
—and this I suppose was the reason why they did not notice 
how the distance grew between us. After about ten minutes 
I heard a man shout ; but the fog deadened his voice, so 
that it sounded a great way off; and Dolly, I suppose, 
thought he was not of our party at all; for she never turned 
her head ; and besides, she was intent on hating me, and 
that, I think, absorbed her more than she knew. I said 
nothing ; I rode on in silence, seeing her like an outline only 
in the dark, now and again—and, more commonly nothing 
but a kind of lighted mist, now and then obscured. It 
appeared to me that we were very far away to the right; 
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but then I never professed to know the way; and it was no 
business of mine. Truly the very courses of nature fought 
against my cousin and her passionate ways. 

Presently I turned at a sound ; and there was James* 
mare at my heels. I knew her even in the dark, by the 
white blaze on her forehead. I had been listening for the 
voices ; and had not noticed he was there. I reined up, 
instantly ; and as he came level I plucked his sleeve. 

James," I whispered in Italian, lest Dolly should catch 
even a phrase of what I said—“ not a word. Go back and 
find the others. Leave us. We will find our way." 

James was an exceedingly discreet and sensible fellow—as 
I knew. He reined back upon the instant, and was gone 
m the black mist; and I could hear his horse’s footsteps 
passing into the distance. What he thought, God and he 
alone knew; for he never told me. 

The soft sound of the hoofs was scarcely died away, before 

* r? n t0 * n suddenl y » f° r there were the haunches 
of Dolly's horse before the very nose of my poor grey. She 

had halted ; and was listening. I held my breath. 

Anne, she said suddenly. " Anne, where are you ? " 

As in the Scripture—there was no voice nor any that 

answered. There was no sound at all but the creaking of 

the harness, and the soft breathing of the horses, for we 

had been coming over heavy ground. The world was as if 
buried m wool. 

“ Anne," she said again ; and I caught a note of fear in 
her voice. 


Cousin, said I softly, " I fear Anne is lost, and so are 
the rest. You see you would not speak to me ; and it was 
none of my business-" 

Who is that ? said she sharply. But she knew well 
enough. 

I resolved to spare her nothing ; for I was beginning to 
understand her a little better. 

“ It is Cousin Roger," I said. " You see you said you 
knew the road, and so_" 


Then she lashed her horse suddenly ; and I heard him 
plunge. But he could not go fast, from the heaviness of 
the ground ; and he was very weary too, as were we all. 
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Besides, she forgot that she carried the lantern, I think; 
and I was able to follow her easily enough ; as the light 
moved up and down. Then the light halted once more; 
and I saw a great whiteness beyond it which I could not at 
first understand. 

I came up quietly ; and spoke again. 

" Dolly, my dear ; we had best have a little truce—an 
armed truce, if you will—but a truce. You can be angry 
with me again afterwards.” 

" You coward ! ” she said, with a sob in her voice, “ to 
lead me away like this-” 

“ My dear ; it was you who did the leading. Do me 
bare justice. I have followed very humbly.” 

She made no answer. 

“ Cousin ; be reasonable,” I said. “ Let us find the way 
out of this ; and when we are clear you can say what you 
will—or say nothing once more.” 

She took me at my word, and preserved her deadly silence. 

I slipped off my horse ; she was within an arm's length, 
and, not trusting her, I passed my arm with scarcely a notice¬ 
able movement through her bridle. It was well that I did 
so ; for an instant after she tore at the bridle, not knowing 
I had hold of it, and lashed her horse again, thinking to 
escape whilst I was on the ground. I was very near 
knocked down by the horse’s shoulder, but I slipped up 
my hand and caught him close to the bit—holding my own 
with my other hand. 

“ You termagant ! ” I said, as soon as I had them both 
quiet ; for I was very angry indeed to be treated so after 
all my gentleness. “ No more trust for me. It would 
serve you right if I left you here.” 

“ Leave me,” she wailed, “ leave me, you coward ! ” 

I set my teeth. 

“ I shall not,” I said. “ I shall punish you by remaining. 

I know you hate my company. Well, you will submit to 
it, then, because I choose so. Now then, let us see-” 

Then she burst out suddenly into a passion of weeping. 

I set my teeth harder than ever. There was only one way, 
after all, to get the better of Dolly ; and I had pitched 

on it. 
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“ Yes: it is very weU to cry," I said. “ You nearly had 
me killed just now. Well: you will have to listen to me 
presently, whether you like it or not. Give me the lantern.” 

She made no movement. She had fought down her tears 
a little ; but I could hear her breath still sobbing. I reached 
up and took the lantern from her right hand. 

" Now ; where in God’s name are we ? ” said I. 

We had ridden into some kind of blind alley, I presently 
saw; and that was why Dolly’s horse had halted. Even 
that I had not owed to her goodwill. For we had ridden, 

u ^ preSently> frying the lantern up and down, into a great 
chalk pit; and must have turned off along the track that 
led to it, from one of those sunken ways that drovers use 
to bring their flocks up to the high road. That we were to 
the right of the high road I was certain, of my own observa¬ 
tion. Ergo ; if we could get back into the sunken way and 
turn to the right, we might find ourselves on familiar ground 
again. However, I said nothing of this to Dolly. I was 
resolved that she should suffer a little more first. I took 
the bridles of the two horses more securely, slipping my 
hand with the lantern through the bridle of my own, turned 
their heads round and walked between them, looking very 
closely on this side and that, and turning my lantern every 
way After twenty yards I saw that I was right. The 
bank on my left proved to be no bank, but the cliff-edge of 
the chalk pit only, by which the sunken way passed very 
near. I led the horses round to the right ; and there were 
we, in the very situation I had surmised. Still holding 
Dolly’s bridle, I mounted my own horse ; and when I had 
done so, to secure myself and her the better, I pulled the 

reins suddenly over her horse’s head, and brought them into 
my left hand. 

That is safer, I observed. “ Now we can pretend to be 

friends again ; and hold that conversation of which I spoke 
after we left London/' 

There was no answer, as we set out along the way. It 
was a little clearer by now ; and I could see the bank on 
my right. I glanced at her ; and in the light of the lantern 
I could see that she was sitting very upright and motionless 
like a shadow. I lowered the lantern to the right side, so 

17 * 
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that she was altogether in the dark and the bank illuminated. 
I felt a little compassion for her indeed; but I dared not 
shew it. 

“ Now, Cousin,” I said, “ I preached to His Majesty 
yesterday ; and he told me I should be a Bishop at least. 
Now it is you that must hear a sermon.” 

Again she said nothing. 

I had rehearsed pretty well by now all that I meant to 
say to her ; and it was good for me that I had, else I might 
have fallen weak again when I saw her so unhappy. As 
it was I kept back some of the biting sentences I had pre¬ 
pared. My address was somewhat as follows. We jogged 
forward very gingerly as I spoke. 

” Cousin,” I began, “ you have treated me very ill. The 
first of your offences to me was that, though I had earned, 
I think, the right to call myself your friend, neither you nor 
your father gave me any hint whatever of your going to 
Court. I know very well why you did not ; and I shall 
have a little discourse to make to your father upon the 
matter, at the proper time. But for all that I had a right 
to be told. If you were to go, I might at least have got you 
better protection in the beginning than that of the—the— 
well—of Her Grace of Portsmouth. 

“ Now all that was the cause of the very small offence that 
I committed against you myself—that of forcing my way 
into your lodgings. For that I offer my apologies—not 
for the fact, but for the manner of it. And even that apology 
is not very deep : I shall presently tell you why. 

“ The next of your offences to me was that open defiance 
which you shewed, and some of the words you addressed 
to me, both then and afterwards. You have told me I 
was a coward, several times, under various phrases, and 
twice, I think, sans phrase. Cousin ; I am a great many 
things I should not be ; but I do not think I am a coward; 
at least I have never been a coward in your presence. Again, 
you have told me that I was very good at bullying. For 
that I thank God, and gladly plead guilty. If a maid is bent 
on her own destruction, if nothing else will serve she must 
be bullied out of it. Again, I thank God that I was there 

to do it," 
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I looked at her out of the tail of my eye. Her head seemed 
to me to be a little hung down ; but she said nothing at all. 

The third offence of yours is the intolerable discourtesy 
you have shewn to me all to-day—and before servants too 
I put myself to great pains to get you out of that stinking 
hole called Whitehall; I risked His Majesty's displeasure 
or the same purpose : I have been at your disposal ever 
since noon ; and you have treated me like a dog. You will 
continue to treat me so, no doubt, until we get to Hare 
btreet ; and you will do your best no doubt to provoke a 
quarrel between your father and myself. Well; I have no 
great objection to that; but I have not deserved that you 
should behave so. I have done nothing, ever since I have 
known you, but try to serve you—” (my voice rose a little ; 

,* WaS truly moved * and far more than my words shewed) 

You first treated me like a friend ; then, when you 

would not have me as a lover, I went away, and I stayed 

away. Then, when you would not have me as a lover, and 

I would not have you as my friend, I became, I think 

I may fairly say, your defender ; and all that you do in 
return- J 

Then, without any mistake at all, I caught the sound of 
a sob ; and all my pompous eloquence dropped from me 
like a cloak. My anger was long since gone, though I had 
feigned it had not. To be alone with her there, enclosed in 
the darkness as in a little room—her horse and mine nodding 

their heads together, and myself holding her bridle_all 

this, and the silence round us, and my own heart, very near 
bursting, broke me down. 

Oh ! Dolly/' I cried. “ Why are you so bitter with 
me . You know that I have never thought ill of you for an 
instant. You know I have done nothing but try to serve 
you—I have bullied you? Yes: I have; and I would do 
the same a thousand times again in the same cause. You are 
wilfui and obstinate ; but I thank God I am more wilful and 
obstinate than you. I am sick of this fencing and diplo¬ 
macy and irony. You know what I am—I am not at all the 
fine gentleman that leaned his head on the chimney-breast 
—that was make-believe and foolishness. I am a bully and 
a brute—you have told me so_ 99 
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“ Oh ! ” wailed Dolly suddenly—no longer pretending; 
and I caught the note in her voice for which I had been 
waiting. I dropped the lantern; the horses plunged 
violently at the flare and the crash ; but I cared nothing for 
that. I dragged furiously on the bridle ; and as the horses 
swung together, I caught her round the shoulders, and kissed 
her fiercely on the cheek. She clung to me, weeping. 



CHAPTER V 


W ELL; I had beaten her at last; and in the only 

way in which she would yield. Weakness was of 
no use with her, nor gentleness, nor even that lofty patronage 
which, poor fool ! I had shewn her in the parlour at Hare 
Street. She must be man's mate—which is certainly a 
rather savage relation at bottom—not merely his pretty 
and grateful wife. This I learned from her, as we rode 
onwards and up into the high road—(where, I may say in 
passing, there was no sign of our party)—though she did 
not know she was telling it me. 

Oh ! Roger," she said. " And I thought you were a—a 
pussy-cat." 

That is the second time I have been told so in two days," 
I said. 

** Who told you so ? " 

“ His Majesty." 

“ I thought His Majesty was wiser," said she. 

“ He has been pretty wise, though," I said. “ If it were 
not for him, we should not be riding here together." 

" I suppose you made him do that too," she said. 

But it was not only of Dolly that I had learned my lessons ; 
it was of myself also. I was astonished how inevitable 
it appeared to me now that we should be riding together on 
such terms ; and I understood that never, for one instant, 
all through this miserable year away from her, had I ever, 
interiorly, loosed my hold upon her. Beneath all my 
resolutions and wilful distractions the intention had per¬ 
severed. All the while I was saying to myself in my own 
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mind that I should never see Dolly again, something that 
was not my mind—(I suppose my heart)—was telling me 
the precise opposite. Well; the heart had been right, 
after all. 


She asked me presently what I should say to her 
father. 

“ I shall forgive him a great deal now, that I thought I 
never should,” I said with wonderful magnanimity. “ A 
few sharp words only, and no more. You see, my dear, it 
was through his sending you to Court-” 

” Yes : yes,” she said. 

” He has behaved abominably, however,” I said, “ and I 
shall tell him so. Dolly, my love.” 

“ Yes,” said she. 

“ I must go back very soon to town. I have been offered 
a piece of work ; and even if I do not accept it, I must speak 
of it to them.” 

" Them ? ” 

" Yes, my dear. I must say no more than that. It is 
secretum commissum as we say in Rome.” 

” And to think that you were a Benedictine novice ! ” 
exclaimed Dolly. 

We talked awhile of that then ; she asked me a number 
of questions that may be imagined under such circumstances : 
and my answers also can be imagined ; and we spoke of a 
great number of things, she and I riding side by side in the 
dark, our very horses friendly one with another—she telling 
me all of how she went to Court, and why she went, and I 
telling her my side of the affair—until at last in Puckeridge 
a man ran out from the inn yard to say that our party 
was within and waiting for us. They had met, it appeared, 
a rustic fellow who had set them right, soon after they had 
lost us. 

I do not know what they thought at first ; but I know 
what they thought in the end ; for I rated them very soundly 
for not keeping nearer to us ; and bade James ride ahead 
with the lantern with all the rest between, and Dolly and I 
in the rear to keep them from straying again. In this manner 
then did she and I contrive to have a great deal more con- 
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versation before we came a little before midnight to Hare 
Street. 

The village was all dark as we came through it ; and all 
dark was the House when we pushed open the yard gates 
and rode in. We went through and beat upon the door, 
and presently heard a window thrown up. 

“ Who is there ? ” cried my Cousin Tom’s voice. 

I bade Dolly’s maid answer. (She was all perplexed, poor 
wench, at the change of relations between her mistress 
and me.) 

“ It is Mistress Jermyn, sir,” she said. 

" Yes ; father ; I have come back,” cried Dolly. 

There was an exclamation from poor Tom ; and in two 
or three minutes we saw a light beneath the door, and heard 
him drawing the bolts. I pushed Dolly and her maid for¬ 
ward as the door opened, and then myself strode suddenly 
forward into the light. 

” Why—God bless-” cried Tom ; who was in his coat 

and shoes. I could see how his face fell when he saw me. 
I looked at him very grimly : but I said nothing to him at 
once (for I was sorely tempted to laugh at his apparition), but 
turned to James and bade him see to the rest and find beds 
somewhere. Then I went after Dolly and her father into 
the Great Chamber, still with my hat on my head and 
looking very stem. He was talking very swiftly in a low 
voice to Dolly ; but he stopped when I came in. 

” Yes, Cousin Tom,” I said, ” I am come back again— 
all unlooked for, as I see.” 

” But, good God ! ” he cried. “ What is the matter ; 
and why is Dolly here ? I was but just asking-” 

I pulled out the King's paper which I had all ready, and 
thrust it down before the lantern that he had put on the 
table : and I waited till he had read it through. 

" There, Cousin 1 ” I said when he was staring on me again, 
” that is enough warrant for both you and me, I think. 
Have you anything to say ? ” 

He began to bluster. 

” Cousin,” I said, ” if I have any patience it is because 
Dolly has given it back to me. You had best not say too 
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much. You have done all the harm you could; and it is 
only by God's mercy that it has not been greater.” 

He said that he was Dolly’s father and could do as he 
pleased. Besides, she herself had consented. 

“ I know that,” I said, “ because she has told me so; 
and that it was in despair that she went, because we two 
fools bungled our business. Well, you may be her father; 
but the Scripture tells us that a woman must leave her 
father and cleave to her husband ; and that is what I am 
to be to her.” 

Well; when I said that, there was the Devil to pay—we 
three standing there in the cold chamber, with the draughts 
playing upon poor Tom’s legs. He looked a very piteous 
object, very much fallen from that fine figure that he had 
presented when I had first set eyes on him ; but he strove 
to compensate by emphasis what he lacked in dignity. He 
said that he had changed his mind ; that even third cousins 
once removed should not marry ; that he had now other 
designs for his daughter ; that I had no right to dictate 
to him in his own house. He waxed wonderfully warm; 
but even then, in the first flush of his resistance I thought I 
saw a kind of wavering. I sat with one leg across the corner 
of the great table until he was done ; while Dolly sat in a 
chair, turning her merry eyes from the one to the other 
of us. For myself, I felt no lack of confidence. I had 
beaten the daughter ; now I was to beat the father. 

When he had finished, and drew breath, I stood up. 

" Very bravely said, Cousin, bare legs and all,” I said. 
“ We will speak of it all again to-morrow. But now for a 
bite ; we have been riding since noon.” 

It was very strange to go upstairs again after a mouthful 
or two, and a glass of warm ale, and see my chamber again 
from which I had departed in such unhappiness near a 
twelvemonth ago. James had made a little fire for me, 
before which I drew off my boots and undressed myself. 
For it was from this very chamber that I had gone forth 
in such despair, when Dolly had said that she would not have 
me : and now, here I was in it again, all glowing with my 
ride and my drink and my great content, having kissed Dolly 
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just now in her father’s presence as a symbol of our troth. 
And so I went to bed and dreamed and woke and dreamed 
again. 

We had our talk out next morning, Tom pacing up and 
down the Great Chamber, until I entreated him for God’s 
sake to sit down and save my stiff neck. He was very high 
at first; but I was astonished how quickly he came down. 

" That is very well,” I said, “ to speak now of better 
prospects for Dolly. But you will do me the honour of 
remembering, my dear Cousin, that in this very room once 
you spoke to me very differently. If you have changed 
your mind, you might at least have told me so ; for I have 
not changed mine at all; and Dolly, it seems, is come round 
to my way of thinking at last.” 

“ But how did you do it ? ” asked he, stopping in his walk. 

“ I lost my temper altogether,” said I ; ” and that is a 
very good way if you have tried all the rest.” 

“ But the King, man, the King ! How did you get that 
paper out of him ? Why His Majesty himself, I am told, 
took particular notice-” 

“ Eh ? ” said I. 

“ That is no matter now,” he said. “ What were you 
going to say ?’ ’ 

” I must have that first,” said I. 

Tom began to pace the floor again. 

" It is nothing at all, Cousin. It is that His Majesty 
spoke very kindly to my daughter upon her first coming 
to Court.” 

"I am glad I did not know that,” I said, “ or I might 
have said more to him.” 

“ Well; but what did you say ? ” 

Now I was in half a dozen minds as to what I should tell 
him. He knew for certain nothing at all of my comings and 
goings and of what I did for the King ; yet I thought that 
he must have guessed a good deal. I judged it safer, there¬ 
fore, to tell him a little, to stop his mouth ; but not too 
much. 

" Why,” I said very carefully, “ I have been of a little 
service to the King ; and His Majesty was good enough to 
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ask me if there were any little favour he could do me. So 
that is what I asked him.” 

Tom stopped in his pacing again : and it was then that I 
entreated him to sit down and talk like a Christian. He 
did so, without a word. 

" In France, I suppose? ” he said immediately after. 

“ Why, yes.” 

Tom looked at me again. 

” And you travel with four men now, instead of one.” 

” I find it more convenient,” I said. 

“ And more expensive too,” he observed. 

” Why, yes : a little more expensive, too,” I answered. 
But I was a shade uneasy ; because this increase of servants 
was at His Majesty’s desire and cost. I made haste to turn 
the conversation back once more. I did not wish Tom 
to think that I was of any importance at all. 

” Well ; but what of Dolly ? ” I said. 

It was then that my Cousin suddenly came down from his 
loftiness. He seemed to awake out of a little reverie. 

“You come into the enjoyment of your property,” he said, 
" in four years from now ? 

" In less than that,” I said. ” It is three years and a 
half. My birthday is in June.” 

He asked me one or two more questions then as to its 
amount, and what arrangements I would make in the event 
of my marriage. When I had satisfied him upon these 
matters, he fell again into a reverie. 

” Well ? ” said I, a little sharply. 

“ Cousin,” he said, " I do not wish to stand in your way. 
But there must be no talk of marriage till ’85. Will that 
content you ? 

It did not in the least ; but it was what I had expected. 

I was scarcely rich enough yet to support a wife, and knew 
that, well enough ; for if I married and left the King’s 
service there would be no more travelling expenses for me. 
Dolly and I last night had agreed upon that as the least 
that we could consent to. 

“ Four years is a long time,” said I. 

“You said three and a half just now,” he observed a 
little bitterly. 
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“ Well: three and a half. I suppose I must take that, if 
I can get nothing better.** 

Now I was secretly a little astonished that my Cousin 
Tom had consented so quickly, after his recent ambitions. 
Plainly he had aimed higher than at my poor standard 
during those months ; for when a maid went to Court as one 
of the Queen’s ladies the least that was expected of her was 
that she would marry a pretty rich man. But the reason 
of it all was unpleasantly evident to me. He must have 
gathered from what I had said and done that my favour 
was increasing with the King ; and therefore he must have 
argued too that I must be serving His Majesty in some 
very particular way—which was the very last thing I desired 
him to know, as he was such a gossip. But I dared say no 
more then. We grasped one another’s hands very heartily : 
and then I went to find Dolly. 

The days that followed were very happy ones—though, 
as I shall presently relate, they were to be interrupted once 
more. I had in my mind, during them all, that I must soon 
go up to London again to tell Mr. Chiffinch my final decision 
that I could not undertake the work that he had proposed 
to me ; for I had spoken of it at some length with Dolly, 
giving her a confidence that I dared not give to her father. 
But I did not think that I should have to go so soon. 

It was in the hour before supper one evening that I told 
her of it, as we sat in the tapestried parlour, looking into 
the fire from the settle where we sat together. 

“ My dear,** said I, “ I wish to ask your advice. But it 
is a very private matter indeed.” 

” Tell me,” said Dolly contentedly. (Her hand was in 
mine, and she looked extraordinary pretty in the firelight.) 

” I am asked whether I will undertake a little work. In 
itself it is excellent. It concerns the protection of His 
Majesty ; but it is the means that I am doubtful about.” 

Then I told her that of the details—of the how and the 
when and the where—I knew no more than she : but that, 
if all went well, I might find myself trusted by a traitor : 
and that I was considering whether in such a cause as this 
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it was a work to which I could put my hand, to betray that 
trust, if I got it. But before I was done speaking I knew 
that I could not—so wonderfully does speaking to another 
clear one's mind—and that though I could not condemn 
outright a man who thought fit to do so, any more than I 
would condemn a scavenger for cleaning the gutter, it was 
not work for a gentleman to seek out a confidence that he 
might betray it again. 

“ Now that I have put it into words," I said, “ I see that 
it cannot be done. Certainly it would advance me very 
much with His Majesty ; (and that is one reason why I 
spoke to you of it)—but such advance would be too dearly 
bought. Do you not think so too, my dear ? " 

She nodded slowly and very emphatically three or four 
times, without speaking, as her manner was. 

“ Then that is decided," said I, " and in a day or two I 
will go to town and tell them so." 

So we put the matter away then ; and spoke of matters 
far more dear to both of us, until Tom came in and exclaimed 
at our sitting in the dark as he called it. 

The interruption came that very night. 

We were at supper, and speaking of Christmas, and of how 
we would have again the dancing as last year, when we 
heard a man ride past the house, pulling up his horse as he 
came. Such interruptions came pretty often ;—it was so 
that I had been first sent for by Mr. Chiffinch : and it was 
so again that the Duke of Monmouth had come, and others 
—but we had plenty too of others who came, seeing the 
house at the end of the village, to ask their way, or what 
not ; so we paid no attention to it. Presently, however, 
we heard a man's steps come along the paved walk, and then 
a knocking at the door. James went out to see who was 
there ; and came back immediately saying that it was a 
courier with a letter for me. My conscience smote me a 
little, for I had delayed more than a week now from answer¬ 
ing Mr. Chiffinch: and, sure enough, when I went out, 
the man was come from him. I took the letter he gave me 
into the Great Chamber to read it, and was astonished at 
its contents. There were but four lines in it. 
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" Mr. Mallock,” it ran, “ come immediately—that is to¬ 
morrow. The Lord hath delivered them into our hands. 
Ride by Amwell; and go through the place slowly between 
eleven and twelve with no servant near." And it was 
signed with his initials only. 

I went back again into the dining-room immediately, and 

shut the door behind me. 

“ I must go to town, to-morrow," I said, all short. 

Dolly looked up at me, gone a little white. I shook my 
head and smiled at her, but secretly ; so that Tom did not 
see. 


CHAPTER VI 


I DO not think that I have yet related how great was 
the work that Mr. Chiffinch had done in the matter 
of the spies that he had everywhere during those later years 
of His Majesty Charles the Second. That which he had 
done during Monmouth’s progress in the north—his receiving 
of reports day by day, and even hour by hour—this was 
only one instance of his activity. The secret-looking men, 
or even the bold-looking gentlemen, whom I had met on his 
stairs so continually, or for whose sake I was kept waiting 
sometimes when I went to see him—these were his tools 
and messengers. This company of spies was of all grades ; 
and it was to serve in that company that he had sent for 
me from France, and that I was determined to decline. 

Though, however, I was so determined, I did not dare to 
disobey the directions that his letter gave me ; for I could 
not be sure that it was for this work in particular that he 
had summoned me ; though I guessed that it was. I would 
go, thought I, and do in everything as he had said; I would 
ride through Amwell, with my servants behind at a good 
distance : I would see what befell me there—for that some¬ 
thing would, was certain from the letter; then I would 
proceed on to London, and, if the affair were against my 
honour, as I was sure it would be, I would refuse any further 
part in it. My one hardship was that I could do no more 
than tell Dolly in private that I would hold to my resolution. 
I dared not tell her anything of the contents of the letter 
which I had immediately destroyed. I promised her that 
I would be back for Christmas at the latest. She came out 
to the yard-gate to wish me good-bye : my servants were 
gone in front; and my Cousin Tom had the sense to be out 
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of the way; so our good-byes were all that such miserable 
things ever can be. I waved to her at the corner, and she 
waved back. 

When we came about two miles to the north of Amwell— 
which we did about eleven o’clock, as I had been bid, I 
bade my servants stay behind, and not come after me till 
half an hour later; further I bade them, if, when they came, 
they found me in any man’s company, neither to salute me 
nor to make any sign of recognition ; but to pass straight 
on to Hoddesdon and wait for me there, not at the inn where 

I was known, but at another little one—the Kings Arms _ 

at the further end of the village, and there they were to 
dine. Even then, when I came, if I did, they were not to 
salute me until I had spoken with them. All this I did 
interpreting as well as I could, what Mr. Chiffinch had said ■ 

and they, since they were well-trained in that kind of service* 
understood me perfectly. 

It was near half-past eleven when I came riding very 
slowly, into the village street, looking this way and that 
so as to shew my face, but as if I were just looking about me. 
I noticed a couple of servants, in a very plain livery which 
I thought I had seen before, in the yard of the Mitre, but 
they paid no attention to me. So I passed up the street to 
the end, and no one spoke with me or shewed any sign. Now 
I knew that there was something forward, and that unless 
I fell in with it the arrangement would have failed ; so I 
turned again and rode back, as if I were looking for an inn. 
Again no one spoke with me ; so I rode, as if discontented! 
into the yard of the Mitre, and demanded of an ostler whether 
there was any food fit to eat there. 

He looked at me in a kind of hesitation. 

Yes, sir, he said ; “ but—but the parlour is full. A 
party is there, from London.” 

Ihcn I knew that I had been right to come ; because at 
the same moment I remembered where I had seen those 
liveries before. They were those worn by the men who had 
come with Monmouth to Hare Street. 

I said nothing to the ostler ; but slipped off my horse, as 
lie took the bridle, and went indoors. The fellow called out 

18 


ODDSFISH! 



after me; but I made as if I did not hear. (I have found, 
more than once, that a little deafness is a very good thing.) 
There were voices I heard talking beyond a door at the end 
of the passage ; I went up to this, and without knocking, 
lifted the latch and went in. 

The room, that looked out, with one window only, into 
a small enclosed garden, was full of men. There were eight 
of them, as I counted presently ; all round a table on which 
stood a couple of tall jugs and tankards. I raised my hand 
to my hat. 

** I beg pardon, gentlemen. Is there room-” 

“ Why—it is Mr.-” I heard a voice say, suddenly stifled. 

Beyond that, for a moment, there was silence. Then a 
man stood up suddenly, with a kind of eagerness. 

" Mr. Mallock,” he said, " Mr. Mallock ! Do you not 

remember me ? 

“ Your back is to the light, sir—” I began ; and then : 
“ Why it is Mr. Rumbald.” 

“ The same, sir ; the same. There is a friend of yours, 
here, sir—Come in and sit down, sir. There is plenty of 

room for another friend.” , 

There was a very curious kind of eagerness in the maltster s 

voice, which puzzled me not a little ; and there was a change 
of manner too in him, that puzzled me no less. He spoke 
as if he had almost expected me, or was peculiarly astonished 
to see me there ; and there was none of that hail-fellow 
air about him any more. He spoke to me as to a gentle¬ 
man—as indeed I shewed I was by my dress—but yet mani¬ 
fested no surprise at seeing me so. However, I had neither 
time nor thought to consider this at the moment, for the 
friend of mine of whom he spoke, and who was now standing 
up to greet me, was no other than my Lord Essex he who 
had been riding with Monmouth from Newmarket; and he 
whose name Mr. Chiffinch had expressly spoken of to me. 
Yet how did Mr. Rumbald know that we knew one another^ 

I made haste to salute him ; for he too, I thought, had 


an air of eagerness. 

“ Come in and sit down, Mr. Mallock, he said, 
have dined early ; and are presently off to town 
Are you riding our way ? ” 


“ We 

again. 
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" Why, yes,” I said, “ I am going up to my lodgings for 
a little.” 

(As I spoke a thousand questions besieged me. Why 
was there this air of expectation in them all ? How did 
Mr. Chifhnch know that they would be here at this time ? 
Why had he arranged that I should meet them ? Why 
had he not spoken of their names to me ; since he had told 
me so freely of them before ? Well; I must wait, thought 
I, and meantime go very gingerly. I was not going to put 
my hand to this kind of work ; but I did not wish to spoil 
Mr. Chiffinch’s design if I could help it.) 

“ Why,” said my Lord, “ if you are going to town, may 
I not ride with you ? Some of these gentlemen are in a 
hurry ; but I am sure I am not. Have you no servants, 
Mr. Mallock ? ” 

" I have sent mine on before,” I said, marvelling more 
than ever at the man’s friendliness, “ but I shall be very 
happy to ride with your Lordship, if you can wait till I have 
dined.” 

My Lord said a word to a man who sat near the door, 
who slipped out : and I heard his voice ordering dinner for 
me. Meantime I observed the company. 

There were eight, as I have said ; but I knew for certain 
two only—the maltster and my Lord Essex. The rest 
puzzled me not a little. They seemed well-bred fellows 
enough ; but they were dressed very plainly, and appeared 
no more than country squires or lawyers or suchlike. They 
were talking of the most indifferent things in the world, with 
silences, as if they wondered what next to speak of; they 
hardly looked at me at all after a minute or two ; and pre¬ 
sently one by one began to stand up and take their leave, 
saluting my Lord by name, and bowing only to me. By 
the time that my dinner came there were left only my Lord, 
who was very attentive to me, and Mr. Rumbald ; and 
before I was well set-to, even Mr. Rumbald stood up to say 
good-bye. 

Again I was puzzled by the man ; for again he appeared 
very friendly with me, and again shewed no sign of astonish¬ 
ment at my acquaintance with my Lord and at my appear¬ 
ance as a gentleman. 

18* 
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“I am very glad, sir,” he said, shaking my hand with 
great warmth, “ that you will have so pleasant a ride to 
town with your friend. And you will remember my house 
too, will you not, ovw the river, if ever you are by that 
way.” 

I told him that I would : and thanked him for his courtesy ; 
and he went out, after shaking hands too with my Lord, 
taking care to exchange no glances with him, though it 
would be evident, even to a child, that there was some secret 
between them. 

When he was gone, my Lord turned to me. 

“ A very good fellow, Rumbald—a very good fellow 

indeed.” 

I assented, heartily. 

“ Honest as the day,” said my Lord. 

“ There is no doubt of it,” said I, with my mouth full. 

" And a good patriot too. It is what we want, Mr. 

Mallock.” 

Again I assented ; and my Lord presently changed the 
conversation. 

During the rest of dinner he said nothing that was signi¬ 
ficant of any of the things I suspected. I knew now, 
beyond a doubt, both from what Mr. Chiffinch had said and 
from the strangely mixed company, and the circumstances 
under which I found them, that something was forward; 
but as to what it was all about I knew no more than the 
dead. Neither did I as yet see a single glimmer of light 
on the questions that had puzzled me just now. So I deter¬ 
mined that when we were safe out on the lonely road I 
would throw a bait or two ; though my resolution still held 
that I would do no dirty work, even for His Majesty himself. 

I dined very tolerably, and lit a pipe afterwards: (my 
Lord told me that he used no tobacco) ; and presently in 
a kind of impatience—for indeed the position I found myself 
in was a little disconcerting—I observed that it was past 

noon. , T 

“ You are quite right,” said my Lord, ^ quite right. 1 

will tell them to have the horses ready. Your servants are 
gone on before, I think you said, Mr. Mallock ? 
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I told him Yes ; but I wondered why he did not shout for 
the maid, instead of going out himself ; but I understood 
the reason when I found presently, when we took the road, 
that his own men kept a full hundred yards in the rear. 
Evidently he had gone out to tell them to do so. 

So soon as we were clear of Am well, I began. There was a 
little wind, and the weather was moist and thick, so there 
was no danger of our being overheard. 

“ My Lord/* I said, “I am very much puzzled by what I 
have seen.** 

“ Eh ? ** said he. 

“ It was a very mixed company just now, in Amwell.** 

He frowned a little. 

“ Very excellent gentlemen, all of them—*’ I hastened to 
add. " But I was wondering what it was that drew them 
all together. I can only think of two things.’* 

0 What are they, Mr. Mallock ? ** asked my Lord a little 
eagerly. 

“ Religion or politics, my Lord,” I said. “ And I am sure 
that it is not the first.” 

He appeared to reflect ; but he was not a very good actor ; 
and I could see that it was feigned. 

“ Why you are very sharp, sir,” he said. “ You have put 
your finger on the very place—the very place.” (And he 
continued with far too short a pause) : ” On which side are 
you, Mr. Mallock ? • For the country or for the Court ? ” 

“ That is a dangerous question to answer, my Lord,” I 
said, very short. 

“ It is only dangerous for one side,” said he. 

I nodded, in a grave and philosophical manner. Then I 
sighed. 

“ You are quite right, my Lord.” 

I could see that he was glancing at me continually. Yet 
no explanation of his behaviour yet crossed my mind. 

“ Mr. Mallock,” said he after a silence, “it is no good 
fencing about the question. I can see that you are dis- 
affected }p 

*' That is a very safe way to put it,” I said. ” Who is 
not—on one side or the other ? ** 
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“ Yes/’ said he, " but you are sharp enough to know 
what I mean.” 

Again -I nodded ; but my mind was working like a mill; 
for a new thought had come to me that seemed to illumine 
all the rest ; and yet I could not understand. The thought 
was this. Plainly my Lord Essex knew a good deal about 
me : he knew enough, that is, to begin a conversation of 
this kind with one whom he had only met once before—a 
mad proceeding altogether, if that were all he knew. Ergo , 
thought I, he must know more than that; and if he knew 
more he must know that I was in the service of His Majesty 
and presumably devoted to that service; probably, too, 
from the understanding between himself and Rumbald, he 
knew that I had chosen on previous occasions to masquerade 
as if I were not a gentleman. Was he quite mad then ? 
For to talk like this to one in the confidence of His Majesty 
was surely a crazed proceeding ! Yet my Lord Essex was 
not a fool. 

Looking back upon the matter as I write, it is hard for 
me to understand why I did not see through his design, since 
I saw so much of it. Yet it was not until London was in 
sight, or rather its lights against the sky, that all fell into 
its place ; and I wondered at the simplicity of it. I think 
that it was the way he talked to me—the manner in which 
he skirted continually on the fringe of treason, yet said 
nothing that I could lay hold upon, and, above all, men¬ 
tioned no names—that gave me the clue. I fear I fell a 
little silent as I perceived how point after point ratified the 
conclusion to which I had come ; but I do not think he 
noticed it ; and, even if he did, it would only encourage him 
the more. And when I saw the whole, as plain as a map, 
my scruples left me altogether. I would not have betrayed 
the true confidence of this man, or of any other ; that reso¬ 
lution still held firm ; but this was another matter altogether. 

By the time that we reached Covent Garden—for he rode 
with me as far as that—I think he was satisfied that he had 
caught me in the way that he wished ; for he had given 
me the names of one or two places where I could communicate 
with him if I desired; and was nearer actual treason in his 
talk than ever before—though he did not go much beyond 
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deploring the Popish succession, and feigning that he did 
not know that I was a Catholic ; and, on my side, I had 
feigned to be greatly interested in all that he had said, and 
had let him see, though not too evidently, that it was feigning 
on my side too. We parted, outwardly, the best of friends ; 
inwardly we were at one another’s throats. 

So soon as I had dismounted—he having left me in the 
Strand—and gone indoors, I came out again, not fearing, 
indeed rather hoping, that he would be watching for me, 
and, in my boots just as I was, set out for Whitehall. 

Mr. Chifhnch was within, expecting me. Even he looked 
a little excited; and no wonder. But first I made him 
answer my questions before I would say a word beyond 
telling him that his design had prospered. 

" Mr. Chifhnch,” said I over my supper which he had 
brought for me to his parlour. “ Before I say one more 
word, you must tell me three or four things. The first is 
this. How did you know that it was in me that my Lord 
Essex would confide ? ” 

“ That is easily answered,” said he. “ My men told me 
that my Lord was after you everywhere—both in your 
lodgings and here.” 

“ Ah ! ” I said, “ and was there a fellow called Rumbald, 
with him ? ” 

" You are right,” he said. “ How did you know that ? ” 
" Wait,” I said. " The next is, If you could tell me so 
much in your letter, why did you not tell me the names of 

the persons ? ” 

He smiled. 

“ Mr. Mallock,” he said, “from your hesitation I knew 
that you would refuse to do such work as this. So I intended 
to catch you unawares, and to entangle you in it. I knew that 
you would not refuse to go to Amwell, and behave there as 
I directed, if I said no more than I did.” 

“ Well; you would have failed,” I said. 

" What l ” said he. " You are still going to refuse ? ” 

" No,” said I, " I accept the work : but it is. not what 

you think it is.” 

“ Why—what is it then ? ” 
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" Wait/’ I said. " The next is. How did you know that 
they would be at Amwell at that time ? ” 

“ Oh ! that is easy enough; one of my fellows got that 
out of one of Rumbaid’s maids—that a party of six would 
lie at the Ryehouse last night; and that they would meet 
two more at dinner in Amwell at eleven o'clock to-day. 
Rumbald has been known to us a long while. But it is 
the others we are waiting for." 

I was silent. There were no more questions I wished to 
ask at present; though there might be others later. 

“ Well,” said the page, a little eagerly ; and his narrow 
face looked very like a fox’s, as he spoke. “ Well; and what 
is your news ? ” 

I finished my stew and laid down the spoon. 

“ Mr. Chiflinch,” said I, “ let me first ask one more ques¬ 
tion. Why do you think that m}' Lord Essex was after me 
at all ? How did he know of me ? ” 

“ Plainly from Rumbald,” said he. 

“ And why did he want me ? ” 

He smiled. 

” Why, Rumbald thinks you disaffected towards the 
King ; and yet knows you are in his service. You would 
be a very great helper to them, if you cared.” 

It was my turn to smile. 

“ My Lord Essex is not a fool,” I said. “ If they know 
so much of me, would they not know more ? ” 

” Plainly they do not,” he said. “ Or they would not 
have tried to get you on their side.” 

I laughed softly. 

“ Sir,” I said, ” you are very sharp : but you are not 
sharp enough.” 

Then I related to him the behaviour of them all in the 
inn ; and how Rumbald had shewn no surprise in seeing 
that I was a gentleman after all ; and how my Lord Essex 
had talked in what would have been the maddest manner, 
if his intention had been as Chiffinch had thought it to be; 
and with every word that I said the page's face grew longer. 

“ Well,” he cried, “it is beyond me altogether. What 
then is the explanation ? ” 

** My friend,” I said, “ you were right. Neither before 
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nor after what has passed to-day would I have done the 
work you designed for me—which was to get these men's 
confidence, and then betray it again. But it is not their 
idea to give me their confidence at all. So I will work with 
you very gladly." 

“ But then what can you do-" he began in amazement. 

" Listen," I said. “ It will fall out just as I say. They 
will give me very few names ; they will admit me to none 
of their real secrets ; but yet they will feign to do so." 

" But, what a’ God's name-" 

" Oh ! man ! " I cried, " you are surely slow-witted to-day. 
They will do all this—" (I leaned forward as I spoke for 
further emphasis)—" in order that I may hand it on to His 
Majesty ; but they will give me no real secret till the climax 
is come, and their designs perfected. And then they will 
give me a false one altogether. They think that they will 
make me a tool to further their true plans by betraying false 
ones. We may know this for certain then—that whatever 
they tell me, knowing that I will tell you, is not what they 
intend, but something else altogether. And it will not be 
hard to know the truth, if we are certified of what is false." 

There was complete silence in the room when I had 
finished, except for the wash of the tide outside the windows. 
The man's mouth was open, and his eyes set in thought. 
Then sense came back to his face ; and he smiled suddenly 
and widely. 

“ God l " he said, and slapped me suddenly on the thigh. 
“ Good God ! you have hit it, I believe." 



CHAPTER VII 


F ROM now onwards there began for me such a series 
of complications that I all but despair of making 
clear even the course that they ran. My diaries are filled 
with notes and initials and dates which I dared not at the 
time set down more explicitly ; and my memory is often 
confused between them. For, indeed, my work in France 
was but child’s play to this, neither was there any danger 
in France such as was here. 

For consider what, not a double part merely, but a triple, 
I had to play. The gentlemen, who were beginning at this 
time to conspire in real earnest against the King and the 
Constitution, some of whom afterwards, such as my Lord 
Russell, suffered death for it, and others of whom like my 
Lord Howard of Escrick escaped by turning King's evidence 
—although their guilt was very various—these gentlemen, 
through my Lord Essex, had got at me, as they thought, 
to betray not truth but falsehood to His Majesty, and told 
me matters, under promise of secrecy, which they intended 
me to tell to the King and his advisers. To them, therefore, 
I had to feign feigning : I had to feign, that is, that I was 
feigning to keep their confidence, but that in reality that I 
was betraying it ; while to Mr. Chiffinch I had to disclose 
these precious secrets not as true but as false, and con¬ 
jecture with him what was the truth. (My evidence, later, 
was never called upon, nor did my name appear in any way, 
for that the jury would never have understood it.) I had, 
therefore, a double danger to guard against ; first that 
which came from the conspirators—the fear that they 
should discover I was tricking them, or rather that I had 
discovered their tricker}'; and, on the other side, that I 
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should become involved with them in the fall that was so cer¬ 
tain from the beginning, and be myself accused of con¬ 
spiracy—or of misprision of treason at the least. Against 
the latter I guarded as well as I could, by revealing to Mr. 
Chiffinch every least incident so soon as it happened ; and 
on three occasions in the following year having a long dis¬ 
course with His Majesty. But against the former danger 
I had only my wits to protect me. 

The best thing, therefore, that I can do is to relate a few 
of the events that happened to me. (I have never, I think, 
experienced such a strain on my wits ; for it went on for 
a good deal more than a year, since I could for a long time 
arrive at no certain proofs of the guilt of the conspirators, 
and His Majesty did not wish to strike until their conviction 
was assured.) 

The first meeting of the conspirators to which I was 
admitted was in January. (I had not been able, of course, 
to go to Hare Street for Christmas; but the letters I had 
now and again from Dolly, greatly encouraged and com¬ 
forted me. I had told her that I “ was keeping to my resolu¬ 
tion," but that “ I should be in some peril for a good while 
to come," and begged her to remember me often in her pure 
prayers.) 

A fellow came to my lodgings about the middle of January, 
with a letter from my Lord Essex. It ran as follows : 

" Sir,— With regard to some matters of which we spoke 
together on the occasion of our very pleasant ride to town 
last month, I am very anxious to see you again. Pray do 
not write any answer to this ; but if you can meet me on 
Thursday night at the house of my friend Mr. West, in 
Creed Lane, at nine o'clock, we may have a little con¬ 
versation with some other friends of ours. I am, sir, your 
obliged servant, 

“ Essex." 


I told the fellow that the answer was Yes. My Lord had 
been to see me in Covent Garden twice, but had said very 
little that was at all explicit; but Mr. Chiffinch had bid 
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me hold myself in readiness, and put aside all else for the 
further invitations that would surely come. And so it had. 


I found the house without difficulty; and was shewn into 
a little parlour near the door ; where presently my Lord came 
to me alone, all smiles. 

“ I am very glad you are come, Mr. Mallock,” he said. 
“ I was sure that you would. I have a few friends here 
who meet to talk politics; and they would greatly like to 
hear your views on the points. I think I may now venture 
to say that we know who you are, Mr. Mallock, and that 
you have done a good deal for His Majesty in France. Your 
opinion then would be of the greatest interest to us all.” 

(I understood why he put so much emphasis on France; 
it was to quiet me as to any suspicions they thought I might 
have as to my being the King’s servant in England too.) 

I answered him very civilly, smiling as if I was at my 
ease ; and after a word or two more he took me in. It was 
a long low room, with a beamed ceiling and shuttered 
windows, in which the men were sitting. There were six 
of them there ; and I knew two of them, immediately. He 
that sat at the head of the table, a very grim-looking man, 
with pointed features, in an iron-grey peruke, was no other 
than my Lord Shaftesbury himself ; and the one on his 
left, with a highish colour in his cheeks, was my Lord Grey. 
Of the rest I knew nothing ; but those two were enough to 
shew me that I must make no mistakes. There were candles 
on the table. 

My Lord Essex smiled as he turned to me. 

“ Mr. Mallock,” he said, “ I see you know some of these 
gentlemen by sight.” 

“ I know my Lord Shaftesbury, and my Lord Grey by 
sight,” I said, bowing to each. They each inclined a little 
in return. 

“ And this is Mr. West,” said my Lord. 

This was a very busy-looking active little fellow, with 
bright dark eyes. (He had the name of being an atheist, 
I learned afterwards.) 

“ Sit down, Mr. Mallock,” said my Lord, pointing to a 
chair on my Lord Shaftesbury’s right. I did so. There 
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was no servant in the room. The two other men were 
presently made known to me as a Mr. Sheppard and a Mr. 
Goodenough. I knew nothing of either of these two at this 
time. 

Now it may seem that it was extraordinary bold of all 
these persons to admit me, believing as they did, that I was 
on His Majesty’s side, and would reveal all to him ; and it 
was, in one way, bold of them ; yet it was the more clever. 
For, as will appear, they said nothing to me at present that 
could be taken hold of in any way ; and yet they sent, or 
rather thought they sent, to the King, false news that would 
help their cause. 

When we had discoursed for a little while on general 
matters, yet drawing nearer ever to the point, my Lord 
Essex opened the engagement. 

“ That Mr. Rumbald," he said. “ Do you know who he 
is, Mr. Mallock ? ’’ 

“ Why, he is a maltster, is he not ? ” I said. 

" Well : he married a maltster’s widow, who is dead now. 
But he is an honest old Cromwellian—loyal enough to His 
Majesty—” (the gentlemen all solemnly put hands to their 
hats)—“ yet very greatly distressed at the course things are 
taking." 

“ An old soldier ? ’’ I asked. 

" Yes : he was a Colonel under Oliver." 

Such was the opening ; and after that we talked more 
freely, though not so freely as, I doubt not, they had talked 
for an hour before I came. My Lord Shaftesbury did not 
say a great deal ; he had a quick discontented look ; but I 
think I satisfied him. He was in a very low condition at 
this time—all but desperate—so strongly had the tide set 
against him since my Lord Stafford’s death and the reaction 
that followed it ; and I think he would have grasped at 
anything to further his fortunes : for that was what he 
chiefly cared about. My Lord Essex did most of the talking, 
and Mr. West ; and I could see that they were shewing me 
off, as a new capture, and one on whose treachery to them 
their hopes might turn. 

Now there were three or four matters on which they were 
very emphatic. First, that no injury was intended to the 
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King or the Duke of York; but this they did not disclaim 
for themselves so much as for the disaffected persons gener¬ 
ally ; as regards themselves they said little or nothing: 
and from this I deduced that the King’s life would certainly 
be aimed at; and the more so, as they said what a pity it 
was that His Majesty’s guards were still doubled. 

“ It shews a lack of confidence in the people,” said my 
Lord Essex. 

(From that, then, I argued that an attempt was con¬ 
templated upon Whitehall.) 

The second thing that Mr. West was very emphatic upon 
was the need of proceeding, if any reform were to be brought 
about, in a legal and Parliamentary manner. 

“ Why does not His Majesty call another Parliament ? ” 
he added, " that at least we may air our grievances ? It 
is true enough that my Lord Shaftesbury—” (here he bowed 
to my Lord who blinked in return)—“ that my Lord Shaftes¬ 
bury found Parliament against him in the event; but he 
does not complain of that. He hath at least been heard.” 

(From that I argued either that they thought they would 
be stronger in a new Parliament, or that they contemplated 
acting in quite another manner. I could not tell for certain 
which ; but I supposed the latter.) 

The third thing that Mr. Goodenough said, relating how 
he had heard it from a Mr. Ferguson of Bristol, was that 
the West of England was in a very discontented condition, 
and that His Majesty would do well to send troops there. 

Now I knew that his statement was tolerably true ; and 
that therefore the false part must be the second. The only 
conclusion I could draw was that they wished troops to be 
withdrawn from London. 

To all these things, however, I assented civilly, arguing a 
little, for form’s sake ; but not too much. 

When at last w^e broke up, my Lord Essex again came with- 
me to the door, and carried me first, for an instant into the 
little parlour. 

“ Mr. Mallock,” he said, “ we have had a pleasant evening, 
have w'e not ? But I need not tell you that our talk had best 
not be repeated. We have said not a word that is disloyal 
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to His Majesty : but even a little fault-finding is apt to be 
misrepresented in these days.” 

I said that I understood him perfectly (which indeed I 
did) ; and nodded very sagely. 

“ Let us meet again, then, Mr. Mallock—on that under¬ 
standing. I have some more friends I would wish you to 
meet; and whom I am sure you could do good to. There 
is a quantity of discontent about.” 

I went to see Mr. Chiffinch the next day, and reported all that 
had passed, as they had intended me to do. We drew up a 
little report which was carried into effect : first, that no 
troops should be sent out of London ; but that they should 
be dispersed as much as possible within the confines of the 
City ; next that the guards at the gates of Whitehall should 
be diminished by one half—(this, to give colour to the mal¬ 
contents’ hope; and provoke them to action)—but the 
guards within increased by the same amount, yet kept out 
of sight so much as was possible ; thirdly, that a rumour 
should be set about that the King would call a Parliament 
within the year at latest; and this Mr. Chiffinch promised 
to undertake (for a very great effect indeed can be produced 
on popular opinion by those who know the value of false 
rumours) ; but that His Majesty should be dissuaded from 
doing anything of the kind. Such then was the result of 
that first meeting to which I was admitted ; and such more 
or less was our course of procedure all through the spring 
and summer. This I have related in full, to serve as an 
example of our method, because, since it was the first, I 
remember it very distinctly. In this manner I used the 
information I gained for the King’s benefit; and, at the 
same time the conspirators were led to believe that I was 
their tool, and no more. 

The next important incident fell in the beginning of the 
summer. 

Now, in the meantime I had learned, from Mr. Chiffinch 
for the most part, though there were some matters I was 
able rather to inform him about, that there were two separate 
and distinct parties amongst the conspirators. There were 
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those who intended nothing but some kind of a rising— 
scarcely more than an armed demonstration—and to this 
party would belong such a man as my Lord Russell—if 
he were of them at all; and there were those who meant a 
great deal more than this—who were hoping, in fact so 
to excite their followers as to bring about the King’s death. 
But of these I found it very hard to get any names—and 
quite impossible, so far, to obtain any positive proof at all. 
The Duke of Monmouth, I knew, was of the moderate party ; 
so, I thought then, was my Lord Grey—but Mr. Algernon 
Sidney whom I met once or twice was of the extreme side. 
But as to my Lord Shaftesbury, I knew nothing : he was 
pretty silent always ; and it was with regard to him most 
of all that we desired evidence. It was this division of 
parties, no doubt, that hindered any action ; the moderates 
were for ever trying to drag back the fanatics; and the 
fanatics to urge on the moderates; so that nothing was 
done. 

From my diaries I find that I spoke with my Lord Essex 
no less than eight times between Christmas and July; I 
saw my Lord Russell only once as I shall relate presently, 
but did not speak with him : the rest I met now and again, 
but never all of them together. It was necessary, no doubt, 
that they should be well drilled before they could be trusted 
with me. Mr. Rumbald I met about four times, and my 
Lord Howard but once. I think all this time they were 
wholly satisfied that I passed on to Mr. Chiflinch what they 
told me, and nothing else ; for he and I usually contrived 
to carry out part at least of their recommendations. 

I first began to learn something of my Lord Russell’s 
position in the matter in a meeting in July, in the house of 
the Mr. Sheppard (whom I had met at Mr. West's), that 
was situated in Wapping ; and I learned something else 
too at the same time. My Lord Essex came for me in his 
coach that day, and himself carried me down. (I need not 
say that on these occasions I carried always some pistol or 
other weapon with me beside my sword, for I never knew 

when they might not find me out.) 

Mr. Sheppard’s house was in a little street, that was a 

cul-de-sac, between the Garden Grounds, which was a great 
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open space, and the Old Stairs on the river. It was about 
eight o’clock, and was beginning to be twilight when we 
came. 

As we descended from the coach I noticed at a little 
distance away a number of fellows, very rough looking, 
standing together watching us ; and I perceived that they 
saluted my Lord who returned the salute very heartily. I 
did not much like that. Who were these folks, I wondered, 
who knew my Lord ? 

The house was very ordinary within ; it was flagged with 
stones that had some kind of matting upon them : the 
entrance was all panelled; and, what surprised me was 
that no servant was to be seen. Mr. Sheppard himself opened 
the door to us when we knocked. 

We did not speak at all as we came in ; and my Lord led 
me straight through into the parlour on the left that was full 
of tobacco-smoke. This was a very good room, hung all 
round with tapestry, though of a poorish quality, and, 
though it was not yet dark, the windows were shuttered and 
barred. At the table sat half a dozen persons, of whom 
I knew my Lord Shaftesbury at the head of the table as 
usual, and Mr. Goodenough that sat with his back to the 
hearth. Between these two sat a gentleman whom I knew 
to be my Lord Howard of Escrick, though I had never 
spoken with him. He carried himself with a very high air, 
and was the only man there dressed as if he were still in 
Westminster; the rest were subdued, somewhat, in their 
appearance. My Lord Howard looked at me with an in¬ 
tolerant kind of disdain, which my Lord Essex made haste 
to cover by directing me to my place. 

I thought that my Lord Shaftesbury seemed very heavy 

this evening. He treated me with a silent kind of civility ; 

and so, too, did he treat the rest. His eyes wandered away 

sometimes as we talked, as if he were thinking of something 

else. We spoke of nothing of any importance for a time, 

for Mr. Sheppard was bringing in wine with his own hands, 

though I saw a number of used glasses on the press which 

shewed me that the company had been here some time 
already. 

It would be not until after ten or twelve minutes that 
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Mr. Sheppard was deputed to open the affair on account of 
which I had been sent for. 

" Now then, Sheppard,” said my Lord Essex who sat on 

my right, " tell us the news.” 

Mr. Sheppard pushed his glass forward and leaned his 
elbows on the table. I could see that all that he said was 
directed principally at me. 

“ Well, my lords,” he said, “ I have very good news. 
You remember how I told you that I was beginning to fear 
for the people down here—that they would be provoked soon 
into some kind of a rising. They are still not wholly 
pacified—” (here he shot a look at me, which he should not 
have done)—“ but I am doing my best to tell them that we 
have very good hopes indeed that His Majesty will be per¬ 
suaded to call a Parliament; and I think they are beginning 
to believe me. I think we may say that the danger is 

P “ Why ; what danger is that, Mr. Sheppard ? ” said I, 


very innocently. 

“ Why—a rising ! ” he said. “ Has not my Lord Essex 

told you ? ” t . , „ 

“ Ah ! yes ! ” said I, " I had forgot.” (This was wholly 

false. He had told me once or twice at least that there was 

danger of this. This had been a month ago ; and his object 

had been to persuade me that they had been telling the 

truth.) . „ T . A 

“ i saw some fellows as we came in, i said. 

“ Those are the malcontents,” he said. “ There are not 
more than a very few now, who go about and brag.” 


I assented. , 

“ By the way,” said my Lord Essex to Shaftesbury who 

looked at him ~heavily, “ I spoke with my Lord Russell a 

week ago. You know my Lord Russell, Mr. Mallock ? 

I said that I did not. . . . . 

“ Well * I had hoped he would have been here to-nignt. 

But he is gone down to the country—to Stratton—where 
he has his seat.” 

He talked a while longer of my Lord Russell; and I saw 
that he wished me to believe that my Lord was of their 
party : whence I argued to myself that was just what he 



ODDSFISH! 


291 

was not; but that they wished to win him over for the sake 
of his name, perhaps, and his known probity. (And, as the 
event shewed, I was right in that conjecture.) 

Two or three of them were still talking together in this 
strain, and while I listened enough to tell me that it was 
nothing very important that they said, I was observing my 
Lord Shaftesbury : and, upon my heart! I was sorry for the 
man. Three years ago he was in the front of the rising 
tide, in the full blast of popularity and power ; he had so 
worked upon the old Popish Plot and the mob, that he had 
all the movement with him : His Majesty himself was afraid 
of him and was forced to follow his leading. Now he was 
fallen from all this ; the Court-party had triumphed because 
he had so overshot his mark, and here was he, in this poor 
quarter, m the house of a man that would have been nothing 
to him five years ago, forced to this very poor kind of con¬ 
spiring for his last hopes. He sat as if he knew all this 
himself. his eyes strayed about him as we talked, and 
there were heavy pouches beneath them, and deep lines at 
the corner of his nose and mouth. It was this man, thought 
I, who was so largely responsible for the death of so many 
innocents—and all for his own ambition ! 

Presently I heard His Grace of Monmouth spoken of. It 
was Mr. Sheppard who spoke the name ; and in an instant 
1 was on the alert again. What he said fell very pat with 
what I was thinking of my Lord Shaftesbury. 

" I declare," cried Mr. Sheppard, once more talking at 
me very evidently, " that His Grace of Monmouth breaks 
my heart. I was with his Grace a fortnight ago. His 

!°. ve for ^ le King are overpowering. I 
had heard —(this was a very bold stroke of poor Mr. 

Sheppard)-— I had heard that some villainous fellows had 
? r °P° S ® d , Hls Grace-—oh ! a great while ago, in April, 

1 j.r, that an assault should be made upon the King; 
and that His Grace near killed one of them for it. Yet His 
Majesty will scarce speak to him, so much he distrusts him.” 

f his was all very pretty ; and from it I argued that the 
Duke was deeper in the affair than we had thought, and 
perhaps belonged even to the extremest party, led, we 
supposed, chiefly by Mr. Sidney. But I murmured that it 
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was a shame that His Majesty treated him so; and while I 
was listening to further eulogies on His Grace, a new thought 
came to me which I determined to put mto execution that 
verv night; for I felt we were not making any progress. 

There was not much more conversation of any significance, 
and I was soon able to carry out what I determined; for 
my Lord Essex when we broke about half-past nine o clock, 

again offered to take me home. 

I said good-night very respectfully to the company, an 

followed him into the coach. . 

For a while I said nothing, but appeared preoccupied, 

so that at last my Lord dapped me on the knee and asked 
me if I ailed— which was what I wished him to do. 

" My Lord,” said I, with an appearance of great openness, 

“ I have a confession to make." 

^ Well ? ” said he. “ What is it ? ” # . 

“ I am disappointed,” I said. “ There is a deal of talk 

and most interesting talk; and all very loyal and respect . 

But I had fancied there was more behind. 

“ What do you mean ? ” asked he. 

Well: ” I said. “ If His Grace of Monmouth will do 

nothing, will none of his friends do it for him ? ” 

" Of what nature ? ” asked my Lord. ^ 

•* M v Lord,” said I, “ need I say more . . . , 

He was silent for a while ; and I could see how his mind 
was a trifle bewildered. But he did presently exactly what 

1 “Tif Mahock/’ ^e said, " you are right: there is more 
behind. And I promise you you shall hear of it when t 

time comes. Is that enough ? ” „ 

“ That is enough, my Lord, said I. I am 

I was with Mr. Chiffinch before the gates were shut for 
the night : and this was the report I gave him. 

a ns ssfraa.' 

ss - 
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we had thought. And the third thing is, that I have per¬ 
suaded my Lord Essex that I can be trusted to be a good 
traitor, and to report everything ; but that if they do not 
commit more important falsehoods to me, I shall lose heart 
with them. We may expect then that after a little while 
I shall have more vital and significant lies told me, whence 
we can arrive at the truth." 

“ Is that everything ? " said he. 

“ Ah ! there is one thing more. They are trying to 
entangle my Lord Russell; and they think that they will 
succeed, and so do I ; but at present he will not be caught." 



CHAPTER VIII 


W E are drawing nearer now to the heart of the con¬ 
spiracy that was forming little by little, as an abscess 
forms in the body of a sick man. For two months more no 
great move was made. I was summoned now and again to 
such meetings as those which I have described : and some¬ 
times one man was there and sometimes another. They 
were becoming less cautious with me in this—since I had 
by now the names of nearly all the Londoners involved : 
and Mr. Chiffinch had the names of the principal men in 
Scotland and the provinces, especially in the West, with 
whom they were concerting. They still fed me with lies 
from time to time, in small points ; and I gained a little 
knowledge from these as to what they wished me to believe, 
and hence as to what was indeed the truth. 

It was in October that the next meeting of importance 
took place—the next, that is to say, to which I myself was 
admitted : and it was again in Mr. Sheppard’s house in 
Wapping. There were gathered there, for the first time 
mostly all the principal gentlemen in the affair; and this 
was one more sign of how reckless they were becoming that 
I was admitted there at all. But I think it was because 
Mr. Chiffinch and I had been very discreet and careful that 
they thought that they had me in hand, and that I was 
somewhat of an innocent fool, and revealed no more than 
what they wished. 

Before I went there—for I went by water this time, in 
a private wherry, to Wapping Old Stairs, I went first to 
Mr. Chiffinch to see if there were any news for me. 

“ Why, yes,” he said, when he had me alone, “ there 
is a little matter I would like you to find out about. The 
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Duke of Monmouth was here with my Lord Grey, a day or 
two ago: they all dined with Sir Thomas Armstrong: 
and all three of them went round the posts and the guard- 
room, and saw everything. Now what was that for ? ” 

“ Sir Thomas Armstrong ? ” said I in astonishment. 
" Why he is-” 

I was about to say he was one of His Majesty’s closest 
friends and evil geniuses ; but I stopped. There was no 
need. 

The page smiled. 

“Yes,” he said. “Well; Mr. Mallock? If you can find 
out anything-” 

“ And the Duke too ! ” I said. “ Well ; I was right, was 
I not ? ” (For what I had found out was true enough— 
that His Grace was far more deeply involved than we had 
at first suspected. We had known that he was their protege, 
but not that he was so much in their counsel, and of one 
mind with them.) 

“ His Grace will come to some disaster, I think,” said Mr. 
Chifhnch very tranquilly. 

When I came to Wapping Old Stairs it appeared that 
the watermen there knew well enough what was forward ; 
for while one ran down to help me from the wherry, a number 
of others stood watching as if they knew what I had come 
for ; and all saluted me as I went up. At the head of the 
stairs, I looked back, and two more wherries with a gentle¬ 
man in each were just coming in. 

Mr. Sheppard himself opened the door to me, and appeared 
a little confused, looking over his shoulder into the entrance- 
hall where two or three gentlemen were just going into the 
great parlour on the left. I could have sworn that one 
of them was the Duke, from the way he carried himself. 
With him was another whom I thought I knew, but he was 
not familiar to me. I appeared to notice nothing, but beat 
off the mud from my boots. 

“ Mr. Mallock,” said Mr. Sheppard, “ they are not yet 
all come ; and two or three who are here have a little private 
business on another matter first. Will you wait a little 
in another room ? ” 
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I assented immediately ; and he took me through the hall 
into another little parlour behind that in which the company 
was assembled. 

“It will not be more than ten minutes,” he said. " I 
will come for you myself when they are done.” 

When he was gone again I observed the room. It had 
but one window, which was shuttered; but it had two 
doors—the one by which I was come in, and another, beyond 
the hearth, leading to the great parlour. This door was 
closed. 

Now it was of the greatest importance that I should hear 
what was passing in the next room. I should learn more 
in five words spoken there then, than in five hours when 
they were playing a part to me ; and I had no scruple what¬ 
ever, considering what they were at, and how they were 
using me, in learning by any means that were in my power 
what I wished to know. Even from where I stood I could 
hear the murmur of talk ; and it was probable, it seemed 
to me, that if I laid my ear on the panel of the door I should 
hear every word of it. But first I pulled out a chair and set 
it by the table, with my hat and cane beside it. Then 
I went to the door into the hall, which opened, fortunately, 
with its hinge nearer to the hearth—(so that a man entering 
would not see immediately into that part of the room in 
which I should be)—and beneath the door I slipped a little 
sliver of wood from the wood-basket by the hearth, so that 
the door would stick a little. Having done that I went 
on tip-toe to the other door and put my ear to the panel. 
But I feared they would not say anything very significant, 
with me so close. 

Now it was a little while before I could distinguish which 
voice belonged to what man. I got the Duke's at once; 
there was a lordly kind of ring in it that could never be 
forgotten; and I got presently my Lord Grey's voice; 
and then one with-a drawl in it which I had never heard 
before ; and then one that had no special characteristic, 
but was a little slow. These were the four whom I heard 
speak, besides Mr. Sheppard once. The conversation I 
heard was somewhat as follows. I set it all down on my 
way home. 
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The Duke said: “I am very pleased indeed that you are 
come after all, my Lord. We understand by that you have 
put aside all suspicions; and that is an encourage¬ 
ment/* 

The slow voice said : “I would do anything in my power, 
your Grace, which was not against my conscience, to help 
on that cause of which you have spoken ; but I must 
confess-” 

My Lord Grey said, sharply : “ There, there ! we under¬ 
stand, and are very glad of it. The thing can be arranged 
without any treason at all, or any injury to a soul. It is 
merely a demonstration—no more, upon my honour.” 

The drawling voice said : “No more will be needed. Ilis 
Grace and we two went round everywhere. They are not 
like soldiers at all; they are remiss in everything.” 

The Duke said : “You see, my Lord, it is exactly as I 
said. God knows we would not injure a soul. I well know 
your Lordship’s high principles.” 

The slow voice said : “ Well, your Grace, so long as that 
is understood—I shall be very happy to hear what the 
design may be.” 

Mr. Sheppard said : “ One instant, my Lord—” Then 
he dropped his voice; and I saw what he was at. I slipped 
back as quick as I could ; drew out the sliver of wood from 
beneath the other door, and sat down. Then I heard his 
footstep outside. 

When he came in, I was in the chair ; but I rose. 

“I beg pardon for keeping you, sir,” he said : “ there is 
just that trifle of business, and no more. I am come to keep 
you company.” 

Well ; I resigned myself to it with a good air ; and we 
sat and talked there of indifferent matters, or very nearly, 
for at least half an hour longer. It was highly provoking 
to me, but it could not be helped—that I should sit there 
with an affair of real importance proceeding in the next 
room, and I placed so favourably for the hearing of it. 
However I had gained something, though at present I did 
not know how much. 

Suddenly Mr. Sheppard stood up ; and I heard a door 
open and voices in the entrance hall. 
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“You will excuse me, sir, an instant/' he said. “I 
must see these gentlemen out." 

I bowed to him as I stood up and put myself in such a 
position that I could get a good look into the hall as he went 
out; and fortune favoured me, for there in the light of the 
pair of candles outside I caught a plain sight of the plump 
and rather solemn face of my Lord Russell. It was only for 
an instant ; but that was enough ; and at the same time 
I heard the drawling voice of someone out of sight, bidding 
good-night to others within the parlour. Then Mr. Sheppard 
shut the door behind him, and I sat down again. 

Well ; I had gained something ; and I was beginning to 
repeat to myself what I had heard, for that is the best way 
of all to imprint it on the memory ; when Mr. Sheppard came 
in again and invited me to follow him. 

“ Who was that that spoke ? " I said carelessly, " as you 
went out just now ? I can swear I know the voice." 

He glanced sharply at me. 

“ That ? " he said. “ Oh! that must have been Sir 
Thomas Armstrong who is just gone out." 

The parlour had no more than five men in it when we 
entered ; and one seemed about to take his leave. That 
one was His Grace of Monmouth. I was a little astonished 
that they let me see him there, though I understood presently 
why it was so. He turned to me very friendly, while I was 
observing the two others I did not know—one of whom, 
Mr. Ferguson, was dressed as a minister. 

“ Why, Mr. Mallock," he said, “ you come as I go ! " 

He recognized me a shade too swiftly. That shewed me 

that they had been speaking of me to him. 

I said something civil ; and then I saw that he was to 
say the piece they had just taught him ; for that he was 
not sharp enough to be trusted long in the room with me. 

“ I hear you are all consulting," said he, “ how to keep 
the peace. Well; I have given my counsel : and my Lord 
Essex here knows what I wish. I would I could stay, 
gentlemen ; but that cannot be done." 

There was a loyal and grateful murmur from the others. 
Indeed he looked a prince, every inch of him. He took his 



ODDSFISH! 


299 

leave with a superb courtesy, giving his hand to each ; and 
each bowed over it very low. I was not sure but that 
Mr. Sheppard did not kiss it. For myself, I kissed it out¬ 
right. While I did so, I could have sworn that Mr. Sheppard 
said something very swiftly in the ear of my Lord Essex. 

Now I was wondering why they had kept me from my 
Lord Russell. His probity was known well enough ; and 
if they had wished to reassure me they could have done no 
better than tell me he was one of them ; and then, of a sudden 
I recollected that to reassure me was the very last thing 
they wished; on the contrary, they wished to hold me 
tight, betraying only what they wished me to betray, until 
they were ready for their final stroke. And, just as I had 
arrived at that, when we were all sat down, my Lord Essex 
again dumfoundered me. 

“ Mr. Mallock," he said, “ I wish to tell you, now we 
are in private, that my Lord Russell has been here, as well 
as His Grace and Sir Thomas Armstrong. You can tell 
from the presence of those three what our chief difficulty 
will be ; for not one of them will hear of even the danger 
of any injury to His Majesty or the Duke of York. His 
Grace of Monmouth, of course, had to be consulted on one 
or two points; and he brought those other two with him 
to hear what we had to say. Well ; I think we have satisfied 
them ; though I fear, later, that they will not approve of 
our methods. But we did not wish my Lord Russell to see 
you until we had done talking to him ; for fear that he 
might know something of your disaffection. We have 
satisfied him—and, what is more important—His Grace 
too, for the present; and they will not interfere with us." 

Now this speech was an exceedingly ingenious one. Before 
he had done speaking I understood that Mr. Sheppard had 
suspected that I had seen my Lord Russell, and that that 
was why they were so open with me. But the rest of the 
speech was very shrewd indeed ; and I think it might have 
deceived me, if I had not learned by the conversation that 
I had overheard that it was His Grace who was trying to 
reassure my Lord, and no one that was trying to reassure 
His Grace. But the web was so well woven that for the 
moment I could not see through it all; though I understood 
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it all presently, when I had had a little time to think. For 
the instant, however, I saw one safe answer that I could 
make. 

“ I am obliged to your Lordship for telling me,” I said, 
“ and I trust from what you have said that it is but a pre¬ 
liminary to a little more information. Your Lordship told 
me in July that there would be more news for me presently/' 

He could not resist a glance at my Lord Grey—as if in 
triumph at his success. 

“ That is what we are met for," he said; and then— 
“ Why, Mr. Mailock, I have not made these other gentlemen 
known to you." 

They turned out to be—on the right of my Lord, the 
minister, Mr. Ferguson—he who had been spoken of before 
as an informant from Bristol; and a ColoneTRumsey—an 
old Cromwellian like the maltster of Hoddesdon—who sat 
next to Mr. Ferguson. We saluted one another; and then 
the affair began. 

“ Mr. Mailock," said my Lord, “ the first piece of news 
is a little disappointing. It is that my Lord Shaftesbury 
is ill. It is not at all grave ; but he is confined to his bed; 
and that throws back some of our designs." 

(I made a proper answer of regret; and considered what 
was likely to be the truth. At the moment I could not see 
what this would be.) 

“ The next piece of news I have, gentlemen," went on 
my Lord—(for I think he thought he appeared to be speaking 
too much at me)—“ is that owing to my Lord Shaftesbury's 
illness we must relinquish all thoughts of any demonstration 
in London. That, Mr. Mailock, was what we had hoped to 
be able to do in a week or two from now. Well; that is 
impossible. For the rest, Mr. Ferguson had better 

tell us." 

This gentleman I took to be somewhat of an ass by his 
appearance and manner; but I am not sure he was not 
the cleverest liar of them all. He spoke with a strong 
Scotch accent, and an appearance of shy sheepiness, and 
therefore with an air too of extraordinary truth. He spoke, 
too, at great length, as if he were in his pulpit; and my 
Lord Essex yawned behind his hand once or twice. 
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Briefly put—Mr. Ferguson’s report was as follows : 

The discontent in the West was rising to a climax ; and 
if a much longer delay were made, real danger might follow. 
It was sadly disconcerting, therefore, to him to hear that 
there was any hitch in the London designs: for the promise 
that he had given to some of the leaders in the West (whose 
names, he said, with an appearance of a stupid boorish kind 
of cunning, “ had best not be said even here ”) was that a 
demonstration should be made simultaneously both here, 
in the West, and in Scot- 

Here he interrupted himself sharply ; and I saw that he 
had made a blunder. But he covered it so admirably, that 
if I had not previously known that discontent was seething 
among the Covenanters, I am sure I should have suspected 
nothing. * 

“ In Scotland,” said he, “ we must look for nothing. 
They are for ever promising and not performing—though I 
say it of my own countrymen. Any demonstration there 
would surely be a failure.” 

It was admirably done ; and it was then that I perceived 
what an actor the man was. 

• Well ; when he had done, we talked over it a while. I 
professed myself very well satisfied with what I had heard ; 
and I put forward an opinion that it would be far better 
to delay no longer in the West. A demonstration there 
might lead to alarm here ; troops might be withdrawn here, 
and relieve the pressure, and thus make possible a further 
demonstration in London. I spoke, I think, with some 
eloquence, remembering however that they all looked on 
me with the same confidence that I had in them—and no 
more : that is, that they believed me a liar. My observations 
were received with applause, very well delivered. 

It was growing pretty late by the time we had done ; 
yet before we went I had learned one more piece of news, 
partly through a little trap I laid, and partly through my 
Lord Essex's clumsiness. 

” Well ; ” said I, “I must be getting homewards, my 
Lords. I wish my Lord Shaftesbury had been here. Could 
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I see his Lordship, do you think ?—if I were to call at his 

town house ? There is a very particular matter-” 

My Lord Essex started a little. He was tired and over¬ 
anxious, I think, with the continual part that he had to 
play before me ; yet it was the first slip he made. 

“ My Lord is out of town—” he said. Then he paused. 

“You could not tell us, I suppose-” 

I affected indifference. (Was my Lord out of town, I 

wondered ?) 

“ Why ; it is nothing,” I said. 

My Lord exchanged a look with Mr. Sheppard; and made 
his second mistake. 

“ I saw my Lord only—last week,” he said suddenly. 
“ He wishes his address to be private for the present; 

hut-” 

“ Do not trouble yourself, my Lord,” I said^ ‘ I assure 
you it has nothing to do with our business here.” 

I repeated this, I think, with a good enough manner to 
persuade them that what I said was true; and presently 
afterwards took my leave. 

As I sat in the wherry that took me back to the Privy 
Stairs—(I had announced of course, “ to the Temple ”)— 
I was preparing in my mind what I should say. I had 
learned a considerable amount for an evening ; for the con¬ 
versation I had overheard, added to what Mr. Chiffinch had 
told me, added to what they had ah said in the parlour, 
interpreted and fitted together, was pretty significant. 
These were the points I arranged. 

First, that the visit of the Duke, my Lord Grey and bir 
Thomas Armstrong to Whitehall was to see in what state 
the guards were in case of a surprise ; and the conclusion 
they had arrived at was they “ were not like soldiers at all 

but “ very remiss.” 

Second, that a “ demonstration ” in London was very 

imminent. * 

Third, that they had won over my Lord Russell enougn 

at least ’to gain the help that his name would give. 

Fourth, I was confirmed in what Mr. Chiffinch had told 

me as to the probability of a rising in Scotland. 
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Fifth, I was confirmed in my view that the Duke was very 
deeply involved. 

Sixth, it appeared to me exceedingly probable that my 
Lord Shaftesbury was still in town, though not in his own 
house : and, all things considered, it was very nearly certain 
that he was hidden in Wapping. He was, probably also, 
a little ill, or he would have been at our meeting to¬ 
night. 

One conclusion then, immediate and pressing, came out 
of all this ; that an assault on Whitehall and an attack on 
the King’s person was in urgent contemplation. 

Then, as we went up under the stars, my waterman and I, 
one of those moods came upon me which come on all men 
in such stress as I was ; and I appeared to myself, for the 
time, to be worlds away from all this sedition and passion 
and fever. The little affairs of men which they thought so 
great seemed to me in that hour very little and wicked— 
like the scheming of naughty children, or the quarrels and 
spites of efts in a muddy pond. In that hour my whole 
heart grew sick at this miserable murderous pother in the 
midst of which my duty seemed to lie ; and yearned instead 
to those things that are great indeed—the love of the maid 
who had promised herself to me, and the Love of God that 
should make us one. My religion—though I am a little 
ashamed to confess it—had been very little to me lately : 

I had heard mass, indeed, usually, on Sundays, in one of 
the privileged chapels, and had confessed myself at Easter 
and once since, to one of the Capuchins, and received Com¬ 
munion ; yet, for the rest it had largely been blotted out 
by these hot absorbing affairs in which I found myself. 
But, in that hour (for the tide was beginning to set against 
us)—it came back on me like a breeze in a stifling room. I 
thought of that cleanly passionless life I had led as a novice, 
and of that no less cleanly, though perhaps less supernatural 
life, that should one day be mine and Dolly’s—and these 
politics and these plottings and this listening at doors, and 
this elaborate lying—all blew off from me like a cloud. 

When we were yet twenty yards from the Privy Stairs 
a wherry shot past us, with no light burning. There was but 
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one passenger in it, whom I knew well enough, though I 
feigned to see nothing ; and once more my sickness came on 
me, that it was for a King like this, slipping out on some 
shameful pleasure, that I so toiled and endangered 
myself. 

When I had reported all to Mr. Chiffinch, sitting back 
weary in my chair, yet knowing that I must go through 
with the work to which I had set my hand, he remained 
silent. 

“ Well ? ” I said. " Am I wrong in any point ? ” 

“ Why no/' he said. “ Your information tallies perfectly 
with all I know, and has increased the sum very much. 
For example, I had no idea where my Lord Shaftesbury 
was. I have no doubt whatever, from what you say, that 
he is in Wapping." 

“ Will you send and take him there ? " I asked. 

“ No,” he said shortly. “ Leave him alone. We failed 
last time we took him. And he can do no great harm there. 
Plainly too, he is at the waterside that he may escape if 
there is need. I shall set spies there ; and no more.” 

“ What is to be done then ? Double the guards again ? ” 

“ Why that of course," said he. 

“ And what else ? " I asked ; for I could see that he had 
not said all. 

“ A counterstroke," he said. “ But of what kind ? You 

say the rising will be pretty soon.” 

“ I do not suppose for a week or two at the most. They 

were decided, I am sure ; but no more." 

Suddenly the man slapped his leg ; and his eyes grew 

little with his smile. 

“ I have it for sure," he said. “ It will be for the seven¬ 
teenth of November. That is the popular date. Queen 
Bess and Dangerfield and the rest.” 

“ But what can you do ? " 

“ Why,” said he, “ forbid by proclamation all processions 
or bonfires on that day. Then they cannot even begin to 
gather." 

He proved right in every particular. The proclamation 
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was issued, and met their intended assault to the very 
moment, as we learned afterwards, besides frightening the 
leaders lest their intention had been discovered : and the 
next night came one of the spies whom Mr. Chiffinch had 
sent down to Wapping, to say that my Lord Shaftesbury 
had slipped away and taken boat for Holland. 


20 



CHAPTER IX 


N 'OW indeed the fear grew imminent. I had thought 
that once my Lord Shaftesbury was gone abroad, 
one of two things would happen—either that the whole 
movement would collapse, or that the leaders would be 
arrested forthwith. But Mr. Chiffinch was sharper than I 
this time ; and said No to both. 

“No," said he, sitting like a Judge, with his fingers to¬ 
gether, on the morning after my Lord Shaftesbury's evasion. 
“ The feeling is far too strong to fall away all of a sudden. 
I dare predict just the contrary, that, now that the coolest 
of them all is gone—for he dare not come back again—the 
hot-heads will take the lead; and that means the sharpest 
peril we have yet encountered. This time they will not 
stop at a demonstration ; indeed I doubt if they could raise 
one successfully; they will aim direct at the person of the 
King. It is their only hope left." 

" Then why not take them before they can do any mis¬ 
chief ? " I asked. 

“ First, Mr. Mallock,” he said, “ because we have not 
enough positive evidence—at any rate not enough to hang 
them all; and next we must catch the small fry—the 
desperate little ones who wall themselves attempt the killing. 
It is now that I should be ready for a visit from your friend 
Rumbald, if I were you. They can have no suspicion that 
you have done anything but betray them in the way they 
intended : they have a great weapon, they think, in you, 
to continue carrying false new r s. Now, Mr. Mallock, is the 
very time come of which you once spoke to me—the climax, 
when they will feign to reveal everything to you, and then 
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make their last stroke. You have seen my Lord Essex 
again ? ” 

Not a sight of him. I had only a very guarded note, 
two days ago, but very friendly : saying that the designs 
were fallen through for the present/’ 

“ Precisely what I have been saying,” observed Mr. 

Chifhnch. " No, Mr. Mallock, you must not stir from town. 

I am sorry for your pretty cousin, and Christmas, and the 

rest: but you see for yourself that we must leave no loophole 

unguarded. His Majesty must not die out of his bed, if 
we can help it.” 

There, then, I was nailed until more should happen. I 
dared not ask my cousins to come to town ; for God only 
knew what mischief my Cousin Tom might not play ; and I 
had not eyes on both sides of my head at once. I wrote 
only to Dolly ; and said that once more I was disappointed ; 
but that I would most certainly see her soon, if I had to ride 
two nights running, from town and back. 

I accomplished this, but not until Christmas was well 
over, and indeed Lent begun. During those weeks, certainly 
nothing of any importance happened to me, though my Lord 
Essex kept me in touch with him, and I even was present 
at one very dismal meeting with him and Mr. Ferguson, 
when it was deplored, in my presence, that the “demon¬ 
stration —as they still called it—of the seventeenth of 
November had been so adroitly prevented ; and my Lord 
Shaftesbury’s death—which had taken place (chiefly, I 
think, from disappointment) that very week—was spoken 
of with a certain relief. I think they were pleased to have 
matters entirely in their own hands now. However they 
proposed no immediate action, which more than ever per¬ 
suaded me that this was what they intended. Yet the days 
went by : and no more news came, either from them or from 
Mr. Chiflinch—so I took affairs into my own hands, and one 
night, before the gates of the City were shut went down to 
Hare Street with a couple of men, leaving James at home, 
for I could trust him better than any other man. 

Now I need not relate all that passed at Hare Street ; 
for every lover knows how sweet was that day to me. I 
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had seen her not at all for more than a year—(one year of 
those three that were to pass !)—and though we had written 
often to one another, whenever we could get a letter taken, 
yet the letters had done no more than increase my thirst. 
I think she was dearer to me than ever; she was a shade 
paler and more grave, and I knew what it was that had made 
her so, for I had told her very plainly indeed that I was in 
peril and that she must pray much for me. My Cousin Tom 
was friendly enough, though I saw he was no more 
reconciled in his heart to our affair than he had been at 
the beginning ; but I guessed nothing whatever of what he 
was contemplating. (However perhaps he was not con¬ 
templating it then, for he did not attempt it till much later.) 
Yet he was pretty reasonable, and interrupted us no more 
than was necessary ; so we had that day to ourselves, until 
night fell, and I must ride again. I was so weary that night, 
though refreshed in my spirit, that I think I drowsed a 
little on my horse, and thought that I stood again at the gate 
of the yard with Dolly, bareheaded in spite of the cold, 
holding the lantern to help us to mount. 

I was still brooding all the way up Fleet Street, and even 
to my own door ; until I saw James standing there ; and at 
the sight of him I knew that something was fallen out. 

I said nothing, but nodded at him only, as a master may, 
but he understood that he was to follow upstairs. There, 
in my chamber I faced him. 

“ Well ? " said I. “ What is it ? " 

“ Sir/' he said, “ a fellow came last night and seemed 
much put out when I told him you were out of town/' 

“ What sort of a fellow was he ? said I. 

“ He was a clean-shaven man, sir, rather red in the face, 
with reddish hair turning grey on his temples." 

“ Heavily built ? " 

" Yes, sir." 

“ Well ; what did he say ? " 

“ He said that you would know what affair he was come 
about—that it was very urgent ; and that he could not stay 
in town beyond noon to-day. He said, sir, that he was 
to be found till then at the Mitre without Aldgate." 
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Well; that was enough for me. But I did not relish the 
prospect of no sleep again ; for I cannot trust my wits when 
I have not slept my seven or eight hours. But there was no 
help for it. 

James/* said I, “ bring my morning up here at once, 
with some meat too. I may not be able to dine to-day, or 
not till late. When you have brought it I shall have a letter 
ready, for Mr. Chiffinch. That you must take yourself. 
Then return here, and pack a pair of valises, with a suit in 
them for yourself. Have two horses ready at eleven o’clock : 
you must come with me, and no one else. I do not know 
how long we may be away. You understand ? *’ 

" Yes, sir.’* 

Very well. I must get some sleep if I can before eleven.*’ 

Then a thought came to me. If Rumbald must be gone 

from town by noon, would he not likely want me to go with 
him ? 

Wait, I said. “ I do not know this man very well ; 
but I will tell you that his name is Rumbald and that he lives 
at the Rye, near Hoddesdon. You had best not come with 
me. But do all else as I have said ; but you must ride by 
yourself at eleven, to Hoddesdon ; and put up at the inn 
there—I forget its name, but the largest there, if there be 
more than one. Remain there until you hear from me 
again : I may want a courier. Do not go a hundred yards 
from the inn on any account ; and do not seem to know 
me, unless I speak to you first. You may see me, or you 
may not. I know nothing till I have seen Rumbald. If 
you do not hear of me before ten o'clock to-night, you can 
go to bed, and return here in the morning. I will communi¬ 
cate with you by to-morrow night at latest. If I do not, 
go to Mr. Chiffinch yourself and tell him." 

My mind was working at that swift feverish speed which 
weariness sometimes will give. I was amazed afterwards 
at my own foresight, for there was very little evidence of 
what was intended ; and yet there had come upon me, as 
in an illumination, that the time for which we had waited 
so long was arrived at last. I do not see how I could have 
guessed more than I did ; neither do I now see how I 
guessed so much. 
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My letter to Mr. Chiffinch was not long. It ran as follows : 

“ Rumbald hath been to see me ; and bids me be with 
him, if I can, by noon to-day at the Mitre , without Aldgate. 
I know no more than that; but I am making ready to go 
down with him to the Rye at Hoddesdon, if he should want 
me there. I think that something is intended, if we are right 
in our conjectures. I shall have my man at the inn in 
Hoddesdon. You must send no one else for fear of alarming 
them, unless my man comes to you to-morrow to tell you 
that he does not know where I am. Is His Majesty still at 
Newmarket ? If so, when does he purpose to return ? 
Which road will he come by ? Send an answer back by my 
man who bears this. 

“ r. m.” 

Well; that was all that I could do. I gave the letter 
to James ; telling him not to awaken me with the answer 
till he came at eleven o’clock ; and after eating a good meal, 

I went to my bed and fell sound asleep; and it seemed 
scarcely five minutes, before James came knocking, with 
Mr. Chiffinch’s answer. I sat up on my bed and read it— 
my mind still swimming with sleep. 

“ Prospere procede ! ” it ran. " I will observe all that you 
say. The King and His Royal Highness are together at 
Newmarket. They purpose to return on a Saturday, as the 
King usually does ; but he hath not yet sent to say whether 
it will be to-morrow, the 18th or the 25th. I shall hear by 
night, no doubt. Neither do I know the road by which 
they may come." 

I read it through twice ; then I tore it into fragments 
and gave them to James. 

“ Burn all these,” I said. “ Are the horses ready ? ” 

“ Yes, sir,” said James. 

Undoubtedly my sleep had refreshed me; for by the 
time that I rode up to the Mitre without Aldgate, I was 
awake with a kind of clear-headedness that astonished me. 

It appeared to me that I had thought out every contingency. 
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I had with me a little valise, ready for the country, if need 
be; yet I could return to my lodgings without remark. 
James was already on his way to Hoddesdon, and would be 
there if I needed him. No harm was done if my conjectures 
were at fault; I had left no loophole that I could see, if they 
were not. It was with a tolerably contented heart, in spite 
of the dangers I foresaw—(for I think these gave spice to 
my adventure)—that I rode up to the Mitre , and saw Mr. 
Rumbald himself standing astraddle in the doorway. 

I must confess however that the sight of him gave me a 
little check. He appeared to me more truculent than I had 
ever seen him. He had his hands behind him, with a great 
whip in them ; he hardly smiled to me, but nodded only, 
fixing his fierce eyes on my face. He had, more than I had 
ever noticed it before, that hard fanatic look of the Puritan. 
After all, I reflected, this maltster had commanded a troop 
under Cromwell at Naseby. His manner was very different 
from when I had last seen him ; he appeared to me as if 
desperate. 

However, I think I shewed nothing of what I felt. I 
saluted him easily, and swung myself off my horse. He had 
gone into the house at my approach ; and I followed him 
straight through into a little parlour to which, it seemed, 
he had particular access, for he turned a key in the door as 
he went in. When I was in, after him, and the door was 
shut, he turned to me, with a very stern look. 

** Well, Mr. Mallock ? he said. " I see you are come 
ready for a ride." 

“ Yes/' I said. " I had your message." 

He nodded. Then he came a little closer, looking at me 
with his fierce eyes. 

"You understand what is forward ? " 

" I understand enough," said I. 

" That is very good then. We will ride at once." 

As we came out, a couple of men—one of them I noticed 
in particular, dressed as a workman—(I set him down for 
a carpenter or some such thing)—made as though they 
would speak to us ; but Rumbald waved his hand at them 
sharply, as if to hold them off. I could see that he was dis¬ 
pleased. I said nothing, but I marked the man closely : 
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he was a little fellow, that looked ill. Mr. Rumbald's horse 
was already there; and mine was being held still by the 
ostler into whose hands I had given him. We mounted 
without another word; and rode away. 

I think we did not speak one word at all till we were out 
from town. Such was his mood, and such therefore I 
* imitated. He rode like a soldier, sitting easily and squarely 
in his saddle ; and the more I observed him and thought 
of him, the less I liked my business. It was wonderful how 
some emotion had driven up the power that lay in him. All 
that genial hail-fellow manner was gone completely. 

When we were clear of town he spoke at last. 

“ This is a very grave business, sir/' he said. “ We had 
best not speak of it till we are home. Have you no 
servants ? " 

He spoke so naturally of my servants that I saw he was 
astonished I had none. I had very little time to think 
what I should answer ; it appeared to me that I had best 
be open. 

“Yes," I said. " My man is gone on to Hoddesdon to 
await me there. I thought it was best he should not ride 
with us." 

He looked at me with a peculiar expression that I could 
not understand ; but only for an instant. Then he nodded, 
and turned his stern face again over his horse’s ears. 

My moods were very various as I rode on. Now I felt 
as a sheep being led to the slaughter ; now as an adventurer 
on a quest ; and, again, of a sudden there would sweep 
over me a great anxiety as to His Majesty’s safety. The 
thought of Dolly, too, came upon me continually and affected 
me now in this way, now in that. Now I longed to be free 
and safe back at Hare Street ; now I knew that I could never 
look her in the face again if I evaded my plain duty. One 
thing I can say, however, from my heart, and that is that 
never for an instant did I seriously consider any evasion. 

It was all in the course that I had chosen—to “ serve the 
King.’’ Well ; I must do so now, wherever it led me. 
What, however, greatly added to the horror of my position 
was that I knew that this strong fellow at my side thought 
me to be a traitor to himself and was using that knowledge 
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only for his own ends. He would surely be ruthless if he 

found I had served my turn ; and here was I, riding to his 

house, and only two men in the world knew whither I was 
gone. 

Rumbald had already dined ; and thought not at all of 

me. We drew rein therefore, nowhere ; but rode straight 

on, through village and country alike—now ambling for a 

little, once or twice cantering, and then walking again when 

the way had holes in it. So we passed through Totteridge 

and Barnet and Enfield Chase and Wood Green, and came 

at last to Broxbourne where the roads forked, and we turned 

down to the right. It was terrible that ride—all in silence ; 

once or twice I had attempted a general observation ; but 

he answered so shortly that I tried no more ; and I am not 

ashamed to say that I committed myself again and again 

to the tuition of Our Lady of Good Counsel whose picture 

I had venerated in Rome. Indeed, it was counsel that I 
needed. 

I did not know precisely where was the Rye, nor what it 
was like ; for I had avoided the place, of design. I supposed 
it only a little place, perhaps in a village. I was a trifle 
disconcerted therefore when, as we crossed the Lea by a 

W ?^ en b F idge ’ be P°i n t e d with his whip, in silence, to a very 
solid-looking Tiouse that even had battlemented roofs—not 
two hundred yards away, to the left of the road. There 
was no other building that I could see, except the roofs of 
an outhouse or two, and suchlike. However, I nodded, and 
said nothing. No words were best : in silence we rode on over 
the bridge, and beyond ; and in silence we turned in through 
a gateway, and up to the house, crossing a moat as we 

went. 

Indeed, now I was astonished more than ever at the 
house. It was liker a castle. There was an arched entrance, 
very solid, all of brick, with the teeth even of a portcullis 
shewing. An old man came out of a door on our right, as 
our hoofs rang out; but he made no sign or salute ; he 
took our horses’ heads as we dismounted, and I heard him 
presently leading them away. 

Still without speaking, the Colonel led me through the 
little guard-room on the right, hung round with old weapons 
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of the Civil Wax, and up a staircase at the further end. At 
the head of the staircase a door was open on the right, and 
I saw a bed within ; but we went up a couple more steps on 
the left, and came out into the principal living-room of the 
house. 

It was a very good chamber, this, panelled about eight 
feet up the walls, with the bricks shewing above, but white¬ 
washed. A hearth was on the right; a couple of windows 
in the wall opposite, and another door beyond the hearth. 
The furniture was very plain but very good : a great table 
stood under the windows with three or four chairs about it. 
The walls seemed immensely strong and well-built; and, 
though the place could not stand out for above an hour or 
two against guns, in the old days it could have faced a little 
siege of men-at-arms, very well. 

Rumbald, when he had seen me shut the door behind 
me, went across to the table and put down his whip upon it. 

" Sit down, sir,” he said. “ Here is my little stronghold.” 

He said it with a grim kind of geniality, at which I did 
not know whether to be encouraged or not : I did as he told 
me, and looked about me with as easy an air as I could 
muster. 

“ A little stronghold indeed,” I said. 

He paid no attention. 

“ Now, sir,” he said, “ we have not very much time. 
Supper will be up in half an hour ; we had best have our 
talk first, and then you may send for your servant. Old 
Alick will find him out.” 

“ With all my heart,” I said, wondering that he made 
so much of my servant. 

He sat down suddenly, and looked at me very heavily and 
penetratingly. 

” Sir,” he said, “ you are going to hear the truth at last. 

I said we had not much time. Well; we have not.” 

” Then let me have the truth quickly,” I said. 

He took his eyes from my face. I was glad of that; as I 
did not greatly like his regard. What, thought I, if I be 
alone with a madman ? 

“ Well, sir,” he said, “ we are driven desperate, as you 
may have guessed. I say, we; for you have identified 
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yourself with our cause a hundred times over. My Lord 
bhaftesbury is gone ; my Lord Essex is hanging back. Well; 

J" l ° Se 316 no * a ^' We have other men besides those 
that have been urged on and urged on, and now cannot be 

restrained. I have tried to restrain them myself ’’—(here he 

f”P. , m h ls throat: lying was not very easy to this man, 

ln ) and I have failed. Well, sir, I must trust you 
more than I have ever trusted you before." 

Again he stopped. 

Then all came out with a rush. 

m " N f ha l f a mile fr °m here,” said he, “ along the New¬ 
market road there be twenty men, with blunderbusses and 

other arms, waiting for His Majesty and the Duke, who will 
come to-morrow.” 


“ But how do you know ? ” cried I—all bewildered for 
the instant. 

His head shook with passion. 

fv. . L ll ten ' n sa ^ We have had certain information 

* > y come this way—Why, do you think we have 

4. t* he broke off; but I knew well enough 

what he would have said !) “ I tell you we know it. The 
£ing is not lying at Royston, to-night. He comes by this 
road to-morrow. Now then, sir—what do you say to 


y mind was still all in a whirl. I had looked for sudden 
anger, but not so sudden as this. Half a dozen questions 

„ e *° re me * * P ut t ^ ie fi rst mt° words : 

Why have you told me?" I cried. 

, b- 1S ^ faCe contracted suddenly. (It was growing very 
aark by now, and we had no candles. The muscles of his 
iace stood out like cords.) 

" Not so loud ! ” said he ; and then : " Well, are you not 

°^ti% US ^ ^° U 3X6 very deeply, sir ; I tell you.” 

inen came the blessed relief. For the first moment, so 

genuine appeared his passion, I had believed him ; and that 
tne ambushment was there, as he had said. Then, like a 

gunpowder, light ran along my mind and I under- 
... “ a * ** was the same game still that they were playing 

w 1 n me ; that there was no ambushment ready ; that they 
naa indeed fixed upon this journey of the King's; but that 
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they were unprepared and desired delay. His anxiety 
about my servant; his evident displeasure and impatience; 
his sending for me at all when he must have known over 
and over again that I was not of his party—each detail 
fitted in like a puzzle. And yet I must not shew a sign 
of it ! 

I hid my face in my hands for a moment, to think what 
I could answer. Then I looked up. 

“ Mr. Rumbald,” said I, “ you are right. I am too 
deeply pledged. Tell me what I am to do. It is sink or 
swim with me now.” 

He believed, of course, that I was lying; and so I was, 
but not as he thought. He believed that he had gained his 
point; and the relief of that thought melted him. He 
believed, that is, that I should presently make an excuse 
to get hold of my servant and send him off to delay the 
King’s coming. Then, I suppose, he saw the one flaw in his 
design ; and he strove, very pitifully, to put it right. 

“ One more thing, Mr. Mallock,” said he, " this is not the 
only party that waits for him. There is another on the 
Royston road, among the downs near Barkway. They will 
catch him whichever way he comes.” 

I nodded. 

“ I had supposed so,” I said ; for I did not wish to confuse 
him further. 

“ Well,” said he, ” why I have sent for you is that you 
may help me here. There may be more guards with the 
King than we think for. It may come to a fight; and even 
a siege here—if they come this way. We must be ready 
to defend this place for a little.” 

It was, indeed, pitiful to see how poor he was as an actor. 
His sternness was all gone, or very nearly : he babbled freely 
and drunkenly—walking up and down the chamber, like a 
restless beast. He told me point after point that he need 
not—even their very code—how ” swan-quills ” and ” goose- 
quills ” and “ crow-quills ” stood for blunderbusses and 
muskets and pistols ; and ” sand and ink ” for powder and 
balls. It was, as I say, pitiful to see him, now that his 
anxiety was over, and he had me, as he thought, in his 
toils. It was a very strange nature that he had altogether; 
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thk n! d C [°?? Wel ! ian and Puritan —and I am not sure to 

desLn? W i f h r T r + l n0t i "- g00d faith in his murderous 
d !*} gns - * taught of these things, even at this moment • 

and wondered what he would do if he knew the truth 

th £l S : apper { ? ]l silent a e ain - and even morose ; and I 
i possible he may have had some suspicions of me • 
for he suspected everyone, I think. But he brightened 

wnn?H r if y When 1 Said With a ver y innocent air that I 
would hke my servant to be fetched, and that I would give 

I HiH h , lnstr y c t 10ns and send him back to London for fhat 
Ldid not wish to embroil him in this matter. 

. u Wh 7 > certainly, Mr. Mallock,” he said “ it is what T 
where you^U.^ ^ aS y ° U ^ Y ™ sha » -e him 

„ ?K^ rn u d t ? his old man who ca me in at that instant 
rde«l'JT.i", Ch servant from HoddSon! 

r“' d 

? •^ : i»"w,e?x e ^ LrtLXS 

gate Rumh^lH h ° St ' When the two men came through the 
that’ I mTeht pa £ ,cular t0 i eave me immediately, 

to put off the 8 ’ S6 " d my man to Newmarket 

ro put off the King s coming ; and have no interruption 

I trust^u ^ y ° U> SaId hC - “ You sha11 see how much 

tn«i, W ? ited tiU he Was g° ne in and the door shut Then T 
Sfced“l ShTY U,U ' wa,led "hat I had 

overhear?. e“„ tS TY'" “* by d >““ 

“ James ’’ said T " u ^ ke ln a Very small whisper, 
fresh hnrc» t ' £° to Hoddesdon ; and eet a 

you c^n for vn? Ve aI Iugga e e be hind and rid^ as light as 

therefore sTo^ock g °at Straight t0 ; a^d S 

King’s lodgfngs 1 ' , at any Go strai 8 ht to the 

there ? ” ’ h y know ’ Do y°« know of any^who'are 
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** Yes, sir/* whispered James ; and he named one. 

“ Very good. With him you must go straight to His 
Majesty ; and have him awakened if need be. Tell him that 
you come from me—Mr. Chiffinch’s men will support you 
in that. Tell His Majesty that if he values his life he must 
return to town to-morrow—and not sleep anywhere on the 
way: and that the Duke of York must come with him. 
Tell him that there is no fear whatever if he comes at once; 
but that there is every fear if he delays. He had best come, 
too, by this road and not by Royston. You understand ? 

“ Yes, sir.” 

" I shall remain here until to-morrow night at the earliest. 
If I am not at home by Sunday night, go^ to Mr. Chif&nch, 
as I told you this morning. Is all clear ? ” 

Yes, sir.” 

Then go at once. Spare no horses or expense. Good¬ 
night, James.” 

“ Good-night, sir.” 

I watched him out of the gate. Then I turned and went 
back to the house. 


a 


a 



CHAPTER X 


I T was a strange night and day that followed. On the 
one side my host found it hard, I think, to maintain 
the story he had told me, in action ; for, in accordance with 
his tale, he had to bear himself as though he expected before 
nightfall the assassination of the King and His Royal High¬ 
ness half a mile away, and the rush of the murderers to his 
house for shelter. On my side, it was scarcely less hard, for 
I knew nothing of how my man James had fared, or whether 
or no His Majesty would act upon my message. I guessed, 
however, that he would, if only my man got there ; for 
Chiffinch’s men (who now followed him everywhere) would 
be as eager as I that no danger should come to him. 

My plans therefore were more secure than Rumbaid’s ; 
since I knew, either that His Majesty would come, and no 
harm done, or that, merely, he would not come. In the 
latter case Rumbald would be certified that I had done as 
he thought I would; and would, no doubt, let me go peace¬ 
fully, to use me again later in the same manner, if occasion 
rose. For myself, then, I intended after nightfall at the 
latest to ride back to London and report all that had passed ; 
and, if the King had not come, to lay all in Mr. Chiffinch’s 
hands for his further protection. 

I was left a good deal to myself during the morning—Mr. 
Rumbald's powers of dissimulation being, I think, less than 
his desire for them ; and I did not quarrel with that. I was 
very restless myself, and spent a good deal of time in ex¬ 
amining the house and the old arms, used no doubt, forty 
years ago in the Civil War, that were hung up everywhere. 
Within, as well as without, it was liker an arsenal or a 
barrack, than a dwelling-house. Its lonely situation too, 
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and its strength, made it a very suitable place for such 
a design as that which its owner had for it. The great 
chamber, at the head of the stairs, and over the archway, 
where we had our food, was no doubt the room where the 

conspirators had held their meetings. 

A little before eleven o’clock, as I was walking in the open 
space between the house and the gate, I saw a fellow look 
in suddenly from the road, and then was away again. Every 
movement perturbed me, as may be imagined in such sus¬ 
pense ; yet anything was better than ignorance, and I called 
out to let him see that I had observed him. So he came 
forward again ; and I saw him to be the little carpenter, or 
what not, that had wished to speak to Rumbald yesterday 

at the inn. 

He saluted me very properly. 

" I beg your pardon, sir,” said he, but is Mr. Rumbald 

within ? ” . .. 

Now I had seen Mr. Rumbald, not ten minutes ago, slip 

back into the house from the outhouses where he had pre¬ 
tended to go upon some preparation or other for the recep¬ 
tion of the assassins this evening; but he had not known 


that I saw him. _ «r- * T An 

“ He is very busy at present, said I. Cannot 1 do 

your business for you ? ” 

(I tried to look as if I knew more than I did.) 

“ Why, sir,” he said, “ I think not.” 

He seemed, I thought, in a very pitiable state. (I learned 
some months later that he was come down expressly to dis¬ 
suade Rumbald from any attempt at that time; but I did 
not know that then.) Here, only, thought I, is one of the 
chicken-hearted ones. I determined to play upon his 
fears if I could, and at the same time, perhaps, upon his 


" I think I can, however,” I said. “ You would be out 

of the business, if you could, would you not ? 

He turned so white that I thought he would have fallen. 
I saw that my shot had told ; but it was not a hard one to 


make. 

“ Hold up, man,” I said. 
I am here for ? ” 


“ Why, what do you suppose 
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“What business, sir? " he said. “I do not know what 
you mean/' 

I smiled; so that he could see me do it. 

“ Very good, then," I said. “ I will leave you to Mr. 
Rumbald " ; and I made as if I would pass on. 

“ Sir," he said, “ can you give me any assurance ? . . . I 
am terrified." And indeed he looked it ; so I supposed that 
he thought that the attempt was indeed to be made to-day. 
I determined on a bold stroke. 

“ My man ! " I said. " If you will tell me your name, 
and then begone at once, back to town, I will tell you some¬ 
thing that will be of service to you. If not-" and I 

broke off. 

He looked at me piteously. I think my air frightened 
him. He drew back a little from the house, though we 
were in a place where we could not be seen from the windows. 

" My name is Keeling, sir. You will not betray me ? 
What is it, sir ? " 

“ Well," said I, “ I can give you an assurance that what 
you fear will not take place. There is not a man here beyond 
myself and Mr. Rumbald and old Alick. Now begone at 
once. Stay ; where do you live ? " 

He shook his head. A little colour had come back to his 
face again at the news. 

" No, sir : that was not in the bargain. I will begone, 
sir, as you said ; and thank you, sir." 

He slipped back again very quickly, and was vanished. 

I suppose that he had ridden down in some cart all night, 
and that he went back in the same way, for I saw no more 
of him. 

Well; I had gained two little points—I had kept him 
from Mr. Rumbald, which was one—(for I did not want my 
host to consult with any if I could help it)—and I had 
learned what perhaps was his name. This, however, I 
would test for myself presently. 

At noon we dined ; and having observed no difference in 
my host's manner, that might shew that he had any idea 
I had met with anyone, I made two remarks. 

" I talked with a fellow at the gate this morning," I said ; 

" he seemed to know nothing of the King's coming." 
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Rumbald jerked his head impatiently; and I perceived 
that we had not been seen. Presently I said: 

" Who was that pale-looking fellow who wished to speak 
with you yesterday, Mr. Rumbald, at the Mitre ? " 

He looked sharply at me for an instant. 

“ His name is Thompson/* said he. “ He is one of my 

mal ting-men." 

Then I knew that he had lied. A man does not invent 
the name of Keeling, but very easily the name of Thompson. 
So I saw that Rumbald had not yet lost all discretion; and 
indeed, for all his talk, he had hardly spoken a name that 

I could get hold of. . 

After a while I ventured on another sentence which suited 

my purpose, and at the same time confirmed him in his own 
view. 

"If by any chance His Majesty should not come to-day 
—will it be done, do you think, to-morrow? Shall you 

wait till he does come ? " 

He shook his head and lied again very promptly. 

" If it is not done to-day, it will never be done.’* 

Looking back on the affair now, I truly do wonder at the 
adroitness with which we both talked. There was scarcely 
a slip on either side, though we were at cross-purposes if 
ever men were. But I suppose that in both of us there was 
a very great tension of mind—as of men walking on the edge 
of a precipice ; and it was the knowledge of that which saved 
us both. After dinner I said I would walk again out of 
doors; and he thought it was mere affectation, since I 
must know by now that His Majesty was not coming. 

" Well ; " I said, " if by any mischance His Majesty dotn 

not come to-day, I will get back to town. f 

He looked at me ; but he kept any kind of irony out of 

his face. 

" You had best do that," he said. 


Now it must have been forty miles from Newmarket to 
the Rve ; and I had calculated that His Majesty would not 
start till nine o'clock at the earliest. He would have four 
horses and would change them at least three times; but 
they would not be able to go out of a trot for most of the 
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way, so that I need not look for any news of him till three 
o'clock at the earliest. From then till five o’clock would be 
the time. If he were not come by five, or at the very latest 
half-past, I should know that my design had miscarried. 

It is very difficult for me to describe at all the state I 
was in—all the more as I dared not shew it. It was not 
merely that my Sovereign was at stake, but a great deal 
more than that. My religion too was in some peril, for if, 
by any mischance things should not go as I expected ; if, 
as certainly occurred to my mind as one possibility in ten, 
I had completely mistaken Rumbald, and he had spoken 
the truth for once—it was not the King only who would 
perish, but the Catholic heir also, and then good-bye to all 
our hopes. Yet, I declare that even this did not affect me 
so much as the thought that it was the man whom I had 
learned to love that was in peril—to love, in spite of his selfish¬ 
ness and his indolence and his sins. It was all but an intoler¬ 
able thought to me that that melancholy fiery man who had so 
scolded me—whom, to tell the truth, I had scolded back— 
that this man might, even in imagination, be mixed up with 
the horror of the firing of guns and the plunging of the 
wounded horses—should himself be shot at and murdered, 
there in the lonely Hertfordshire lane. 

At about three o’clock I could bear it no more. God know-s 
how many prayers I had said ; for I think I prayed all the 
time, as even careless men will do at such crises. There 
was the grim house behind me, the leafless trees overhead, 
the lane stretching up northwards beyond the gate. All 
was very silent, except for the barking of a dog now and 
again. It was a very solitary place—the very place for a 
murder ; there were no meadows near us, where men might 
be working, but only the deep woods. It was a clearish 
kind of day, with clouds in the west. 

At about three o’clock then I went to the stables to see 
my horse. These were behind the house. There was no 
one about, and no other horse in the stables but Rumbald's 
own black mare that had carried him yesterday. 

It came to me as I looked at my horse that no harm would 
be done if I put the saddle on him. Rumbald would but 
think me a little foolish for so confessing in action that 
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I knew the King would not come; and for myself it would 
be some relief to my feelings to know that if by any mischance 
I did hear the sound of shots, I could at least ride up and 
do my best, though I knew it would be too late. 

I saddled my horse then, and put on the bridle, as quickly 
as I could. Then, again, I thought there would be no harm 
done if I led him out to the gate and fastened him there. 
I looked out of the stable door but there was no one in sight. 
So I led my horse out, as quietly as I could, yet openly, and 
brought him round past the front of the house and so towards 
the gate. I thought nothing of my valise ; for at that time 
I intended no more than what I had said. I was uneasy, 
and had no determined plans. I would tell Rumbald, if 
he came out, that I was but holding myself ready to ride 
out if I were needed. 

Then, as I came past the front of the house, I heard, very 
distinctly in the still air, the tramp of horses far away on 
the hill to the north ; and I knew enough of that sound to 
tell me that there were at least eight or nine coming, and 
coming fast. 

Now it might have been the coach of anyone coming that 
way. The races were at Newmarket, and plenty went to 
and fro, though it is true that none had come this way all 
day. Yet at that sound my heart leapt up, both in excite¬ 
ment and terror. What if I had made any mistake, and 
enticed the King to his death ? Well, it would be my death 
too—but I swear I did not think of that ! All I know is 
that I broke into a run, and the horse into a trot after me ; 
and as I reached the gate heard Rumbald run out of the 

house behind me. , . , , » 

I paid him no attention at all, though I heard his breathing 

at my shoulder. I was listening for the tramp and rattle 
of the hoofs again, for the sound had died away in a hollow 
of the road I suppose. Then again they rang out; and 1 
thought they must be coming very near the place he had 
told me of; and I turned and looked at him ; but I think he 
did not see me. He too was staring out, his face gone pale 
under its ruddiness, listening for what very well might be 

the end of all his hopes. 

Then the distant hoofs grew muffled once more, though 
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not altogether; and, at that, Rumbald ran out into the 
road as he was, bareheaded ; and I saw that he carried a 
cleaver in his hand, caught up, I suppose, at random ; for 
it was of no use to him. 

Then, loud and clear not a hundred yards away I heard 
the rattle and roar of a coach coming down the hill and the 
tramp of the hoofs. 

“ Back, you fool/* I screamed, “ back ! M for I dared not 
pull my horse out into the road. “ Throw it away ! " 

He turned on me with the face of a devil. Though 
he must have seen the liveries and the guardsmen from 
where he stood, I think not even yet did he take in how he 
had been deceived ; but that he began to suspect it, I have 
no doubt. 

He came back at my cry, as if unwillingly, and stood by 
my side ; but never a word did he say : and together we 
waited. 

Then, past the gate on the left, over the hedge, I caught 
a flash of colour, and another, come and gone again ; and 
then the gleam of a coach-roof; and, though I had no cer¬ 
tainty from my senses, I was as sure it was the King, as 
if I had seen him. 

So we waited still. I drew up in my hands my horsed 
bridle, not knowing what I did, and moved round to where 
I could mount, if there were any need ; and, as I did it, past 
the gate, full in view there swept at a gallop, first three 
guards riding abreast, a brave blaze of colour in the dusky 
lane ; then the four grey horses, with their postilions crack¬ 
ing their whips ; then the coach ; and, as this passed, as 
plain as a picture I saw the King lean forward and look— 
his great hat and periwig thrust forward—and behind him 
another man. Then the coach was gone ; and two more 
guards flew by and were gone too. 

I lost my head completely for the single time, I think, 
in all this affair ; now that I knew that the King was safe. 
There, standing where I was, I lifted my hat, and shouted with 
my full voice : 

" God save the King ! ” 


I turned as I shouted ; and, as the last word left my lips, 
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I saw Rumbald, his face afire with anger, coming at me, 
round my horse from behind, with the cleaver upraised. 
If he had not been near mad with disappointment, he would 
have struck at my horse; but he was too intent on me 
for that. 

I leapt forward, for I had no time to do anything else, 
dragging my horse’s haunches forward again and round; 
and with the next movement I was across my saddle, all-a- 
sprawl, as my horse started and plunged. I was ten yards 
away before the man could do anything, and struggling to 
my seat; but, as I rose and gripped the reins, something 
flew over my head, scarce missing it by six inches; and I 
saw the blade of the cleaver flash into the ditch beyond. 

At that, I turned and lifted my hat, reining in my horse; 
for I was as mad with success as the other man with failure. 

“ God save the King ! ” I cried again. " Ah ! Mr. Rum- 
bald, if only you had learned to speak the truth ! ” 

Then I put in my spurs and was gone, hearing before me, 
the hollow tramp and rumble of the great coach in front, as 
the King’s party went across the bridge. 



CHAPTER XI 


I T was three months later that I sat once more, though 
not for the first time since my adventure at the Rye 
in Mr. Chiffinch’s parlour. 

Of those three months I need not say very much ; especi¬ 
ally of the beginning of them, since I received then, I think, 
more compliments than ever in my life before. My interviews 
had been very many ; not with Mr. Chiffinch only, but with 
two other personages whose lives, they were pleased to say, 
I had saved. 

His Majesty had laughed very heartily indeed at the tale 
of my adventures. 

“ Odds-fish! ” said he. " We had all been done, but for 
you, Mr. Mallock. It was three or four days after, at the 
least, that I had intended returning ; and by that time, 
no doubt, our friends would have had their ambushinent 
complete. But when your man came, all a-sweat, into my 
very bed-chamber, telling me to fly for my life—well; there 
was no more to be said. There was a fire too at my lodgings 
that same morning ;—and poor Sir Christopher's low ceilings 
all ruined with the smoke—but that would not have brought 
me, though I suppose we must give out that it did. No : 
Mr. Mallock, 'twas you, and no other. Odds-fish ! I did 
not think I had such an accomplished liar in my service ! " 
His Royal Highness, too, was no less gracious; though he 
talked in a very different fashion. 

To him there was no humour in the matter at all; 'twas 
all God’s Providence ; and I am not sure but that he was 
not more right than his brother ; though indeed there are 
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always two sides to a thing. His talk was less of myself, 
and more of the interests I had served; and there too he 
was right; for, as I have said, if there had been any mistake 
in the matter, good-bye to Catholic hopes. 

My first interview with Mr. Chiffinch astonished me most. 
When he had finished paying compliments, I began on 
business. 

“You will hardly catch Rumbald,” said I, “ unless you 
take him pretty soon. He too will be off to Holland, I 
think." 

He shook his head, smiling. 

“ I am sorry not to be able to give you vengeance for 
that cleaver-throwing ; but you must wait awhile.” 

“ Wait ? ” cried I. 

“ What single name do you know besides that of Rumbald, 
which was certainly involved in this affair ? Why, Mr. 
Mallock, you yourself have told me that he observed dis¬ 
cretion so far ; and did not name a single man.” 

“ Well; there is Keeling,” I said. 

“ And what is Keeling ? ” he asked with some contempt. 

“ A maltster, and a carpenter : a fine bag of assassins 1 And 
how can you prove anything but treasonable talk ? Where 
were the ‘ swan-quills ’ and the * sand and the ink ' ? Did 
you set eyes on any of them ? ” 

I was silent. 

“ No, no, Mr. Mallock ; we must wait awhile. I have 
even talked to Jeffreys, and he says the same. We must 
lime more birds before we pull our twig down. Now, if 
you could lay your hand on Keeling ! ” 

He was right : I saw that well enough. 

“ And meantime,” said I smiling, “ I must go in peril 
of my life. They surely know now what part I have 
played ? 

“ They must be fools if they do not. But there will be 
no more cleaver-throwing for the present, if you take but 
reasonable care. Meanwhile, you may go to Hare Street, if 
you will; though I cannot say I should advise it. And I 
will look for Keeling.” 

Well; I did not take his advice. That was too much to 
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expect. I went to Hare Street in April and remained there 
a couple of months; but I do not propose to discourse on 
that beyond saying that I was very well satisfied, and even 
with Cousin Tom himself, who appeared to me more resigned 
to have me as a son-in-law. To neither of them could I say 
a word of what had passed, except to tell Dolly that my 
peril was over for the present, and to thank her for her 
prayers. During those two months I had no word of Rum- 
bald at all; and I suspect that he lay very quiet, knowing, 
after all, how little I knew. If he went to Holland, he cer¬ 
tainly came back again. Then, in June, once more a man 
came from Mr. Chiflinch, to call me to town. So here I sat 
once more, with the birds singing their vespers, in the Privy 
Garden, a hundred yards away, and the river flowing 
without the windows, as if no blood had ever flowed with 
it. 

“ Well," said Chiflinch, when I was down in a chair, “ the 
first news is that we have found Keeling. You were right, 
or very nearly. He is a joiner, and lives in the City. He 
hath been to the Secretary of the Council, and will go to him 
again to-morrow." 

" How was that done ? " I asked. 

“ Why, I sent a couple of men to him," said the page, 
" when we had marked him down ; who so worked on his 
fears that he went straight to my Lord Dartmouth ; and 
my Lord Dartmouth carried him to Sir Leoline Jenkins. 
The Secretary very properly remarked that he was but one 
witness ; and Keeling went away again, to see if he can 
find another. Well; the tale is that he hath found another— 
his own brother—and that both will go again to the Secre¬ 
tary to-morrow. So I thought it best that you should see 
him first here, to-night, to identify him for certain." 

" That is very good," I said. " But, Mr. Chiflinch, if 
I appear too publicly in this matter, I shall be of very little 
service to the King hereafter." 

" I know that very well," said the page. " And you shall 
not appear publicly at all, neither shall your name. Indeed, 
the King hath a little more business for you at last, in 
France ; and you will wish perhaps to go to Rome. So 
the best thing that you can do, when we have seen that all 
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is in order, is to wait no longer, but be off, and for a good 
while too. Your life may be in some peril for the very 
particular part that you played, for though we shall catch, 
I think, all the principal men in the affair, we shall not 
catch all the underlings; and even a joiner or a scavenger 
for that matter, if he be angry enough, is enough to let the 
life out of a man. And we cannot spare you yet, Mr. 
Mallock.” 

This seemed to me both reasonable and thoughtful; and 
it was not altogether a surprise to me. Indeed I had prepared 
Dolly for a long absence, thinking that I might go to Rome 
again, as I had not been there for a long while. Besides, 
waiting in England for the time laid down by Tom and 
agreed to by both of us, would make that time come no 
swifter; and, if there were work to be done, I had best do 
it, before I had a wife to engage my attention. 

But I sighed a little. 

“ Well,” said I; ” and where is Keeling ? ” 

“ I have been expecting him this last ten minutes,” 
said he. 

Even as he spoke, a knock came upon the door. The page 
cried to come in ; and there entered, first a servant holding 
the door, and then the little joiner himself, flushed in his 
face, I supposed with the excitement. He was dressed in his 
Sunday clothes, rather ill-fitting. He did not know me, I 
think, for he made no movement of surprise. I caught 
Mr. Chiffinch’s look of inquiry, and nodded very slightly. 

“ Well, sir,” began the page in a very severe tone, “so 
you have made up your mind to evade the charge of mis¬ 
prision of treason—that, at the least ! ” 

” Yes, sir,” said the man in a very timid way. (He must 
have heard that phrase pretty often lately.) 

" Well; and you have found your other witness ? ” 

“ Yes, sir ; my own brother, sir.” 

” Ah ! Was he too in this detestable affair ? ” 

” No, sir.” 

“ Well then ; how do you bring him in ? ” 

“ Sir,” said the man, seeming to recover himself a little, 

“ I put my brother in a secret place; and then caused him 
to overhear a conversation between myself and another.” 
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*' Very pretty ! very pretty ! ” cried the page. “ And 
who was this other ? ” 

“ Sir; it was a Mr. Goodenough—under-sheriff once 

of-v 

I could not restrain a start ; for I had not thought Mr. 
Goodenough, the friend of my Lord Essex, to be so deep 
in the affair as this. Keeling saw me start, I suppose ; for 
he looked at me, and himself shewed sudden agitation. 

“ Good evening. Keeling,” said I. “We have had a 
little conversation once before/’ 

“ Oh ! for God’s sake, gentlemen ! for God’s sake ! I am 
already within an inch of my life.’’ 

“ I know you are,’’ said Mr. Chiffinch severely, “ and you 
will be nearer even than that, if you do not speak the whole 
truth.’’ 

“ Sir ; it is not that I mean,’* cried the man, in a very 
panic of terror. “ Rumbald hath been-*’ 

“ Eh ? What is that ? ’’ said Mr. Chiffinch. 

“ Rumbald, sir, the old Colonel, of the Rye-” 

“ God, man ! We know all about Rumbald,” said the 
page contemptuously. “ What hath he been at now ? ” 

“ Sir ; he and some of the others caught me but yesterday. 
They had heard some tale of my having been to Mr. Secretary, 
and-’’ 

“ And you swore you had not, I suppose,” snarled the 
other. 

“ Sir ; what could I do ? Rumbald was all for despatch¬ 
ing me then and there. They caught me at Wapping. I 
prayed them for God's love not to believe such things : I 
entreated : I wept-” 

" I’ll be bound you did,” said Mr. Chiffinch. “ Well ? 
And what then ? ” 

“ Sir ! they let me go again.” 

“ They did ? The damned fools ! " cried Chiffinch. 

I was astonished at his vehemence. But, like his master, 
if there was one thing that the page could not bear, it was 
a fool. I made him a little sign. 

“ Keeling,” said I, “ you remember me well enough. 
Well; I need not say that we know pretty near everything 
that there is to know. But we must have it from you, too. 
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Tell us both now, as near as you can recollect, every name 
to which you can speak with certainty. Remember, we want 
no lies. We had enough of them a while back in another 
plot." (I could not resist that; though Mr. Chiffinch 
snapped his lips together.) " Well, now, take your time. 
No, do not speak. Consider yourself carefully." 

It was, indeed, a miserable sight to see this poor wretch 
so hemmed in. The sweet evening light fell full upon his 
terrified eyes and his working lips, as he sought to gather 
up the names. He was persuaded, I am sure, that we were 
as gods, knowing all things—above all, he feared myself, 
as I could see, having met me first at the very house of 
Rumbald, as if I were his friend, and now again in the chamber 
of his accuser. It was piteous to see how he sought to be 
very exact in his memories, and not go by a hair’s-breadth 
beyond the truth. 

At last I let him speak. 

" Now then," I said, " tell us the names." (I saw as I spoke 
that Mr. Chiffinch held a note-book below the table to take 
them down.) 

" Sir, these for certain. Rumbald ; West; Rumsey-" 

" Slowly, man, slowly," I cried. 

" Rumsey ; Goodenough ; Burton ; Thompson ; Barber— 
those last three all of Wapping, sir. Then, sir, there is Wade, 
Nelthrop, West, Walcot-" he hesitated. 

" Well, sir," demanded Mr. Chiffinch very fiercely. “ That 
is not all." 

" No, sir, no. ... There is Hone, a joiner like my¬ 
self." 

“ Man," cried the page, " we want better names than 
snivelling tradesmen like yourself." 

The fellow turned even paler. 

" Well, sir ; but how can I tell that-" 

" Sir," said the page to me sharply, " call the guard ! " 

" Sir," cried the poor wretch, " I will tell all; indeed I 
will tell." 

" Well ? " 

“ Sir, the Duke of Monmouth was in it—at least we heard 
so. He was certainly in the former plot! " 

" And what was that ? " asked the other very quietly. 
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44 Why, sir; the plot to assault Whitehall; it is all one 
in reality ; but--” 

" We know all about that,” snapped the page sharply. 
“ Well; and what other names ? ” 

44 Sir ; there was my Lord Russell.” 

I moved in my chair. Even to this day I cannot believe 
that that peer was guilty ; though indeed he was found 
so to be. Mr. Chiffinch cast me a look. 

44 Proceed, sir,” he said. 

44 And there was Mr. Ferguson, a minister ; and Mr. Wild- 
man ; and my Lord Argyle in Scotland ; and my Lord 
Howard of Escrick ; and Mr. Sidney ; and my Lord Essex. 

I do not say, sir, that all those-” 

“ There ! there : go on. We shall test every word you 
say ; you may depend upon it. What other names have 
you ? ” 

“ There was my Lord Grey, sir ; and Sir Thomas Arm¬ 
strong. ... Sir; I can remember no more ! ” 

44 And a pretty load on any man’s conscience ! ” cried the 

virtuous Mr. Chiffinch. 44 And so all this nest of assassins-” 

44 Sir ; I did not say that. I said-” 

44 That is enough ; we want no comments and glosses, 
but the bare truth. Well, Keeling, if this tale be true, you 
have saved your own life—that is, if your fellow murderers 
do not get at you again. You have been in trouble before, 

I hear, too.” 

44 Sir ; it was on the matter of the Lord Mayor-” 

41 I know that well enough. Well, sir ; so this is the tale 
you will tell to-morrow to Mr. Secretary.” 

44 Yes, sir, if I can remember it all.” 

44 You will remember it. I'll warrant. Well, sir ; I think 
I have no more questions for the present. Sir, have you 
any questions to ask this man ? ” 

I shook my head. I was near sick at the torture the man 
was in. 

44 Well, sir ; you may go,” said the page. 14 And I would 
recommend you and your brother to lie very private 
to-night. There must be no more evasion.” 


* 


When he was gone, Mr. Chiffinch turned to me. 
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“ Well ? ’’ he said. " What do you think ? ” 

" Oh ! I think he speaks the truth, in the main," I said 
wearily. " Shall I be needed any more; or when may I 
leave town ? " j. - 

" You must wait, Mr. Mallock, until we have laid hands 

on them." y—; 

# 

It was not until the middle of July that I was able to 
leave. On the eighteenth of June a proclamation was 
issued, with the names of some of the conspirators; and 
numerous arrests were made. One matter pleased me a 
little, and that was that Keeling had been man enough after 
all, to warn some of the humbler folk, who had been led into 
the affair, of what he had done; and the most of these got 
clean away. Then Sheppard came forward and betrayed 
three or four who had met in his house, as I had seen for 
myself: and West added many details. A second pro¬ 
clamation containing the names, and offering rewards for 
the arrest of Monmouth, my Lord Grey, Sir Thomas Arm¬ 
strong and the Reverend Robert Ferguson, was made after 
my Lord Russell’s arrest; but all four of them escaped. My 
Lords Howard and Essex were taken on the tenth of July; 
and two days later Walcot, Hone and Rouse were convicted. 

As soon as my Lord Russell’s trial was begun, and the 
certainty that he would be convicted was made plain by my 
Lord Howard turning King’s evidence, I left London with 
my man James. And before we were at Dover the news 
came to us that my Lord Essex, in despair, had cut his 
throat in the Tower. As for myself, I was glad enough to 
leave ; for I was both sick and weary of intrigue. It would 
be of a very different sort in France ; and of a kind that a 
gentleman may undertake without misgivings : so, though I 
was loth to leave the land where Dolly was, the balance alto¬ 
gether left me refreshed rather than saddened. 

It was a clear day as the packet put out from Dover; and, 
as I stood on deck, watching the cliffs recede as we went, 
there came on me again that same mood that had fallen on 
me as I went up the river so long ago from Wapping. Once 
more it appeared to me as if I were in somewhat of a dream. 
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Those men I had left behind, awaiting trial and deatli ; 
Mr. Chiffinch; the King, the Court, even Dolly herself, 
appeared to have something phantom-like about them. 
Once more the realities seemed to close about me and 
envelop me—or rather that great Reality whom we name 
God ; and all else seemed but very little and trifling. 



PAR T IV 


CHAPTER I 

O NCE more it was high summer, a year afterwards, as 
I rode in, still with James, thank God ! and three 
other men, over London Bridge. 

My life abroad once more must remain undescribed. There 
is plenty of reason against the telling of it; and nothing 
at all for it. One thing only may I say, that I came last 
from Rome, having stayed over for the Feast of the Apostles, 
and carried with me, though verbally only, some very parti¬ 
cular instructions for His Royal Highness the Duke of York 
from personages whom he should respect, if he did not. And 
what those counsels were will appear in the proper place. 
By those same personages I had been complimented very 
considerably, and urged to yet greater efforts. Briefly with 
regard to the two Royal Brothers, I was urged to press on 
the one, and to restrain the other; for I heard in Rome 
that it was said that they would listen to me, if I observed 
discretion. 

As to what had passed in England, a very short account 
will suffice. 

First, with regard to the conspirators, a number had been 
executed, among w r hom I suppose must be reckoned my 
Lord Russell—an upright man, I think ; yet one who had 
at least played with very hot fire. Frankly, I do not believe 
that he aimed ever at the King's life, but that my Lord 
Howard witnessed that he did, in order to save himself. 
Of the others that were executed, I think all deserved it; 
and the principal, I suppose, w'as Mr. Sidney, that ancient 
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Republican and Commonwealth man, who was undoubtedly 
gmlty. Besides him, my Lord Essex had killed himself in 
prison for I never believed the ugly story of the bloody razor 
having been thrown out of his window—and Sir Thomas 
Armstrong was executed—and richly he had earned it by 
a thousand crimes and debaucheries—and old Colonel Rum- 
bald ; whose fate, I must allow, caused me a little sorrow 
(even though he had flung a sharp cleaver at my head) 
for he was very much more of a man than that puling 
treacherous hound my Lord Howard, who was taken hiding 
in his shirt, up his own chimney, and turned traitor to his 
friends. Holloway too—a merchant of Bristol, and a 
friend of Mr. Ferguson—was executed, and several in Edin¬ 
burgh,^ of the Scottish plotters under Argyle, among whom 
the principal was Baillie of Jerviswood. The torture of the 
boot and the thumbscrews was used there, I am sorry to 
say ; for they had plenty of evidence without it. Of the 
others some evaded altogether, of whom a good number 
went to Holland, which was their great refuge at this time, 
and others again saved their lives by turning King's evidence’ 
The Reverend Mr. Ferguson proved himself a clever fellow, 
as indeed I had thought him, and a courageous one too, for 
after attending my Lord Shaftesbury upon his deathbed, 
he. returned again to Edinburgh, and there, upon search 
being made for him, hid himself in the very prison to which 

they wished to consign him, and so escaped the death he 
had earned. 

With regard to the Duke of Monmouth, affairs had taken 
a very strange course; and His Majesty, as I think had 
behaved with less than his usual wisdom. Before even Mr 
Sidney's death, the Duke had made his peace, both with 
the King and the Duke of York, and had, after expressing 
extraordinary contrition, and yet denying that he had been 
m any way pnvy to any attempt on the King’s life, received 
a pardon. But he had not been content with that ; and so 
soon as the Gazette announced that it was so, and had given 
men to understand that Monmouth had made his peace 
by turning King’s evidence, what must His Grace do, but 
deny it again, and cause it to be denied too in all the coffee¬ 
houses in town ? The King was thrown into a passion by 
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this; and once again His Grace had to sign and read aloud 
a paper, in the presence of witnesses and of the King, in 
the private parlour of the Duchess of Portsmouth’s lodgings 
—(where, it must be confessed, His Majesty did much of 
his business at this time). But the paper was not explicit 
enough, and must be re-written : and so the foolish shilly¬ 
shally went on—and he guilty all the time—and at last he 
evaded them all, and went back again to Holland. 

There was another piece of news that had come to me lately 
that pleased me better ; and that was of the trial of Oates, 
for treasonous speaking, and his condemnation in one hundred 
thousand pounds, which caused him to be shut up in prison 
without more ado, where he could do no more mischief. 
Indeed his credit was all gone now, thank God ! and all that 
he had to do in prison was to prepare himself for his 
whippings which he got a year later. A few months 
earlier too, the four Popish lords that had been left in 
the Tower were released again, which I was very glad to 
hear of. 

Other matters too had passed ; but I think I have said 
enough to shew how affairs stood in the month of July when 
I came back to England—with the exception of what I 
shall relate presently as of my own experience. 

The evening was as bright and fair as that on which I 
had come back to London near two years and a half ago, 
with so heavy a heart, to find Dolly at Court; but this time 
the heaviness was all gone. I had had letters from her 
continually, and all those I carried with me. She told me 
that her father seemed a little moody, now and again ; but 
I did not care very greatly about that. He could be as 
moody as he liked, 'if he but let her and me alone. It was 
less than a year now from my twenty-eighth birthday, 

which was the period that had been fixed. 

Now a piece of news had reached me at Dover that made 
me pretty content; and that was that His Majesty desired 
me to have lodgings now in Whitehall. These were very 
hard to come by, except a man had great influence ; and I 
was happy to think that such as I had was from the King 
himself So I did not turn northwards this time from the 



ODDSFISH! 339 

Strand, but held on, and so to the gate of Whitehall. Here 
I was stopped and asked my name. 

I gave it; and the officer saluted me very civilly. 

" Your lodgings are ready, sir,” said he. " Mr. Chiffinch 

was very urgent about them. And he bade me tell you 

you would find visitors there, if you came before eight 
o'clock." 

It was now scarcely gone seven ; but I thought very little 
of my visitors, supposing they might perhaps be Mr. Chiffinch 

himself and a friend : so I inquired very leisurely where the 
lodgings were situate. 

‘ They are my Lord Peterborough’s old lodgings, sir," 
said the man. " He hath moved elsewhere. They look 
out upon the Privy Garden and the bowling-green ; or, to 
be more close, on the trees between them." 

This was a fine piece of news indeed ; for these lodgings 
were among the best. I was indeed become a person of 
importance. 

There were two entrances to these lodgings—one from 
the Stone Gallery, and the other from the garden ; but 
that into the garden was only a little door, whose use was 
not greatly encouraged, because of the personages that 
walked there ; so I went up the Stone Gallery, between all 
the books and the cabinets, and so to my own door ; with 
my James behind me. My other men I bade follow when 
they had bestowed the horses and found their own quarters. 

It was a fine entrance, with a new shield over the door ; 
lately scraped white, for the reception of my own arms. 

I knocked upon it, and a fellow opened ; and when I had 
told him my name, he let me through ; and I went upstairs 
to the parlour that looked over the garden ; and there, 
to my happiness were my visitors. For they were none 
other than my dear love herself and her maid. 

I cannot tell what that was to me, to find her there. . . . 
The maid was sent into the little writing-room, next door, 
into which my visitors would usually be shewn ; and we 
two sat down on the window-seat. Dolly looked not a day 
older : she was in a fine dress. 

See," she said, " you have caught me again at Court I 
Will you send me away again this time ? " 

22* 
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She told me presently that she and her father were come 
up to town for a few days ; but must be gone again directly. 
They had written to Mr. Chiffinch demanding news of me, 
and when should I be at liberty to come to Hare Street; 
and he had told them that at anyrate not yet for a while, 
and that they had best come and see me in my new lodgings. 
I was sorry that he had said I could not go to Hare Street 
for the present—though I had expected no less; but I 
soon forgot it again in her dear presence. 

“ You are a great man, now, I suppose/’ she said presently, 
“ too great to see to the pigs any longer. We have no 
such rooms as this at Hare Street.” 

They were indeed fine ; and we went through them together. 
They were all furnished from roof to floor; there were some 
good tapestries and pictures ; and the windows, as the officer 
had said, looked out for the most part upon the trees beneath 
which so long ago I had watched ladies walking. But I told 
her that I loved my panelled chamber at Hare Street, and 
the little parlour, with the poor Knights of the Grail, who 
rode there for ever and never attained their quest, more 
than all Whitehall. Then I kissed her again, for perhaps 
the thirtieth time; and, as I was doing so Cousin Tom 

came in. , 

" Ah ! ” said he, " I have caught you then ! But he 

said it without much merriment. 

If Dolly was no older, her father was. There were grey 
hairs in his eyebrows, for that was all that I could see of his 
hair, since he wore a periwig ; and his face appeared a little 

blotchy. . , , 

I met him however with cordiality, and congratulated 

him on his looks. He sat down, and presently, to my 

astonishment, he too opened out upon my prospects, though 

in a very different manner from Dolly. 

” You are a great man now,” he said, in these fine 

lodgings. I wonder His Majesty hath not made you at 
least a knight ff 

I was a little angry at his manner. He said it not pleasantly 
at all; but as if he found fault. I determined I would not 

meet his ambitions at all. . . . 

“ Mv dear Cousin,” said I, indeed I am not a knight, 
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and have no hope of being so. His Majesty hath a thousand 
men more competent than I.” 

" Then why hath he given you these lodgings ? " said he, 
with a sharp look. 

I shrugged my shoulders. 

“ I am of some convenience to His Majesty ; and the more 
so if I am near him. I suppose that these lodgings fell 
vacant in the nick of time.” 

He looked at me very earnestly. He had, of course, no 
idea of in what matters I was engaged i I might have been 
a mere valet for all he knew. 

“ That is so ? ” he said. 

I have no reason to think otherwise/* I answered 

him. 


Well; it was growing late ; and I had not supped, as 
Dolly presently remembered ; it was near eight o'clock, 
and after that time there would be formalities at the gate 
as they went out. So they took their leave at last ; and I 
kissed Dolly for the thirty-first time, and went downstairs 
with them, and watched them down the gallery \ they 
having promised to come again next day. 


I had scarcely done supper and looked about me a little, 
when Mr. Chiffinch's name was brought to rne ; and I went 
to see him in the little parlour and bring him through to 
what would be my private closet—so great was I become ! 
He looked older ; and I told him so. 

“ Well ; so I am," said he. " And so are we all. You 
will be astonished when you see His Majesty." 

" Is he so much older ? " I asked. 

" He has aged five years in one," said he. 

We talked presently (after looking through my lodgings 
again, to see if all were as it should be, and after my thanking 
Mr. Chiffinch for the pains he had put himself to), first of 
France and then of Rome. He shewed himself very astute 
when we spoke of Rome. 

I do not wish to pry," he said, " but I hope to God's sake 
that the Holy Father hath given you a commission to His 
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Royal Highness, to bid him hold himself more quiet. He 
will ruin all, if he be not careful.” 

“ Why ; how is that ? ” said I. 

" Ah ! you ecclesiastics,” he cried—" for I count you 
half an one at least, in spite of your pretty cousin—you are 
more close than any of us ! Well; I will tell you as if you 
did not know.” 

He put his fingers together, in his old manner. 

“ First,” said he, “ he is Lord High Admiral again. I 
count that very rash. We are Protestants, we English, 
you know; and we like not a Papist to be our guard-in- 
chief.” 

" You will have to put up with a Papist as a King, some 
day,” said I. 

“ Why I suppose so—though I w r ould not have been so 
sure two years ago. But a King is another matter from an 
High Admiral.” 

" Well; what else has he done ? ” I asked. 

" He hath been readmitted to the Council, in the very 
face of the Test Act too. But it is how he bears himself 
and speaks that is the w'orst of all. He carries himself and 
his religion as openly as he can ; and does all that is in his 
power to relieve the Papists of disabilities. That is very 
courageous, I know' ; but it is not very shrewd. God knows 
w’here he will stop if once he is on the throne. I think he 
will not be there long.” 

I said nothing ; for indeed my instructions were on those 
very points ; and I knew them all as well as Chiffinch, and, 

I think, better. 

He spoke, presently, of myself. 

“ As for you, Mr. Mallock, I need not tell you how 
high you are in favour here. Si monumentum requins, 
circumspice ” ; and he waved his hands at the rich 

rooms. 

“ His Majesty is very good,” I said. . 

“ His Majesty hath a peerage for you, if you want it. . lie 
said he had made too many grocers and lickspittles into 

knights, to make you one.” 

I cannot deny that to hear that news pleased me. yet 
even then I hesitated. 
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" Mr. Chiffinch,” said I at last, “ if you mean what you 
say, I have something to answer to that.” 

" Well ? ” said he. 

“ Let me have one year more of obscurity. I may be 
able to do much more that way. In one year from now I 
shall be married, as I told you. Well, when I have a wife 
she must come to town, and make acquaintances ; and so I 
shall be known in any case. Let me have it then, if I want 
it—as a wedding-gift ; so that she shall come as My Lady. 
And I will do what I can then, in His Majesty's service, 
more publicly.” 

“ What if His Majesty is dead before that ? ” said he, 
regarding me closely. 

” Then we will go without,” said I. 

He nodded ; and said no more. 

It was strange to lie down that night in a great room, 
with four posts and all their hangings about me, with my 
Lord Peterborough's arms emblazoned on the ceiling ; and 
to know that it was indeed I, Roger Mallock, who lay there, 
with a man within call ; and a coronet, if I would have it, 
within reach. It was not till then, I think, that I understood 
how swift had been my rise ; for here was I, but just tw’enty- 
seven years old, and in England but the better part of six 
years. Yet, even then, more than half my thoughts were 
of Dolly, and of how she would look in a peeress' robes. 

I even determined what my title should be—taken from my 
French estates in the village of Malmaison, in Normandy, 
so foolish and trifling are a man’s thoughts at such a time. 
One thing, however, I resolved ; and that w’as to say nothing 
at all of all this either to Dolly or her father. It should be 
a wedding gift to the one, and a consolation to the other ; 
for dearly would my Cousin Tom love to speak of his son-in- 
law the Viscount, or even the plain Lord Malmaison. As for 
His Majesty's death before another year, 1 thought nothing 
of that ; for what young man of twenty-seven years of age 
thinks ever that anyone will die ? Even should he die too 
—which I prayed God might not be yet !—there was His 
Royal Highness to follow ; and I had served him, all things 
considered, pretty near as well as his brother. 
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So, then, I lay in thought, hearing a fountain play some¬ 
where without my windows, and the rustle of the wind in 
the limes that stood along the Privy Garden. I heard mid¬ 
night strike from the Clock-Tower at the further end of 
the palace, before I slept; and presently after the cry of 
the watchman that “ all was well, and a fair night." 



CHAPTER II 


I T was not until the third day after my coming to town 
that I had audience of the Duke—in the evening after 
supper, having bidden good-bye that morning, with a very 
heavy heart, to my cousins, at Aldgate, whither I had 
escorted them. I had promised Dolly I would come when 
I could ; but God knew when that would be ! 

Even by then, I think, I had become accustomed to my 
new surroundings. I had made no friends indeed, for that 
was expressly contrary to my desires, since a man on secret 
service must be very slow to do so ; but I had made a 
number of acquaintances even in that short time, and had 
renewed some others. I had had a word or two with Sir 
George Jeffreys, now a long time Lord Chief Justice, in 
Scroggs* old place ; and found him a very brilliant kind of 
man, of an extraordinary handsomeness, and no less extra¬ 
ordinary power—not at all brutal in manner, as I had 
thought, but liker to a very bright sword, at once sharp 
and heavy : and sharp and heavy indeed men found him 
when they looked at him from the dock. It was in Mr. 
Chiffinch's closet that I was made known to him. I had 
spoken too with my Lord Halifax—another brilliant fellow, 
very satirical and witty, for which the King loved him, 
though all the world guessed, and the King, I think knew, 
that his opposition to our cause was so hot as even to keep 
him in correspondence with the Duke of Monmouth, safe 
away in Holland. At least that was the talk in the coffee¬ 
houses. He, like the Lord Keeper North, hated a Papist 
like the Devil, and all his ways and wishes. He said of 
my Lord Rochester, now made president of the Council— 
a post of immense dignity and no power at all—that “ he 
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was kicked upstairs,” which was a very precise description 
of the matter. 

I was taken straight through into the Duke’s private 
closet, where he awaited me ; and, by the rarest chance 
His Majesty was just about to take his leave, and they had 
me in before he was gone. 

I was very deeply shocked by His Majesty’s appearance. 
He was standing below a pair of candles when I came in, 
and his face was all in shadow; but when, after I had saluted 
the two, he moved out presently, I could see how fallen his 
face was, and how heavily lined. Since it was evening too, 
and he had not shaved since morning I could see a little 
frostiness, as it were, upon his chin. He dyed his eyebrows 
and moustaches, I suppose, for these were as black as ever. 
His melancholy eyes had a twinkle in them, as he looked at 
me. ; 

“ Well,” said he, " so here is our hero back again—come 
to pay his respects to the rising sun, I suppose.” (But he 
said it very pleasantly, without any irony.) 

“ Why, Sir,” said I, “I have always understood that 
there is neither rising nor setting with England’s sun ; but 
that it is always in mid-heaven. The King never dies ; and 
the King can do no wrong.” 

(Such was the manner in which we spoke at Court in those 
days—very foolish and bombastic, no doubt.) 

“Hark to that, brother,” said the King; “there is a 
pretty compliment to us both ! It is to neither of us that 
Mr. Mallock is loyal; but to the Crown only.” 

“ It is that which we all serve, Sir,” said I; “ even Your 
Majesty.” 

The King smiled. 

“ Well,” he said, “ I must be off while you two plot, I 
suppose. Come and see me too, Mr. Mallock ; when you 
have done all your duties.” 

I took him to the door of the closet where the servants 
were waiting for him ; and even his gait seemed to me 

older. 

Now James had very little—(though no Stewart could 
have none)—of his family’s charm. He looked no older. 
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no sharper and no lighter than a year ago : and he had 
learned nothing from adversity, as I presently understood. 
He very graciously made me sit down ; but in even that 
the condescension was evident—not as his brother did it. 

“ You have been to Rome, again/’ he said pretty soon, 
when he had told me how he did, and how the King was not 
so well as he had been. “ And what news do you bring 
with you ? ” 

I told him first of the Holy Father’s health, and delivered 
a few compliments from one or two of the Cardinals, and 
spoke of three or four general matters of the Court there. 
He nodded and asked some questions; but I could see 
that he was thinking of something else. 

“ But you have more to say to me, have you not ? ” said 

he. “ I had a letter from the Cardinal Secretary-” 

he paused. 

" Yes, Sir,” said I. “ The Holy Father was graciously 
pleased to put me at your Royal Highness' disposal, if you 
should wish to know His Holiness’ mind on one or two 
affairs.” 

I put it like this, as gently as I could ; for indeed I had 
something very like a scolding, in my pocket, for him. He 
saw through it, however, for he lowered his eyelids a little 
sullenly as his way was, when he was displeased. 

“ Well ; let us hear it,” said he. ” What have I done 
wrong now ? ” 

This would never do. His Royal Highness resembled 
a mule in this, at least, that the harder he was pushed, the 
more he kicked and jibbed. He must be drawn forward by 
some kind of a carrot, if he were to be moved. I made 
haste to draw out my finest. 

” His Holiness is inexpressibly consoled,” I said, ” by 
Your Royal Highness' zeal for religion, and courage too, 
in that course. He bade me tell you that he could say his 
Nunc Dimittis , if he could but see such zeal and obedience 
in the rest of Europe.” 

The Duke smiled a little ; and I could see that he was 
pleased. (It was really necessary to speak to him in this 
manner: he would have resented any such freedom or 
informality as I used towards the King.) 
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“ These are the sweets before the medicine/' he said. 
“ And now for the draught.” 

“ Sir,” I said, “ there is no draught. There is but a word 
of warning His Holiness-” 

“ Well; call it what you will. What is it, Mr. Mallock ? ” 

I told him then, as gently as I could (interlarding all with 
a great many compliments) that His Holiness was anxious 
that matters should not go too fast; that there was still 
a great deal of disaffection in England, and that, though 
the pendulum had swung it would surely swing back again, 
though, please God ! never so far as it had been ; and that 
meantime a great deal of caution should be used. For 
example, it was a wonderful thing that His Royal Highness 
should be Lord High Admiral of the Fleet again; but that 
great care should be observed lest the people should be 
frightened that a Papist should have the guarding of them; 
or again, that the Test Act should be set aside in His Royal 
Highness’ case, yet the exception should not be pressed too 
far. All this my Lord Cardinal Howard had expressly told 
me ; but there was one yet more difficult matter to speak 
of; and this I reserved for the moment. 

” Well,” said the Duke, when I had got so far, “ I am 
obliged to His Holiness for his solicitude ; and I shall give 
the advice my closest attention. Was there anything more, 
Mr. Mallock ? ” 

He had received it, I thought, with unusual humility; 
so I made haste to bring out the last of what I had to say. 

“ There is no more, Sir,” I said, “ in substance. There 
was only that His Eminence thought perhaps that the 
extraordinary courage and fervour of Your Royal Highness’ 
Jesuit advisers led them to neglect discretion a little.” 

“ Ah ! His Eminence thought that, did he ? ” said James 
meditatively. 

His Eminence had said it a great deal more strongly than 
that ; but I dared not put it as he had. 

“ Yes, Sir,” I said. “ They are largely under French 
influence ; and French circumstances are not at all as in 
England. The Society is a little apt at present-” 

Then the Duke lost his self-command ; and his heavy face 
lightened with a kind of anger. 
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“ Mr. Mallock,” he said, “ you have said enough. I do 
not blame you at all ; but His Eminence (with all possible 


respect to him !) does not know what he is talking about. 
These good Fathers have imperilled their lives for England ; 
if any have a right to speak, it is they ; and I would sooner 
listen to their counsel than to all the Cardinals in Christendom. 


They know England, as Rome cannot ; and, while I allow 
myself to be led by the nose by no man living, I would 
sooner do what they advise than what a Roman Cardinal 
advises. It is not by subtlety or plotting that the Faith 
will be commended in this country ; but by courageous 
action ; and since God has placed me here in the position 
that I hold, it is to Him alone that I must answer. You can 
send that message back to Rome, sir, as soon as you like.” 

Now there was James, true to himself ; and I could see 
that further words would be wasted. I smoothed him down 
as well as I could ; and I was happy to see that it was not 
with myself that he was angry—(for he made that very 
plain)—for that I still might hope he would listen to me 
later on. But anything further at that time was useless ; 
so I prepared to take my leave ; and he made no opposition. 

“ Well, sir,” he said, “ you have given your message very 
well ; and I thank you for not wrapping it up. You have 
done very well in France, I hear.” 

" His Majesty hath been pleased to think so,” I said. 

Then his face lightened again. 

“ Ah ! ” said he, “ when the time comes, we shall shew 
Europe what England can do. We shall astonish even 
Rome itself, I think. We have long been without the light ; 
but it is dawning once more, and when the sun is indeed 
risen, as His Majesty said, men will be amazed at us. We 
shall need no more help from France then. The whole 
land will be a garden of the Lord.” 

His face itself was alight with enthusiasm ; and I wondered 
how, once more in this man, as in many others, the Church 
shewed itself able to inspire and warm, yet without that 
full moral conversion that she desires. He was not yet by 
any means free from the sins of the flesh and from pride 
—(which two things so commonly go together)—he could 
not be released from these until humiliation should come 
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on him—as it did, and made him very like a Saint before 
the end. Meanwhile it was something to thank God for 
that he should be so whole-hearted and zealous, even though 
he lacked discretion. 

As I was going down the stairs whom should I run into, 
coming up, but Father Huddlestone, who stopped to speak 
with me. I did not know him very well; though I had 
talked with him once or twice. He was the one priest of 
English blood who was tolerated openly and legally in 
England, and who had leave to wear his habit, for his saving 
of the King’s life after the battle of Worcester. 

“ So you are home again, Mr. Mallock," he said in his 
cheery voice. 

I told him Yes ; and that I was come for a good time. 

" And His Majesty ? " he said. “ Have you seen him ? 
He is terribly aged, is he not, this last year/' 

This priest was a very pleasant-looking fellow, going on 
for sixty years old, I would say ; and, except for his dress 
resembled some fine old country-squire. He wore a great 
brown periwig that set off his rosy face. He was not, I 
think, a very spiritual man, though good and conscientious, 
and he meddled not at all with politics or even with religion. 
He went his way, and let men alone, which, though not very 
apostolic, is at least very prudent and peaceful. He was 
fond of country sports, I had heard, and of the classics; 
and spent his time pretty equally in them both. 

“ Yes," said I; “ the King is a year older since this time 
twelvemonth." 

He laughed loudly. 

“ There speaks the courtier," he said. " And you come 
from the Duke ? " 

I told him Yes. 

“ And I go to him. Well; good day to you, Mr. Mallock." 

It was very pleasant to me, this new air in which I lived. 
Here was I, come from the Duke who had received me as 
never before, with a deference—(if the Duke's behaviour to 
any man could be called that)—such as he had never shewn 
me, being greeted too by this priest who up to this time had 
never manifested much interest in me, going back to my 
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fine lodgings and my half-dozen servants. Indeed it was 
a great change. As I went past the sentry a minute or two 
later, he saluted me, and I returned it, feeling very happy 
that I was come to be of some consideration at last, with so 
much more, too, in the background of which others never 
dreamed. 

I had my first audience of His Majesty a week later, and 
confirmed my impressions of his ageing very rapidly. He 
received me with extraordinary kindness ; but, as to the 
first part of the interview, since this concerned private 
affairs in France, I shall give no description. It was the 
end only that was of general interest ; and one part of it 
very particular, since I was able to speak my mind to him 
again. 

He was standing looking out of the window when he said 
his last word on France, and kept silent a little. He stood 
as upright as ever, but there was an air in him as if he felt 
the weight of his years, though they were scarcely fifty-four 
in number. His hand nearest to me hung down listlessly, 
with the lace over it. When he spoke, he put into words 
the very thing that I was thinking. 

“ I am getting an old man, Mr. Mallock," he said, sud¬ 
denly turning on me ; “ and I would that affairs were better 
settled than they are. They are better than they were— 
I do not dispute that—but these endless little matters distress 
me. Why cannot folk be at peace and charitable one with 
another ? " 

I said nothing ; but I knew of what he was thinking. 
It was the old business of religion which so much entered 
into everything and distorted men's judgments : for he had 
just been speaking of His Grace of Monmouth. 

“ Why cannot men serve God according to their own 
conscience ? " he said, “ and leave others to do the same." 

" Sir," I said, " there is but one Church of God where 
men are at unity with one another." 

He paid no attention to that ; and his face suddenly 
contracted strangely. 

“ Did you hear any gossip—I mean about myself—after 
the death of the Jesuit Fathers ? " 
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I told him No; for I had heard nothing of it at that 
time. 

He came and sat down, motioning me too to a seat; for 
I had stood up when he did. 

“ Well/’ he said, “it is certainly strange enough, and I 
should not have believed it, if it had not happened to 
myself.* * 

Again he stopped with an odd look. 

“ Well," he said, “ here is the tale ; and I will swear to it. 
You know how unwilling I was to sign the death-warrants.’* 

“ Yes, Sir ; all the world knows that.” 

“ And all the world knows that I did it,” he said with a 
vehement kind of bitterness. “ Yes; I did it, for there 
was no way out of it that I could see. It was they or the 
Crown must go. But I never intended it; and I swore I 
would not.” 

“ Yes, Sir,” I said quietly, “ you said so to me.” 

“ Did I ? Well, I said so to many. I even swore that my 
right hand might rot off if I did it.” 

His heavy face was all working. I had seldom seen him 
so much moved. 

" Yes,” he said, “ that was what I swore. Well, Mr. 
Mallock, did you ever hear what followed ? ” 

“ No, Sir,” I said again. 

“ It was within that week, that when I awakened one 
morning I felt my right hand to be all stiff. I thought 
nothing of it at the first ; I believed I must have strained it 
at tennis. Well ; that day I said nothing to anyone ; but 
I rubbed some ointment on my hand that night.” 

He stopped again, lifted his right hand a little and looked 
at it, as if meditating on it. It was a square strong man's 
hand, but very well shaped and very brown ; it had a couple 
of great rings on the fingers. 

“ Well,” he said, “ the next morning a sore had broken 
out on it ; and I sent for a physician. He told me it was 
nothing but a little humour in the blood, and he bade me 
take care of my diet. I said nothing to anyone else, and 
bade him not speak of it ; and that night I put on some 
more ointment ; and the next morning another sore was 
broken out, between the finger and the thumb, so that I 
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could not hold a pen without pain ; and it was then, for 
the first time that I remembered what I had sworn.” 

He had his features under command again, but I could 
see, as he looked at me, that his eyes were still full of emotion. 

Well, Mr. Mallock ; I was in a great way at that; but 
yet I dared tell nobody. I wore my glove all day, so that 
no one should see my hand ; and that evening when I went 
in to see Her Majesty, what should I see hanging up on the 

wall of the chamber but the pictures of the five men whose 
warrants I had signed ! ” 

Once more he stopped. 

Now I remembered that I had heard a little gossip as to 
the King s hand about that time ; but it had been so little 
that I had thought nothing of it. It was very strange to 
hear it all now from himself. 

s * r » h e said, I am not ashamed to say what I 
did- I kissed their pictures one by one, and I begged them 
to intercede for me. The next morning, Mr. Mallock, the 

sores were healed up ; and, the morning after, the stiffness 
was all gone.” 

I said nothing ; for what could I say ? It is true enough 
that many might say that it had all fallen out so, by chance, 
that it was no more than a strain at tennis, or a humour in 
the blood, as the physician had thought. But I did not 
think so, nor, I think, would many Catholics. 

" You say nothing, Mr. Mallock,” said the King. 

“ What is there to say, Sir ? ” asked I. 

“ What indeed ? ” he cried, again with the greatest 
emotion. “ There is nothing at all to say. The facts are 
as I have said.” 

Then there came upon me once more that passionate 
desire to see this strange and restless soul at peace. Of those 
who have never received the gift of faith I say nothing : 
God will be their Judge, and, I doubt not, their Saviour if 
they have but been faithful to what they know ; but for 
those who have received the knowledge of the truth and 
have drawn back from it I have always feared very greatly. 
Now that His Majesty had received this light long before 
this time, I had never had any doubt ; indeed it had been 
reported, though I knew falsely, that he had submitted 
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to the Church and been taken into her Communion while 
he was yet a young man in France. Yet here he was still, 
holding back from what he knew to be true—and growing 
old too, as he had said. All this went through my mind; 
but before I could speak he was up again. 

“ An instant, Mr. Mallock," he said, as I rose up with him ; 
and he turned swiftly towards the door that was behind him, 
and was out through it, leaving it open behind him. From 
where I stood I could see what he did. There was a great 
press in the little chamber next door, and he flung the doors 
of this open so that I could see him pull forward his strong¬ 
box that lay within. This he opened with a key that he 
carried hung on a chain, and fumbled in it a minute or two, 
drawing out at last a paper; and so, bearing this, and 
leaving the strong-box open just as it was, he came back 

to me. 

“ Look at that, Mr. Mallock,” said he. 

It was a sheet of paper, written very closely in His 
Majesty’s own hand, and was headed in capital letters. 

Then there followed a set of reasons, all numbered, 
shewing that the Holy Roman Church was none other than 
the very Church of Christ outside of which there is no sal¬ 
vation. (It was made public later, as all the world knows, 

so I need not set it out here in full.) 

” There, sir,” he said when I had done reading it. “ What 

do you think of that ? 

I shall never forget how he looked, when I lifted my eyes 
and regarded him. He was standing by the window, with 
the light on his face, and there was an extraordinary earnest¬ 
ness and purpose in his features. It was near incredible that 
this could be the man whom I had seen so careless with his 
ladies—so light and indolent. But there are many sides 
to every man, as I have learned in a very long life. 

“ Sir ” I cried, “ what am I to say ? There is nothing 
that I*can add/ This is Your Majesty’s own conscience, 
written out in ink.” (I tapped the paper with my finger, 

still holding it.) 

“ Eh ? ” said he. 

“ And by conscience God judges us all,” I cried. 

Again I stared into his eyes, and he into mine. 
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" Your Majesty will have to answer to this,” said I, “ on 
Judgment Day.” 

I could say no more, so great was my emotion ; and, as I 
hesitated a change went over his face. His brows came down 
as if he were angry, but his lips twitched a little as if in 
humour. 

" There ! there ! ” he said. " Give me the paper, Mr. 
Mallock.” 

I gave it back to him ; and he stood running his eves 
down it. 

** Why, this is damned good! ” he murmured. ” I should 
have made a theologian.” 

And with that I knew that his mood was changed again, 
and that I could say no more. 
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I DO not know which is the more strange that, when a 
great time of trial approaches a man, either he has 
some kind of a premonition that trouble is coming upon 
him, or that he has not. Certainly it is strange enough that 
some sense, of which we know nothing, should scent danger 
when there are no outward signs that any is near ; but it 
appears even more strange to me that the storm should 
break all of a sudden without any cloud in the sky to shew 
its coming. It was the latter case with me ; and the storm 
came upon me as I shall now relate. 

It was now for the first time that I began to see something 
of the way the Court lived—I mean as one who was himself a 
part of it. I had looked on it before rather as a spectator 
at a show, observing the pageants pass before me, but myself, 
from the nature of my employment, taking no part in it 
from within. 

A great deal that I saw was very dreadful and unchristian. 
Many of the persons resembled hogs and monkeys more than 
human beings ; and a great deal of what passed for wit 
and merriment was nothing other than pure evil. Virtue 
was very little reckoned of ; or, rather reckoned only as 
giving additional zest to its own corruption. I do not mean 
that there were no virtuous people at all—(there were 
virtuous people in Sodom and Gomorrah themselves) but 
they were unusual, and were looked upon as a little freakish 
or mad. Yet, for all that, side by side with the evil, there 
went on a great deal of seemliness and religion : sermons 
were preached before the Court every Sunday ; and His 
Majesty, who by his own life was greatly responsible for the 
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wickedness around him, went to morning-prayers at least 
three or four times in the week ; though I cannot say that 
his behaviour there accorded very well with the business he 
was engaged upon. Some blamed the Bishops and other 
ministers for their laxity and the flattery that they shewed 
to His Majesty : but I do not think that charge is a fair one ; 
for they were very bold indeed upon occasion. Dr. Ken, 
who preached pretty often, was as outspoken as a preacher 
well could be, denouncing the sins of the Court in unmeasured 
language, even in His Majesty's presence : and a certain 
Bishop, whose name I forget, observing on one occasion 
during sermon-time that the King was fast asleep, turned 
and rebuked in a loud voice some other gentleman who was 
asleep too. 

“You snore so loudly, sir," he cried, “ that you will awake 
His Majesty, if you do not have a care." 

I went sometimes to the chapel, with the crowd, to hear 
the anthem, as the custom was ; for the music was extra¬ 
ordinary good, and no expense spared ; and I heard there 
some very fine motets, the most of which were adapted 
from the old Catholic music and set to new words taken from 
the Protestant Scripture. 

I went one night in August to the Duke's Theatre, 
as it was called, to see a play of Sir Charles Sedley, called 
The Mulberry Garden. 

This extraordinary man, with whom I had already talked 
on more than one occasion, was, according to one account, 
the loosest man that ever lived ; and indeed the tales related 
of him are such that I could not even hint at them in such 
a work as this. But he was now about forty-five years 
old ; and a thought steadier. It chanced that he and my 
Lord Dorset—(who was of the same reputation, but had 
fought too both by land and sea)—were present with ladies, 
of whom the Duchess of Cleveland was one, in one of the 
boxes that looked upon the stage ; and I was astonished at 
the behaviour of them all. Sedley himself, who appeared 
pretty drunk, was the noisiest person in the house; he 
aughed loudly at any of his own lines that took his fancy, 
and conversed equally loudly with his friends when they did 
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not. As for the play it was of a very poor kind, and gave 
me no pleasure at all; for there was but one subject in it 
from beginning to end, and that was the passion which the 
author would call love. There were lines too in it of the 
greatest coarseness, and at these he laughed the loudest. 
He had a sharp bold face, of an extraordinary insolence; 
and he appeared to take the highest delight in the theme 
of his play—(which he had written for the King’s Theatre 
a good while before)—and which concerned nothing else 
but the love-adventures of two maids that had an over¬ 
youthful fop for a father. 

When the play was over, and I going out to my little 
coach that I used, I found that the Duchess of Cleveland’s 
coach stopped the way, in spite of the others waiting behind, 
and her Grace not come. However there was nothing to 
be done : and I waited. Presently out they came, Sedley 
leading the way with great solemnity, who knocked against 
me as I stood there, and asked what the devil I did in his 
road. 

I saluted them as ironically as I could ; and begged his 
pardon. 

" I had no idea, Sir Charles,” said I, “ that the theatre 
and street were yours as well as the play.” 

He looked at me as if he could not believe his ears ; but 
my Lord Dorset who was just behind came up and took him 
by the arm. 

“ He is right,” he said. “ Mr. Mallock is quite right. Beg 
his pardon, I tell you.” 

“ Why the devil-” began Sir Charles again, still not 

recognizing me. 

My Lord clapped him sharply on his hat, driving it over 
his eyes. 

“ He is blind now, Mr. Mallock,” he said, “ in every sense. 
You would not be angry with a blind man ! ” 

When Sir Charles had got his hat straight again he was 
now angry with my Lord Dorset, and very friendly and 
apologetic to myself, whom I suppose he had remembered 
by now ; so the two drove away presently after the ladies, 
still disputing loudly. But I think my Lord’s behaviour 
shewed me more than ever that I was become a person of 
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some consequence. Yet this kind of manners, in the midst 
of the crowd, though it commended gentlemen as well known 
as were those two—to the ruder elements among the spec¬ 
tators, who laughed and shouted—did a great deal of harm 
in those days to the Court and the King, among the more 
serious and sober persons of the country ; and it is these 
who, in the long run, always have the ordering of things. 
God knows I would not live in a puritanical country if I could 
help it; yet decent breeding is surely due from gentlemen. 

A week or two later I was at a levee in Her Majesty's 
apartments ; and had a clearer sight than ever of the rela¬ 
tions between the King and Queen. 

Now His Majesty had behaved himself very ill to the 
Queen ; he had flaunted his mistresses everywhere, and had 
even compelled her to receive them ; he had neglected her 
very grossly ; yet I must say in his defence that there was 
one line he would not pass : he would not on any account 
listen to those advisers of his who from time to time had 
urged him to put her away by divorce, and marry a Pro¬ 
testant who might bear him children. Even my Lord 
Bishop of Salisbury, Dr. Burnet, had, thirteen or fourteen 
years ago given as his opinion that a barren wife might be 
divorced, and even that polygamy was not contrary to the 
New Testament ! This, however, Charles had flatly refused 
to countenance ; and, when he thought of it, now and again, 
shewed her a sort of compassionate kindness, in spite of his 
distaste for her company. Yet his very compassionateness 
proved his distaste. 

It was on occasion of a reception by Her Majesty of some 
Moorish deputation or embassage from Tangier, that I was 
present in her apartments ; and it was immediately after 
this, too—(so that I have good cause to remember it)—that 
the first completely unexpected reverse came to my 
fortunes. 

I arrived at Her Majesty's lodgings about nine o'clock in 
the evening ; and was pleased to see that the Yeomen of 
the Guard lined the staircase up to the great gallery. This 
was an honour which the Queen did not very often enjoy ; 
and very fine they looked in their scarlet and gold, with 
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their halberds, all the way up from the bottom to the 
top. 

The Great Gallery, when I came into it, was tolerably full 
of people, of whom I spoke to a good number, among whom 
again were Sir Charles Sedley and my Lord Dorset, as usual 
inseparable. But I was very much astonished at the manner 
in which the Moors were treated, for they were seated on 
couches, on one side of the state under which Her Majesty 
sat, as if they were some kind of raree-show, set there to be 
looked at. They were extraordinary rich and barbaric in 
their appearance ; and when I had kissed Her Majesty's 
hand, I too went and looked with the rest of the crowd 


who jostled all together to stare at them. They were in 
very gorgeous silks, and wore turbans ; and their jewels 
were beyond anything that I had ever seen—great uncut 
emeralds, and red stones of which I did not know the name, 


and ropes of pearls. The folks about me bore themselves 
with an amazing insolence, regarding them as if they had 
been monsters, and freely making comments on them which 
their interpreter, at least, must have understood. The 
Moors themselves behaved with great dignity; and it was 
impossible not to reflect that these shewed a far higher 
degree of dignity and civilization than did my own country¬ 
men. They were very dark-skinned, and three or four of 
them of a wonderful handsomeness. They sat there almost 
in silence, looking gravely at the crowd, and observing, I 
thought, with surprise the bare shoulders and bosoms of 
the ladies who stared and screamed as much as any. It 
appeared to me that these poor Moors, too, thought that 
the civilization lay principally upon their own side. I 
presently felt ashamed of myself for looking at them ; and 
turned away. 


The gallery and the antechambers had some fine furniture 
in them, pushed against the walls that the crowd might 
circulate ; but all was not near so fine as the Duchess of 
Portsmouth’s apartments, nor even as the King’s. The 
cressets, I saw, most of them, were of brass, not silver; 
the brocades, which were Portuguese, were a little faded 
here and there ; and there was not near the show of gold 
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and silver plate that I had expected. But of all the sights 
there, I think Her Majesty was the most melancholy. She 
was dressed very splendid ; and her skirt was so stiff with 
bullion that it scarce fell in folds at all. Her pearls were 
magnificent, but too many of them ; for her coiffure was full 
of them. She resembled, to my mind, a sorrowful child 
dressed up for a play. Her complexion was very dark 
and faded, though her features were well-formed, all except 
her mouth. She was a little like a very pretty monkey, if 
such a thing can be conceived. She sat under her state, 
with an empty chair beside her—very upright, with the 
Countess of Suffolk and her other ladies round about her 
and behind her. She appeared altogether ill at ease, and 
eyed continually down the length of the gallery along which 
His Majesty would come, if indeed he came at all; for he 
had a way of sending a sudden message that he could not ; 
and all the world knew where he would be instead. 

To-night, however, he kept his word and came. 

I was in one of the antechambers at the time, talking to 
a couple of gentlemen and to one of the Queen's Portuguese 
chaplains who knew a little Italian, when I heard the music 
playing, and ran out in time to see him go past from the 
way that led from his own lodgings. He seemed in a very 
merry mood this evening, and was smiling as he walked, very 
fast, as usual. He was in a dark yellow and gold brocade 
that set off the darkness of his complexion wonderful well, 
and a dark brown periwig with his hat upon it ; and he 
wore his Garter and Star. The crowd closed in behind his 
gentlemen so that I could not get near him ; and when I 
came up he was on his chair by Her Majesty, and she smiling 
and tremulous with happiness, and the Moors coming up 
one by one to kiss his hand. 

I could not hear very well what the interpreter was saying, 
when all this was done ; but I heard him speak of a gift of 
thirty ostriches that this Moorish mission had brought as 
a gift to him. 

His Majesty laughed loud when he heard that. 

“ I can send nothing more proper back again," said he, 

" than a flock of geese. I have enough and to spare of 
them." 
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Then, when all about were laughing, he turned very 
solemn. 

“ You had best not tell them that/’ he said; " or they 
might take some of my friends away with them in mistake.” 

(This was pretty fooling; but it scarce struck me as 
suited to the dignity of the occasion.) 

Presently the interpreter was saying how consumed with 
loyal envy were these Moors at all the splendour that they 
saw about them. 

“It is better to be envied than pitied,” observed His 
Majesty, with a very serious look. 

At first he bore himself with extraordinary geniality this 
evening. He had been drinking a little, I think, yet not at 
all to excess, for this he never did, though he had no objection 
to others doing so in his company. There was related of 
him, I remember, how the Lord Mayor once, after a City 
Banquet, pressed His Majesty very unduly to remain a 
little longer after he had risen up to go. His Majesty was 
already at the door when the Mayor did this, even venturing 
—(for he was pretty far gone in wine)—to lay his fingers on 
the King’s arm. 

His Majesty looked at him for an instant, and then burst 
out laughing. 

“ Ah well ! ” he said, quoting the old song, “ ' He that 
is drunk is as great as a King.’ ” 

And he went back and drank another bottle. 

He was in that merry kind of mood, then, this evening: 
but such moods have their reactions ; and half an hour later 
he was beginning first to yawn behind his hand and then 
to wear a heavy look on his face. Her Majesty observed it, 
too, as I could see : for she fell silent (which was the worst 
thing in the world to do), and began to eye him sidelong 
with a kind of dismay. (It was wonderful how little know¬ 
ledge she had of how to manage him ; and how she shewed 
to all present what she was feeling.) 

Presently he was paying no more attention to her at all, 
but was leaning back in his chair, listening to my Lord Dorset 
who was talking in his ear; and nodding and smiling rather 
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heavily sometimes. I felt very sorry for the Queen ; but 
I had best have been feeling sorry for myself, for it was now, 
that, all unknown to me, a design was maturing against 
me, though not from my Lord Dorset. 

As I was about to turn away, to go once more through 
the rooms before taking my leave, I observed Mr. Chiffinch 
coming through very fast from the direction of the King’s 
apartments, as if he had some message. He did not observe 
me, as I was within the crowd ; but I saw him go up, thread¬ 
ing his way as well as he could, and touching one or two 
to make them move out of his way, straight up to the King’s 
side of the state. I thought he would pause then ; but he 
did not. He put his hand on my Lord Dorset’s shoulder 
from behind, and made him give way ; and then he took his 
place and began to whisper to His Majesty. I saw His 
Majesty frown once or twice, as if he were displeased, and 
then glance quickly up at the faces before him, and down 
again, as if he looked to see if someone were there. But 
I did not know that it was for me that he looked. Then the 
King nodded thrice, sharply—Mr. Chiffinch whispering all 
the while—and then he leaned over and whispered to the 
Queen. Then both of them stood up, the King looking 
heavier than ever, and the Queen very near fit to cry, and 
both came down from the dais together, all the company 
saluting them and making way. And so they went down 
the gallery together. 

I was still staring after him, wondering what was the 
matter, when I felt myself touched, and turned to find 
Mr. Chiffinch at my elbow. He looked very serious. 

" Come this way, sir,” said he. ” I must speak with you 
instantly.” 

I went after him, down the gallery ; and he led me into 
the little empty chamber where I had been talking with the 
priest half an hour ago. He closed the door carefully behind 
him ; and turned to me again. 

” Mr. Mallock,” he said, ” I have very serious news for 
you.” 

” Yes,” said I, never dreaming what the matter was. 

It touches yourself very closely,” he said, searching my 

face with his eyes. 
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Well; what is it ? asked I—my heart beginning to 
beat a little. 

“Mr. Mallock," he said, very gravely, “ there is an order 
for your arrest. If you will come back with me quietly to 

my lodgings we can effect all that is necessary without 
scandal/’ 



CHAPTER IV 


I SAID never a word as we went back, first downstairs 
between the Yeomen, then to the right, and so round 
through the little familiar passage and up the stairs. I 
could hear the tramp of guards behind, and knew that they 
had followed us from the Queen’s lodgings and would be at 
the doors after we were within. I was completely stunned, 
except, I think, for a little glimmer of sense still left which 
told me that the least said in any public place, the better. 
Mr. Chiffinch, too, I could see very well, was as bewildered 
as myself—for, so far as I was concerned, there was not yet 
the faintest suspicion in my mind as to what was the matter. 
At least, I told myself, my conscience was clear. 

So soon as we were w'ithin the closet, the page, having 
again shut the door carefully behind me came forward to 
where I stood. 

“ Sit down, Mr. Mallock,” said he, in a low voice, but 
very kindly. 

I could see that his face was very pale and that he seemed 
greatly agitated. When I was seated, he sat himself down 
at his table a little way off. 

“ This is a terrible affair,” he said, ” and I do not know-” 

“ For God’s sake,” I whispered suddenly, ” tell me what 
I am charged with.” 

He looked up at me sharply. 

“ You do not know, Mr. Mallock ? 

“ Before God,” I said, ” I have no more idea what the 

pother is about than-” 

" Well, shortly,” he said, ” it is treason.” 

” Treason ! Why-” 

He leaned forward and took up a pen, to play with as he 
talked. 
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I win tell you the whole thing from the beginning," ho 
said. You must have patience. An hour ago a clerk 
came to me here from the Board of the Green Cloth to tell 
me that the magistrates desired my presence there imme¬ 
diately on a matter of the highest importance. I went 
there directly and found three or four of them there, with 
Sir George Jeffreys whom they had sent for, it seemed, as 
they did not know what course to pursue, and had thought 
perhaps that I might throw some light upon it. They were 
ver y grave indeed, and presently mentioned your name, 
saying that a charge had been laid against you before one of 
the Westminster magistrates, of having been privy to the 
Ryehouse Plot.” 

“ Why-” cried I, with sudden relief. 

He held up his hand. 

\\ ait, he said, ” I too laughed when I heard that; 
and gave them to understand on what side you had been 
throughout that matter, and how you had been in His 
Majesty's service and that I myself was privy to every detail 
of the affair. They looked more easy at that; and I thought 
that all was over. But they asked me to look at papers 
they had of yours-” 


i i 


Papers ! Of mine ! ” I cried. 


“ Yes, Mr. Mallock. Papers of yours. I will tell you 
presently how they came by them. Well; there were 
about a dozen, I suppose, altogether; and some of them I 
knew all about, and said so. These were notes and reports 
that you had shewed to me : and there were three or four 
more which, though I had not seen them I could answer 
for. But there was one, Mr. Mallock, that I could not 
understand at all.” 

He paused and looked at me ; and I could see that he 
was uneasy. 

Now it may appear incredible ; but even then I could not 
think what paper he meant. To the best of my belief I 
had shewn him everything that I thought to be of the least 
importance—notes and reports, as he had said, such as was 
that which I had made in the wherry on my way up from 
Wapping one night. 

I shook my head. 
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“ 1 do not know what you mean,” I said. “ Where did 
they get the papers from ? ” 

Think again, Mr. Mallock. I said it was on a charge of 
treason just now. Well: I will say now that it mav be no 
more than misprision of treason.’* 

Still I had no suspicion. I was thinking still, I suppose 

of my lodgings here in Whitehall and of a few papers I had 
there. r 

“ You must tell me,” I said. 

Mr. Mallock,” he said, “ this paper I speak of was in 
cypher T+ 


“ Lord I ” I cried. " Cousin Tom ! 


1 I 


44 


44 


Then I bit my lip ; but it was too late. 

“ Yes," said the other, very gravely. “ I can see that you 

remember. It was your cousin who brought them up from 

Hare Street. He found them all in a little hiding-hole • 
and conceived it to be his duty_” 

“ His duty ! ” I cried. “ Good God ! why_” 

Then again I checked myself. 

“ Mr. Chiffinch,” said I, ” I remember the paper perfectly : 

at least I remember that I had it, though I have never read 
it or thought anything of it.” 

“ *Vu in V . Cry easy c yP her > sir .” said he, with some severity. 
Well; it was too hard for me,” I said. 

„ Then , why did y° u not shew it to me ? ” he asked. 

Lord 1 man,” I said, “ I tell you it was gone clean 

from my memory. I got it from Rumbald a great while ago 

—a year or two at the least before the Plot. It was on 

my mind to send it to you ; but I did not. I had no idea 
that it was of the least importance.” 

A * e .“ er ; ln . cypher, and from Rumbald! And you 
Torrl gh QKio 0f v n ° ““Prance—even though the names of my 
fidH” Sh fteSbUry and half a dozen °thers are written in 

"ft? 11 yo«.I forgot it,” I said sullenly, for I had not 
looked for suspicion from this man. 

He still looked at me, as if searching my face : and I 

thUab. 36 Panted the very picture of an unmasked 

* ’ for the whole affair was so surprising and unexpected 
that I was completely taken aback 
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“ Well,” he said, “ if you had but shewn me that paper, 
we could have forestalled the whole affair.” 

“ What was in it ? ” I asked, striving to control myself. 

“ You tell me you do not know ? ” he asked. 

Then indeed I lost control of myself. I stood up. 

“ Mr. Chiffinch,” I said, “ I see that you do not believe 
a word that I say. It will be best if you take me straight 
to those who have authority to question me.” 

He did not move. 

“You had best sit down again, Mr. Mallock. I do not 
say that I do not believe you. But I will allow that I do 
not know what to think. You are a very shrewd man, sir ; 
and it truly is beyond my understanding that you should 
have forgotten so completely this most vital matter. I wish 
to be your friend ; but I confess I do not understand. Oh 1 
sit down, man ! ” he cried suddenly. “ Do not playact with 

me. Just answer my questions.” 

I sat down again. I saw that he was sincere and that 

indeed he was puzzled ; and my anger went. 

“ Well,” I said, “ I suppose it may be difficult. Let me 

tell you the whole affair.” 

So I told him. I related the whole of my adventure in the 
inn, and how I got the paper, and tried to read it, and could 
not : then, how I took it to Hare Street and put it where he 
had described : then how I very nearly had asked a Jesuit 
priest if he had any skill in cypher ; and then how, once 
more, it had all slipped my mind, and that, a long time having 
elapsed, even when Rumbald became prominent again, even 

then I had not remembered it. _ , 

“ That is absolutely the whole tale,” I said ; ‘ and I know 
no more than the dead what it is all about. What is it all 

about, Mr. Chiffinch ? ” . , . 

He drew a breath and then expelled it again, and, at the 

same time stood up, withdrawing his eyes from my face. 

I think it was then for the first time that he put away his 

doubts ; for I had got my wits back again and could talk 

“ Well,” he said, “ we had best be off at once, and see 

what they say.” 

" Where to ? ” asked I. 
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“Why to His Majesty’s lodgings," he said. “I fetched 
him out to tell him. Did you not see me ? ” 

“ His Majesty ! ” I cried. 

“ Why yes ; I thought it best. Else it would have meant 
your arrest, Mr. Matlock.” 

I must confess that my uneasiness came back—(which had 
left me just now)—as I went with the page to the King's 
lodgings, more especially when I saw again how the guards 
fell in behind us and followed us every step of the way. It 
was very well to say that I “ should have been arrested " if 
such and such a thing had not happened : the truth was, I 
was already under arrest, as I should soon have found if I 
had attempted to run away. It seemed to me somewhat 
portentous too that His Majesty was so ready to see us, 
instead of mocking at the whole tale at once. 

Mr. Chiffinch said nothing to me as we went. I think he 
himself was fully convinced of my innocence—at least of 
any deliberate treachery—but not so convinced that others 
would be ; and that he was considering how he should put 
my case. It was a sad humiliation for me—this trudging 
along like a schoolboy going to be whipped, with a couple 
of guards following to see that I did not evade it. 

We went straight upstairs, through the antechamber, and 
to the door of the private closet. I heard voices talking there 
—one of which cried to come in as the page knocked. Then 
we entered. 

I had thought to find His Majesty alone, or very nearly 
so ; and I was astonished and disconcerted at the number 
of persons that were there. The King himself was seated 
beyond his great table, with the rest standing about him, five 
in number. On his right was Sir George Jeffreys in his 
rich suit, just as he had come from some entertainment, 
his handsome face flushed with wine, yet none the less full 
of wit and attention. The officer of the Green Cloth was 
on the other side—(it was this gentleman’s business to deal 
with all cases, within his jurisdiction, that took their rise 
in Whitehall itself) ; and a couple of magistrates beside him, 
with neither of whom I had any acquaintance. An officer, 
whose face again was new to me—named Colonel Hoskyns— 

24 
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a truculent-looking fellow, in the dress of His Majesty's 
Life-guards, stood very upright beside Sir George Jeffreys, 
with his hat in his hand. A sheaf of papers lay before the 
King on the table. 

I was even more disconcerted to see how His Majesty 
looked. An hour or two ago he had been smiling and 
gracious : now he wore a very stern look on his face; he 
made no sign of recognition as I came in after Mr. Chiffmch, 
but, so soon as the door was shut, spoke immediately to the 

page. „ 

“ Well ? ” he said. “ What have you got from him ? 

Chiffmch advanced a step nearer, glancing at the faces 
that all looked on him. 

“ Sir,” he said, “ I am convinced there has been nothing 

more than an indiscretion-” 

Then the King shewed how angry he was. He threw him¬ 
self back in his chair. 

“ Bah ! ” he cried—" an indiscretion indeed ! With his 

guilt staring him in the face ! ” 

There was a murmur from the others: and Colonel 
Hoskyns gave me a look of very high disdain, as if I had 
been a toad or a serpent. For myself I said nothing: I 
remained with my eyes down. Once or twice before I had 
seen His Majesty in this very mood. For the most part he 
was the least suspicious man I had ever encountered; but 
once his suspicion was awake there was none harder to 
persuade. So he had been with His Grace of Monmouth on 
two or three occasions ; so, it appeared, he was to be with 


m “ Sir/’ said Mr. Chiffinch again, “I have examined Mr. 
Mallock very closely : but I have told him very little. Will 
Your Majesty allow him to hear what the case is against 

him ? 99 

The King, who was frowning and pursing his lips, raised 
his eyes; and immediately I dropped my own. He was in 
a black mood indeed, and all the blacker for his past kindness 


t °‘‘ I Tell him, Hoskyns,” he said; and then, before the 
Colonel could speak he addressed me directly. . , 

■ < luTniwir ” hp said sharolv. “ I will tell you plainly 
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why I have you here, and why you are not in ward. You 
have been of service to me ; I do not deny that. And I 
have never known you yet to betray your trust. Well, 
then, I do not wish to disgrace you publicly without allowing 
you an opportunity of speaking and clearing yourself if 
that is possible. I tell you frankly, I do not think you will. 
I see no loophole anywhere. But—well there it is. Tell 
him, Hoskyns.” 

I will not deny that I was terrified. This was so wholly 
unlike all I had ever known of His Majesty. What in the 
world could be the case against me ? (For I now saw that 
Mr. Chifhnch had not told me the whole, but only a part of 
the charge.) I fixed my eyes upon Mr. Hoskyns for whom 
I had conceived, so soon as I had set eyes on him, an extreme 
repulsion. 

He made a kind of apologetic cringing movement towards 
the papers. The King made no movement, but rested heavily 
in his chair, with his hat forward, his elbows on the arms 
of his chair and his fingers knit beneath his chin. The 
Colonel took the papers up, shuffled them for a minute, and 
then began. There was an extraordinary malice in his 
manner which I could not understand. 

44 The charge against the—the gentleman—whose name, I 
understand is Roger Mallock, consists of two distinct points : 

44 The first is that he has received and concealed a paper, 
containing an account of a debate held between certain of 
His Majesty’s enemies, five years ago, in November of 
sixteen hundred and seventy-nine, with the list of the 
persons present and the votes that they gave as regards 
compassing the King’s death. The first point to which Mr. 
Mallock has to answer is, How he came to be in possession 
of this paper at all ? ” 

I made a movement to speak, as his voice ceased ; but 
the King held up his hand. Then, as if by an afterthought 
he dropped it again. 

44 Well ; speak if you like—point by point. But I would 

recommend you to hear it all first.” 

44 Sir,” I said, 44 I have no reserves, and nothing to conceal. 

I will answer point by point if Your Majesty will give me 

leave.” 

24* 
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He said nothing. I turned back to the other. 

“ Well, sir,” I said, “ I had that paper from one Rumbald, 
in a private parlour in the Mitre inn, without Aldgate. He 
gave it me with some others, and forgot to ask for it 
again.” 

No one moved a finger or a feature, except the Colonel, 
who glanced at me, and then down again. 

“ The second point is, Why Mr. Mallock did not hand over 
the paper to the proper authorities.” Again he paused. 

” It was in cypher,” said I, “ and I could not read it.” 

” Then why did you preserve it so carefully, sir ? ” asked 
the Colonel angrily, speaking direct to me for the first time. 

” I preserved it because it might be of interest, seeing 
from whom I received it.” 

“You preserved it then, because it might be of interest; 
and you did not hand it over because it might not,” sneered 
the Colonel. 

“ Come ! come ! ” said the King sharply. " We must 
have a better answer than that, Mr. Mallock.” 

Then my heart blazed at the injustice. 

“ Sir,” I said, ” I am telling the naked truth. If I were 
a liar and a knave I could make up a very plausible tale, 
no doubt. But I am not. The naked truth is that I pre¬ 
served the paper for what it might contain ; and then-” 

I paused then ; for I saw plainly what a very poor defence 
I had. 

“ And then-” sneered the Colonel softly. 

“ If you must have the truth,” I said, “ I forgot all about 
it.” 

Well ; it was as I thought. Sir George Jeffreys threw 
back his head and laughed aloud—(he was a man of extra¬ 
ordinary freedom with the King)—a great grin appeared 
on the Colonel’s face ; and His Majesty, as I saw in the 
shadow beneath his hat, smiled bitterly, showing his white 
teeth. Even the magistrates chuckled together. 

“ Ah, sir,” said Jeffreys, " for a clever man that is truly 
a little dull. You might have done better than that.” 

Then desperation seized me ; and I flung all prudence to 
the winds. 

“ I thought you wanted the truth,” said I. 


“ I will lie 
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if you drive me much further. Go on, sir/* I cried to 
Hoskyns. “ Let us have the rest/* 

The King stared at me, and his face was terrible. 

“ A word more like that in my presence, sir-” 

" Sir,” I cried, “ I mean no disrespect. But I am hard 
put to it-” 

“ You are indeed,” said Jeffreys. “ Go on, Colonel 
Hoskyns.” 

The Colonel sniffled through his nose, lifting his papers 
once more. 

" The next main charge against Mr. Mallock is even more 
grave. It is to the effect that when His Majesty and His 
Royal Highness were together at Newmarket, Mr. Mallock, 
knowing that there was a plot against their lives—of which 
the Rye was the centre—despatched a messenger to His 
Majesty bidding him come immediately, by the road that 
leads past the Rye, instead of directing him by Royston.” 

At that monstrous charge my spirit almost went from 
me. That it should be this thing, above all others that 
should be brought against me ! I glanced this way and 
that ; and saw how even Chiffinch, who had fallen back a 
little as I advanced, was looking askance at me ! 

“ That is perfectly true,” I said. “ What of it ? ” 

” Mr. Mallock does not seem to perceive,” snarled the 
Colonel, ” that the fact itself is enough. It is true that no 
harm came of it ; but Mr. Mallock will scarcely deny that 
an armed man stood by him, waiting for the coach.” 

” Armed with a cleaver,” said I, " which he presently 
flung at my head.” 

" So Mr. Mallock says,” observed the Colonel. 

” You say I am a liar ? ” I cried. 

The King struck suddenly upon the table. 

” Silence, sir 1 ” he said. “ Mr. Chiffinch, you told me 
before that you had something to say. You had best say 
it now.” 

I fell back, for I saw that my bolt was shot. If Chiffinch 
could not save me, no man could. It was gone clean beyond 
mere misprision of treason now : I saw that plain enough. 

Then Mr. Chiffinch began ; and I am bound to say that 
he shewed himself a better pleader than myself. I thanked 
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God, as he spoke, that I had treated him with patience just 
now in his lodgings. 

First, he remarked that I had been in His Majesty's service 
now for near six years, and that in all that time I had proved 
myself loyal and faithful. Then he proceeded to deal with 
the charges. 

First, he said that the very weakness of my excuse with 
regard to the paper was my strength. If I were indeed the 
villain that I seemed, why in God’s name had I not destroyed 
the paper ? I had had near five years to do it in ! Was not 
that an additional sign that I had, as I said, merely forgotten 
it ? (As he said this I marvelled that I had not thought 
of that answer myself.) It was true that the paper was 
of the highest importance, but, as my story stood, I had 
not known that. Should not my word then be taken, 
considering all the other services I had done to His Majesty ? 

With regard to the second point, first let them divest 
their minds of any prejudice caused by the first; for the 
first was not proved. Having done that, it was necessary 
to remember how carefully I had reported every movement 
of the King’s enemies to himself—Mr. Chifiinch. It was true 
that there had been found other papers in the hiding-hole 
which he himself had not seen, but he had at least known 
the substance of them—except of course of the cypher of 
which he had already treated. With regard to the affair 
at the Rye it was necessary to remember that my policy 
throughout had been to report all that I had learned and 

to interpret it as directly contrary to the truth; and that 

this policy had proved successful. (I saw the Colonel give 
a very odd look as this was said ; and I saw that Mr. Chiffinch 
had seen it too.) At the worst it had been an error of judg¬ 
ment on my part that I had recommended the road by the 
Rye ; but it was an error that had had no bad consequences ; 
and to have recommended it was only in accordance with all 
my policy of taking as true the precise opposite to all that 
the conspirators had told me. So far as my policy was 

sound, all that I knew was that the Rye road would be safe 

on that one day of the Royston road I knew little or 
nothing. As regards the incident of the cleaver, I had 
spoken of that to him immediately I returned to town ; 
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and, surely, it was true that a single man with a cleaver 
could do very little damage to a galloping coach. In short, 
though the evidence might be interpreted as against me— 
(here he shot a look at the Colonel)—it might also be inter¬ 
preted for me, and, that this was the fairer interpretation, 
he pleaded my record of other services done to the King. 

When he ended, there was a dead silence ; and I think 
I knew even at that moment that the worst at any rate had 
been averted. But I was not sure : and I waited. 

Sir George Jeffreys was the first to move. He had re¬ 
mained motionless, smiling a little, while the page had been 
speaking, watching him as a man may watch an actor who 
pleases him. At the end, after a little pause, he jerked his 
head a little, as if to throw off the situation. I think he 
had had no malice to me, but had watched the whole affair 
as a kind of sport, which was what he did upon the Bench 
too. He made a movement as if to move away, but remem¬ 
bered where he was, and stood still. 

The two magistrates began to move also ; and one nodded 

at the other. 

Colonel Hoskyns shook his head sharply, and began to 
speak. 

“ Sir-” he began in his harsh voice. 

The King held up his hand ; and all was dead still again. 

It was strange to me to watch the King, or rather to 
shoot a glance at him now and again ; for I saw presently, 
in spite of the shadow of his hat and his dusky face, that he 
was looking from one to the other of us, as if appraising 
what had been said. I heard a fellow cough somewhere, 
not in the chamber, and knew by that that it was the guards, 
most likely, who were waiting for the verdict. Truly, 
during those moments all my confidence left me again ; 
for this was a mood of the King that I never understood 
and had never seen so clearly as I saw it now. It was a 
sort of heaviness of mind, I think, that fell on him sometimes 
and obscured his clear wit, for to my mind nothing could 
be more plain than Mr. Chiffinch's argument. Yet I de¬ 
pended now, not only for my liberty, but for my very 
life, on the King's judgment. As a Catholic and a member 
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of the secret service I could look for no hope at ell if I 
were sent for trial. I looked at Mr. Ramsden, the Officer of 
the Green Cloth; for I had scarcely noticed him before, 
so quiet was he. It was through his hands first, I supposed, 
that the case would pass. He was still motionless, looking 
down upon the table. 

Then the King spoke, not moving at all. 

" Go into the antechamber, Mr. Mallock,” he said dully, 
“ and wait there till you be sent for.” 

I suppose that that waiting was the hardest I have ever 
done. Again my suspense came down on me, and I had no 
idea as to which way the matter would go. I sat very still 
there, hearing again one of the men hemming without the 
door on the one side : and very low voices talking in the 
chamber I had come from. 

Then all of a sudden the door opened sharply, and Mr. 
Chiffinch came through. He smiled and nodded, though a 
little doubtfully, as he came through ; and my heart gave 
a great leap, for I knew that the worst would not happen 
to me. 

He said nothing, but beckoned me to follow, and we 
went straight through to where the guards waited. 

” You can go,” he said ; ” this gentleman is no longer 
under arrest.” 

Still, all the way as we went, he said nothing ; neither 
did I. He said nothing at all till we were back again in his 
closet, and the door shut. Then he faced me, smiling. 

” Well, Mr. Mallock,” he said, ” His Majesty has deter¬ 
mined to do nothing. You may even keep your lodgings 
for the present ; but you will be watched, I need not tell 
you, very closely indeed : and you must expect no more 
employment for a while.” 

” But-” 

” Wait,” said he. “ That black mood is on His Majesty ; 
and you are very fortunate indeed to have come out of it 
so well. It was a very clever little design-” 

” Design ! ” cried I. 

“ Why, of course,” he said. " Did you not see that ? 

I should have thought anyone-” 
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“ Design,” I said again. “ Of whom ? And why ? ” 

He smiled. 

“ You are a very innocent young gentleman,” he said, 
“ in spite of your dexterity. Of course it was a design ; 
and it nearly deceived even me-” 

“ My Cousin Tom-” I began. 

“ Your Cousin Tom is an ass,” he said, “ a malicious one, 
no doubt; but a mere tool. I have no doubt he intended 
to injure you ; but he could have done nothing if he had 
not met with the right man. I have no doubt that he came 
up with the papers, and gossiped in the coffee-houses till 
he met other of your enemies : and they have done the 
rest. But it was Colonel Hoskyns no doubt who manipu¬ 
lated the affair.” 

” Colonel Hoskyns ! ” I said. ” Why, I have never set 
eyes on the man before.” 

” I daresay not,” said the page, still smiling. “ But I 
have had his name in my books for a great while.” 

” Who is he ? ” I cried. “ And what reason had he-” 

Mr. Chiffinch shook his head at me lamentably. 

” Why he is one of the party,” he said, “ though I can get 
no evidence that would hang a cat. I have no doubt what¬ 
ever that he has been in the whole Shaftesbury affair from 
the beginning, and knows that they made shipwreck prin¬ 
cipally upon yourself. It is sheer revenge now, no doubt ; 
for they cannot hope to make any further attempts upon 
His Majesty.” 

” But he is in the Guards ! ” I said, all in amazement. 

The page shrugged his shoulders. 

“ What would you have ? ” he said. ” I can get no 
evidence, even to warn His Majesty, though I have told him 
what I think. And, to tell the truth, I believe His Majesty 
to be safe enough. But that does not hinder them from 
wishing to have their revenge. Mr. Mallock-” 

" Yes,” I said, still all bewildered. 

“ I wonder what he will attempt next,” said Mr. Chiffinch. 


CHAPTER V 

T HE dreariness of the time that followed is beyond my 
power of description. I besought Mr. Chiffinch to let me 
go abroad again, but he forbade me very emphatically; 
and I owed so much to him that I could not find it in my 
heart to disobey. For so desperate was I, at the ruin of all 
my hopes, that the thought even came to me that I would 
go back and try to be a monk again ; for how, thought I, 
can I keep my word even to Dolly herself ? Every prospect 
I had was ruined ; my coronet was gone like the dream 
which it had always been ; I had failed lamentably and 
hopelessly ; and it was through her father's treachery and 
malice that all had come about. This I felt in my heaviest 
moods ; but Mr. Chiffinch would hear none of it. He said 
that it was but a question of time, and His Majesty would 
come round once more ; that he would never be content 
until I was reinstated ; that he had not for an instant lost- 
heart. Besides, he said, I was of use in another way, and 
that was to make Hoskyns disclose himself. Hoskyns 
would never rest, he said, till he had made at least one more 
attempt upon me ; and next time, he hoped, he would catch 
him at it, and get rid of the fellow once and for all. 

Neither could I even go to Hare Street; for how could I 
live again even for an hour in the house of my Cousin who 
had betrayed me ? I could not even tell Dolly all that 
had fallen ; for I was as sure as of anything in the world 
that her father would tell her nothing, and I did not have 
the heart to disgrace him in her eyes. I but wrote to her 
that I was a little out of favour with His Majesty at present, 
though I kept my lodgings, and that I must not stir from 
Court till I had regained my position. Meanwhile I reserved 
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what I had to say to my Cousin Tom, until I should meet 
with him alone. I had no doubt whatever that he had 
done what he had, thinking to get rid of me as his daughter's 
lover. 

The time dragged then very heavily ; for I did not care 
to go much into the society of others, and had nowhere 
else to go, since I must not leave Whitehall ; for it soon 
became known that I was out of favour, though I do not 
suppose that the reason was ever named. I spent my days 
principally in my own lodgings, and did a good deal of 
private work for Mr. Chiffinch, which occupied me. I went 
to the play sometimes, taking my man James with me ; 
and I rode out with him usually, down Chelsea way, or to 
the north, coming back for dinner or supper. I never went 
alone, by Mr. Chiffinch's urgent desire. 

It was after Christmas that matters were brought to a 
head, and that the last great adventures of my life came 
about that closed all that I thought to be life at that time. 
Even now, so many years after, I can scarce bear to write 
them down, though, as I look back upon them now, there 
were at least two matters for which I should have thanked 
God even then. I thank Him now. 

It was on the last Thursday but one, in January, to be 
precise, that I was coming back from a ride, having been 
down the river-bank past Chelsea, where I had seen, I re¬ 
member, Winchester House—that great place with all its 
courts —and my Lord Bishop returning in his coach : I do 
not remember anything else that I saw, for I was very 
heavy indeed and more than ever determined that, if matters 
did not mend very soon, I would be off to France (where, 
six months later I should be obliged to go in any case when 
my estates would come to me), if not to Rome. It was 
near five months now that I had lived in disgrace. His 
Majesty not speaking to me above three or four times all 
that while, and then only to avoid incivility. 

I could not understand why it was that he behaved so 
to me. He must know by now, surely, that I had never 
been anything but faithful to him ; and I strove to put 
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away the thought that it was mere caprice, and that he often 
behaved so to others. But I am afraid that such was the 
case. There were plenty of folks at Court, or who had 
left it, who had once been in high favour and had ceased to 
be, through no fault of their own. Neither would I seek 
consolation from any other source. The Duke was civil 
to me whenever we met, and I suppose he knew that I was 
in trouble, but he never spoke of it. Indeed it was a sad 
change from the time when I had returned so joyfully, and 
found my new lodgings waiting for me. 

As we came up through Westminster I was riding alone, 
for I had bidden my man James to go aside to a little shop 
that was almost on our route, behind the abbey, to buy me 
something that I needed—I think it was a pair of cuffs \ 
but I am not sure. It was very near dark, and the lamps 
were not yet lighted. 

As I came towards the gate of Whitehall, I was riding very 
carelessly and heavily, paying little attention to anything, 
for I was thinking, as it happened, of Dolly, with an extra¬ 
ordinary misery in my heart, and of how I should ever tell 
her (unless matters mended soon) of what her father had 
done ; and whether in some manner he would not yet 
contrive to separate us. My horse swerved a little, and I 
pulled him up, for there were a couple of fellows immediately 
crossing before me. I saw that they looked hard at me , 
but I noticed no more, for at that instant I heard a horse 
coming up behind me, and turned to see that it was James. 
He looked a little strange, thought I, but he said nothing : 
only he came up, right beside me, and so rode with me 

through the gate. ... T 

He said nothing then, nor did I ; and it was not until I 

was dismounted and a fellow had run out to take the horses 

that he asked if he might speak with me. . 

“ Why, certainly,” said I ; and we turned together into 

the Court. , . , 

“ Sir,” he said, so soon as we were out of earshot ot tne 

guard, " did you see those two fellows without the gate ? 

I said that I had. . . 

“ sir,” he said, " they were following you all the way 
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from Chelsea. I saw them at Winchester House; and I 
have seen them before to-day, too.” 

“ Eh ? ” said I, a little startled. 

Then he told me he had seen them for the last fortnight, 
three or four times at least, and that he was sure they were 
after some mischief. Once before to-day too, as we were 
riding in Southwark, and he had delayed for a stone in his 
horse’s foot, he had seen them run out from behind a wall, 
but that they had made off when they saw him coming. 

Now I knew very well what he meant. London was very 
far from being a safe place in those days for a man that had 
enemies. There was scarcely a week passed but there was 
some outrage, in broad daylight too, in less populated parts, 
and in the various Fields, and after dark men were not 
very safe in the City itself. 

A year ago I should have thought nothing of it, but I 
was down in the world now, I knew very well, and I had 
enemies who would stick at nothing. It was true that 
they had let me alone for a while—no doubt lest any suspicion 
should attach to them—but the winter was on us now, and 
the mornings and evenings were dark ; and, too, a good 
deal of time had elapsed. I remembered what Mr. Chifhnch 
had said to me at the beginning of the trouble. 

" You did very well to tell me,” I said. “ Would you 

know them again if you saw them ? 

*' I think so, sir,” he said. 

■* Well,” I said, " I have no doubt that they are after me. 
You will’ tell my other men, will you not ? ” 

“ I told them a week ago,” he said. 

I said no more to him then ; but instead of going imme¬ 
diately to my lodgings, I went first to see Mr. Chiffinch, 
and found him just come in. I told him very briefly what 
James had told me ; but made no comment. He whistled, 
and bade me sit down. 

" They are after you then," he said. " I thought they 
would be." 

“ But who are they ? " said I, a little peevishly. 

“ If I knew their names," said the page, " 1 could put my 
hands on them on some excuse or other. But I do , 
know. It is the dregs of the old country-party no doubt. 
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" And what good do they think to get out of me ? " 

“ Why, it is revenge no doubt,” he said. “ They know 
that you are down with the King and have not many friends ; 
and they suspect that you are still in with the secret service, 
no doubt.” 

“ They are after my life, then ? ” I asked. 

“ I should suppose so.” 

He considered a minute or two in silence. At last he 
spoke again. 

” I will have a word with His Majesty. He is treating 
you shamefully, Mr. Mallock ; and I will tell him so. And 
I will take other measures also.” 

I asked what those might be. 

” I will have my men to look out closely when you go 
about. You had best not go alone at all. Within Whitehall 
you are safe enough ; but I would not go out except with a 
couple of men, if I were you.” 

I told him I always took one, at least. 

“ Well; I would take two,” he observed. “ There was 
that murder last week, in Lincoln's Inn Fields— put down 
to the Mohocks. Well; it was a gentleman of my own 
who was killed, though that is not known ; and it was no 
more Mohocks than it was you or I.” 

As we were still talking my man James came up to seek 
me, with a letter that he had found in my lodgings, waiting 
for me. I knew the hand well enough ; and I suppose that 
I shewed it ; for when I looked up from reading it, Mr. 
Chiffinch was looking at me with a quizzical face. 

“ That is good news, Mr. Mallock, is it not ? ” 

I could not refrain from smiling ; for indeed it was as if 
the sun had risen on my dreariness. 

“ It is very good news,” I said. " It is from my cousin— 
the ‘ pretty cousin,’ Mr. Chiffinch. She is come to town 
with her maid ; and asks me to sup with her. „ 

" Well; take your two men when you go to see her,” 
said he, laughing a little. ” They can entertain the maid, 
and you the mistress.” 

I cannot say how wonderfully the whole aspect of the 
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world was changed to me, as I set out in a little hired coach 
I used sometimes, with my two men, half an hour later, for 
my old lodgings in Covent Garden where, she said, she had 
come that evening. It was a very short letter ; but it was 
very sweet to me. She said only that she could wait no 
more ; that she knew how ill things must be going with 
me, and that she must see with her own eyes that I was not 
dead altogether. I had striven in my letters to her to make 
as light as I could of my troubles; but I suppose that her 
woman’s wit and her love had pierced my poor disguises. 
At least here she was. 

She was standing, all ready to greet me, in that old parlour 
of mine where I had first met her six years ago ; and she 
was more beautiful now, a thousand times, in my eyes, 
than even then. The candles were lighted all round the 
walls, and the curtains across the windows ; and her maid 
was not there. She had already changed her riding dress, 
and was in her evening gown with her string of little pearls. 
As I close my eyes now I can see her still, as if she stood 
before me. Her lips were a little parted, and her flushed 
cheeks and her bright eyes made all the room heaven for 
me. I had not seen her for six months. 

“ Well, Cousin Roger,” she said—no more. 


Presently, even before supper came in, she had begun 
her questioning. 

“ Cousin Roger,” she said—(we two were by the fire, she 
on a couch and I in a great chair)— Cousin Roger, you 
have treated me shamefully. You have told me nothing, 
except that you were in trouble ; and that I could have 
guessed for myself. I am come to town for three days 
no more: my father for a long time forbade me even to do 
that. If he were not gone to Stortford for the horse-fair 
I should not be here now.” 

“ He does not know you are come to town ! ” I cried. 

She shook her head, like a child, and her eyes twinkled 


with merriment. 

“ He thinks I am still minding the sheep, ' she said. 
M But that is not the point. Cousin Roger, I care nothing 
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whatever for His Majesty’s affairs, nor for secret service, 
nor for anything else of that kind. But I care very much 
that you should be in trouble and not tell me what it is.” 

Now I had not had much time to think what I should say, 
if she questioned me, as I knew she would ; for it would not 
be an easy thing to tell her that her father was at the root 
of my troubles and had behaved like a treacherous hound. 
Yet sooner or later she must be told, unless I lost heart 
altogether. I might soften it and soften it—pretend that 
her father owed a greater duty to the King than to me, 
and must have thought it right to do as he had done. But 
she would see through it ail: that I knew very well. 

“ Dolly,” said I, very slowly, ” I have not told you yet, 
because there was nothing in the world that you could do 
to help me. I have waited, thinking that matters might 
come straight again ; but they have not. I will tell you, 
then, before you go home again. I promise you that. And 
on my side I ask you not to question me this evening. Let 
us have this one evening without any troubles at all.” 

She looked at me very earnestly for a moment without 
speaking ; and I could see that her lightness of manner had 
been but put on to disguise how anxious she was. It is 
wonderful how a woman—in spite of her foolishness at other 
times—can read the heart of a man. I had said very little 
to her in my letters ; and yet I could see now how she had 
suffered all the while. I had thought myself to have been 
alone in my unhappiness ; now I understood that never for 
an instant had I been so ; and my whole heart rose up in a 
kind of exultation and longing. Then she swallowed down 
her anxiety. 

“ I take you at your word, Cousin Roger,” she said 
lightly. ” I will ask no question at all.” 

Then Anne and my man James came in with the supper. 

I think there is not one moment of that evening in my 
old lodgings that I have forgotten. As now I look back upon 
it it seems to me to have that kind of brightness which a 
garden has when a storm is coming up very quickly, and the 
clouds are very black, and yet the shadow has not yet reached 
it. I remember how the curtains hung across the windows; 
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they were my own old curtains of blue stuff, a little faded 
but still rich and good ; how the fire glowed in the wide 
chimney ; how Dolly looked across the table, in her blue 
sac, with lace, and her wide sleeves, and her little pearls. 
She had dressed up, all for me, as indeed I had for her, for 
I was in my maroon suit, with my silver-handled sword and 
my black periwig. Ah ! and above all I remember the very 
look in her eyes as she suddenly clapped her hands together. 
(The servants were out of the room at that instant.) 

“ Cousin Roger 1 " she said, “ I shall never keep my 
promise unless I am distracted. We will go to the play : 
you and I and Anne, all together : and your man James shall 
wait upon us with oranges/' 

Well ; she had said it ; and I laughed at her merriment : 
she was so like a child on her holiday, and a stolen holiday 
too. The ways of God are very strange—that so much 
should hang upon so little ! It was upon that sudden thought 
of hers that the whole of my life turned ; and hers too ! As 
it was, I said nothing but that it should be as she wished ; 
and that my coach should set us down there and come again 
when the play was over. So the threads are caught up in 
those great unseen shuttles that are guided by God's Hand, 
and the whole pattern changed, it would appear, by a 
moment's whim. And yet I cannot doubt—for if I did, 
my whole faith would be shattered—that even those whims 
are part of the Divine design, and that all is done according 
to His Holy Will. 

The rest of supper was hastened, lest we should be late 
for the play ; and then, when James came up to tell us that 
the coach was waiting—though it was scarcely a hundred 
yards to the King's Theatre—and Dolly was gone for her 
hood and cloak, I stood, with a glass of wine in my hand, 
on the hearth, looking down at the fire. 

Now I cannot tell how it was ; but I suppose that the 
shadow that I spoke of just now, began to touch that little 
garden of love in which I stood ; for a kind of melancholy 
came on me again. While she had been with me, it had all 
seemed gone; we had been as merry at supper as if nothing 
at all were the matter ; but now, even while she was in the 
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next chamber with her maid, I fell a-brooding once more. 
I thought—God knows why !—of the little parlour at Hare 
Street which I had not seen for so long, and of the fire that 
burned there, upon that hearth too—the hearth on which I 
had stood in my foolish patronizing pride when I had first 
asked her to be my wife and she had treated me as I deserved. 
I did not think then of how we had sat there together after¬ 
wards so often ; and of the happiness I had had there, but 
only of that miserable Christmas night when I thought I 
had lost her. The mood came on me suddenly; and I was 
still brooding when she came in again, alone. She was in 
her hood, and her face looked out of it like a flower. 

“ Cousin Roger,” she said, “ I have never told you why I 

came up to-day.” 

“ My dear; you did,” I said. “ It was your father 
who- 

” No ; no ; but this day in particular. Cousin Roger, 
the woman came again last night.” 

“ The woman ! What woman ? ” I asked. 

" Why—the tall old woman—to my chamber, up the 
stairs. You remember? She came the night before you 
were sent for—why—six years ago.” 

I stared on her ; and a kind of horror came on me. 

” Ah ! do not look like that,” she said. ” It is nothing.” 
She smiled full at me, putting her hand on my arm. 

” You saw her ! ” I said. 

“ No ; no. I heard her only. It was just as it was 
before. But I came up to town to—to see if all were well 
with you. And it is : or will be. Kiss me, Roger, before 

we go.” 



CHAPTER VI 

I CANNOT think without horror, even now, of that play 
we saw on that night in the King’s Theatre. It was 
Mrs. Aphra Behn’s tragedy, called Abdelazar, or The Moors 
Revenge , and Mrs. Lee acted the principal part of 
Isabella , the Spanish Queen. We sat in a little box next 
the stage, which we had to ourselves ; and in the box oppo¬ 
site was my Lord the Earl of Bath with a couple of his ladies. 
He was a pompous-looking fellow, and a hot Protestant, 
and he looked very disdainfully at the company. In the 
box over him was Mistress Gwyn herself, and the people 
cried at her good-humouredly when she came in, at which 
she bowed very merrily as if she were royal, this way and 
that, so that the whole play-house was full of laughter. 
It was turned very cold, with a frost, and before the play 
was half done the whole house was in a steam under the 
glass cupola. Folks were eating oranges everywhere in the 
higher seats, and throwing the peel down upon the heads of 
the people below. The stage was lighted, as always, with 
wax candles burning on cressets ; and the orange girls were 
standing in the front row of the pit with their backs to the 
stage. 

Dolly, who was a little quiet at first, got very merry and 
excited presently at all the good-humour, as well as at the 
actors. She had thrown her hood back, so that her head 
came out of it very sweet and pretty ; and a spot of colour 
burned on each cheek. I saw her watching Mistress Nell 
once or twice with a look of amazement—for she knew who 
she was—for Nell, though she was not on the stage, bore 
herself as though she were, and never ceased for an instant, 
though full of merriment and good humour, to turn herself 
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this way and that, and bow to her friends, some of whom 
relished it very little ; and to applaud very heartily, and 
then, immediately to throw a great piece of orange peel at 
Mr. Harris, who played the King. She had her boy with 
her—whom His Majesty had made Duke of St. Albans 
and two or three gentlemen whom I did not know. 

Dolly whispered to me once, to know who the boy was. 

“ That is her boy,” I said. 

Dolly said nothing ; but I understood the kind of terror 
that she had to see them both there, so outrageous and bold ; 
but she presently turned back again to the stage to observe 

the play. 


I said just now that the play which we saw has very dread¬ 
ful memories for me ; but I do not know that more than once 
or twice at the time I had any such feeling. There were 
some pretty passages in the play that distracted me to¬ 
gether, and a song or two, of which I remember very well 
one sung by a Nymph, and answered by her swam with his 

shepherds, of which the refrain was: 

The Sun is up and will not stay ; 

And oh! how very short’s a lover’s day ! 


For the rest there was a quantity of bloodshed and intrigue 
and false accusation, but I was surprised, considering the, 
subject, how little was against Popery ; but Mrs. Behn was 
content at the end of it to make the Cardinal beg pardon of 

King Philip. . , , 

For the most part then I attended to the action (and 

to Dolly, of course, all the while). Yet certainly there were 

other moments for me, when the shadow came down again 

and I saw the actors and the whole house as if in a kind of 

bloody mist, though I had at that time no reason for it at 

all and do not think that I shewed any sign of it. Two 

or’three times before, as I have related there came on me 

a strange mood—once when I came up from Wapping, and 

once as I put out from Dover in the packet. But it was not 

that kind of mood this time. Then it was as if all the world 

of sense were but a very thin veil, and all that was happening 

a kind of dream, or play. Now it was as if the play ha a 
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shocking kind of reality, as if the audience and the actors 
were monstrous devils in hell; and the paint on Mrs. Lee's 
cheeks her true colour, and her gestures great symbols, and 
the noise of the people the roar of hell. This came and went 
once or twice ; and at the time I thought it to be my own 
humour only ; but now I know that it was something other 
than this. When I looked at Dolly it went again in an 
instant, and she and I seemed to me the heart of everything, 
and all else but our circumstances and for our pleasure. 

Well; it ended at last, and there was a great deal of 
applauding, and Mrs. Lee came on to the stage again to 
bow and smile. It was then, for the third time, I think, that 
my horror fell on me. As I stared at her, all else seemed 
to turn dim and vanish. She was in her costume with the 
blood on her arm and breast, and her great billowy skirts 
about her, and her stage-jewels, and she was smiling ; and 
I, as I looked at her, seemed to see the folly and the shame 
of her like fire ; and yet that folly and shame had a power 
that nothing else had. Her smile seemed to me like the 
grin of a devil ; and her colour to be daubs upon her bare 
cheek-bones, and she herself like some rotten thing with a 
semblance of life that was not life at all. I cannot put it 
into words at all : I know only that I ceased applauding, 
and stared on her as if I were bewitched. 

Then I saw my dear love's fingers on my arm, and her 
face looking at me as if she were frightened. 

" What is the matter, Cousin Roger ? " she whispered ; 
and then : " Come, Cousin Roger ; it is late." 

Then my mood passed, or I shook myself clear of it. 

“ Yes ; yes," I said. " It is nothing. Come, my dear." 

The little passage by which we went out w'as crammed full 
of folk, talking and whistling and laughing ; some imitating 
the cries of the actors, some, both men and women, looking 
about them freely with bold eyes. I saw presently that 
Dolly did not like it, and that we should be a great while 
getting out that way ; and then I saw a little door beside 
me that might very well lead out to the air. I pushed upon 
this, and saw another little passage. 

M James," said I, for he was close behind me, " go out and 
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bring the coach round to this side if there is a way out/' 
(And then to Dolly.) ” Come, sweet heart, we will find a 
way out here.” 

I pushed my way behind a fellow who was just in front, and 
got through the door, and Dolly and her maid followed me. 

It was a little passage with doors on the right which I think 
led to the actors' rooms and the stage, for I heard talking 
and laughing behind ; but I made nothing of that, and we 
went on. As we went past one of the doors it opened all 
of a sudden and Mrs. Lee herself came out, still in her dress 
and her jewels, and her face all a-daub with paint, and the 
blood on her arm and dress, and ran through another door 
further along, leaving behind her a great whiff of coarse 
perfume. It was but for an instant that we saw her; yet, 
even in that instant, a sort of horror came on me again as 
if she were something monstrous and ominous, though—poor 
woman !—I have never heard anything against her more 
than was said at that time against all women that were 
actresses—all, that is, except Mrs. Betterton. She appeared 
more dreadful even than in the play, or than when she had 
spoken those terrible words as she sat in her chair, all bloody, 
as she died—stabbed by the mock Friar: 


—but His too late — 

And Lije and Love must yield to Death and Fate. 

I looked at Dolly ; but she was laughing, though with 
a kind of terror in her eyes too at that sudden apparition. 

” Oh, Roger ! ” she said, “ and now she will go and wash 
it all off, will she not ? ” 

" Yes, yes,” I said. " She will wash it all off.” And I 
looked at her, and made myself laugh too. She said nothing, 
but took my arm a little closer. 


I was right about the passage, that it led out to the air, 
yet not into Little Russell Street, but to a little yard by 
which, I suppose, the players came to their rooms. The 
frost had fallen very sharp while we had been in the theatre; 
overhead the stars tingled as if they shook, beyond the 
chimneys, and there were little pools of ice between the 
stones. 
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I stayed an instant when we came down the three steps 
that led into the yard, to pull Dolly’s hood more closely 
about her head, for it was bitter cold, and to gather up my 
own cloak, and, as I did this, I saw that three men had 
followed us out, and were coming down the steps behind us. 
There was no one else in the yard. There was one little 
oil-lamp burning near one of the two entrances to shew the 
players the way, I suppose. 

Then, when I had arranged my cloak, I gave Dolly my 
arm once more, and, as I did so, heard Anne who was behind 
us, suddenly give a great scream ; and, at the sound, whisked 
about to see what was the matter. 

There was a man coming at me from behind with a dagger, 
and the two other fellows were behind him. 

Now I had not an instant in which to think what to do, 
though I knew well enough what they were and whom they 
were after. What I did, I did, I suppose, by a kind of 
instinct. I tore my arm free from Dolly's hand, pushing her 
behind me with my left hand, and at the same time dashed 
my cloak away as well as I could, to draw out my sword. 
The fellow was a little on my right when I was so turned 
about, but appeared a little confounded by my quickness, 
for he hesitated. 

" Back to the wall, Dolly ! ” I shouted. “ Back to the 
wall ” ; and, at the same time I began to back myself, with 
her still behind me, to the wall that was opposite to the 
steps we had just come down. My cloak was sadly in my 
way ; but, as I reached the wall, still going backwards, I 
had my sword out just in time to keep off, by a flourish of 
it, the fellow who had recovered himself, and was coming 
at me again. 

So for a moment, we stood ; and in that moment I heard 
Anne screaming somewhere for help. 

Then I saw how the two other men, at a swift sign from 
their leader, spread out on this side and that, so as to come 
at me from three directions together ; and, at that saw 
that I must delay no longer. Before, I think, they saw what 
I intended, I leapt forward at the fellow in front, and lunged 
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with all my force ; and though he threw up his arms, with 
the dagger in one of his hands, and tried to evade a parry 
all at once, he was too late ; my point went clean through 
his throat, and he fell backwards with a dreadful cry. And, 
at the same moment his two companions ran in on me from 
either side. 

Now I do not even now see what else I could have done. 
I felt sure that one of them would have me, for I could not 
properly deal with them both ; but I turned and stabbed 
quickly, with a short arm, at the face of the one on my right, 
missing him altogether, and, at the same time strove to strike 
with my left elbow the face of the other. 

But, ah ! Dolly was too quick for me. She must have 
run forward on my left to keep the fellow off, for I heard 
a swift dreadful sound as I shortened my right arm to stab 
at the other again ; and I felt something fall about my feet. 

I turned like a madman, screaming aloud with anger, 
careless of all else, or of whether or no any one ran at me 
again, for I knew, in part at least what had happened; 
and, at the same moment the yard seemed all alive with 
folks running and crying out. The door at the head of the 
steps was open, and three or four players ran out and down ; 
while from Little Russell Street on the right, where the 
coaches were, a great number ran in. 

But I cared nothing for that at that instant. I had flung 
away my sword on to the stones and was stooping to pick 
up my dear love who had saved my life. There was already 
a great puddle of blood, and I felt it run hot over my left 
hand that was about her—hot, for it flowed straight from 
her heart that had been stabbed through by the knife that 
was aimed at me. 

When I looked up again, I saw, standing against the light 
in the door opposite, at the head of the steps, the woman 
that had plaved the Oueen with that mock-blood still on her 
arm and breast. 



CHAPTER VII 


M R. MALLOCK,” said the page, “ the King is heartily 
sorry, and wishes to tell you so himself." 

I said nothing. 

Of all that happened, after Dolly's death in the theatre- 
yard, I think now as of a kind of dream, though it changed 
my whole life and has made me what I am. I have, too, 
scarcely the heart to write of it ; and what I say of it now 
is gathered partly from what I can remember and partly 
from what other folks told me. 

It must have been a terrible sight that they all saw as 
they ran in from the lane, my man James first among them 
all. There lay, bloodying all the ice about him, the fellow 
whom I had run through the throat, as dead as the rat he 
was, but still jerking blood from beneath his ear ; and there 
in my arms, as I kneeled on the stones, lay Dolly, her head 
fallen back and out of her hood, as white as a lily, dead too 
in an instant, for she was stabbed through her heart, with 
her life-blood in a great smear down her side, and all over 
my hands and clothes. 

My man James proved again as faithful a friend as he had 
always been to me; for the affair had been no fault of his : 

I had sent him for the coach, and he was bringing it up to 
the yard-entrance from the lane, as Anne had run out 
screaming. Then he had run in, and my other man with 
him, and the crowd after him, in time to see the two living 
assassins make off into the dark entrance on the other side. 
A number had run after them, but to no purpose, for we 
never heard of them again ; and my Dolly's murderer, I 
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suppose, is still breathing God’s air, unless he has been 
hanged long ago for some other crime. 

The next matter was to get us home again ; for James has 
told me that I would allow no one to touch either her or 
me, until a physician came out of the crowd and told me 
the truth. Then I had gathered her up in my arms like a 
child without a word to any ; and went out, the crowd falling 
back as I came, to where the coach waited in Little Russell 
Street. Still carrying her I went into the coach, and would 
allow no one else within ; and so we drove back to Covent 
Garden. 

When we came there a part of the crowd had already run 
on before and was waiting. When the coach drew up, I 
came out of the coach, with my dear love still in my arms, 
and went upstairs with her to her own chamber and laid 
her on her bed ; and it was a great while before I would 
let the women come at her to wash her and make all sweet 
and clean again. I lay all that night in the outer parlour 
that had been my own so long ago, or, rather, I went up and 
down it till daybreak ; and no one dared to speak to me or 
to move away the supper-things from the table where she 
and I had supped the night before. 

The inquest was held that day, but nothing came of it. 

I related my story in the barest words, saying that I knew 
nothing of the three men, and leaving it to Mr. Chiffinch 
to whisper in the officer’s ear to prevent him asking what 
he should not. Of the man I had killed nothing was ever 
made public, except that he was a tanner’s man and lived 
in Wapping, and that his name was Belton. 

On the Saturday we went down to Hare Street, all together, 
with the body of the little maid in a coach by itself. I rode 
my horse behind, but would speak never a word to my Cousin 
Tom w r ho went in a coach, neither then nor at any other time ; 
neither would I lie in Hare Street House, nor even enter it; 
but I lay in the house of a farmer at Hormead ; and waited 
outside the house for the funeral to come out next day, after 
the Morning Prayer had been said in the church. She lies 
now in the churchyard of Hormead Parva, wffiere we laid her 
on that windy Sunday, in the shadow of the little Saxon 
church. I rode straight a\vay again with my men from the 
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churchyard gate, and came to London very late that night. 
I went straight to my lodgings, and refused myself to every¬ 
one for three days, writing letters here and there, and giving 
orders as to the packing of all my effects. On the Thursday, 
a week after my Cousin Dolly had come to town, I went to 
Mr. Chiffinch to take my leave. 

Now of those days I dare say no more than that ; and even 
if I would I could add very little. My mind throughout was 
in a kind of dark tumult, until, after my three days of solitude, 
I had determined what to do. There were hours, I will 
not deny, in which my very faith in God Himself seemed 
wholly gone ; in which it was merely incredible to me that 
if He were in Heaven such things could happen on earth. 
But sorrow of such a dreadful kind as this is, in truth, if 
we will but yield to it, a sort of initiation or revelation, 
rather than an obscurer of truth ; and, by the time that my 
three days were over I thought I saw where my duty lay, 
and to what all those events tended. I had come from a 
monk's life that I might taste what the world was like ; 
I had tasted and found it very bitter ; there was not one 
affair—(for so it appeared to me then)—that had not failure 
written all over it. Very well then ; I would go back to 
the monk's life once more if they would have me. On the 
third day, then, I had written to my Lord Abbot at St. 
Paul’s-without-the-Walls, telling him that I was coming 
back again, and had thrown up my affairs here. 

“ You were right, my Lord," I wrote at the end of it, 
“ and I was wrong. My Vocation seems very plain to me 
now; and I would to God that I had seen it sooner, or at 
the least been more humble to your Lordship's opinion." 

At first I had thought that I would take no leave of the 
King ; and had told Mr. Chiffinch so, after I had announced 
to him what my intentions were, and announced them too 
in such a manner that he scarcely even attempted to dissuade 
me from them. But he had begged me to take my leave 
in proper form ; no harm would be done by that; and then 
he had told me that His Majesty knew all that had passed 
and was very sorry for it. 
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I sat silent when he said that. 

Yes, Mr. Matlock,” he said again, “ and I mean not 
only for your own sorrow, but for his own treatment of 
you. It hath been a whim with him : he treats often so 
those whom he loves. His Majesty hath something of a 
woman in him, in that matter. His suspicions were real 
enough, at least for a time." 

“ I had done better if I had been one of his enemies, then,” 
said I. 

" It is of no use to be bitter, sir," said the page. “ Men 
are what they are. We would all be otherwise, no doubt, 
if we could. See the King, Mr. Mallock, I beg of you: 
and appear once at least at Court, publicly. You should 
allow him at least to make amends." 

I gave a great sigh. 

“ Well : it shall be so," I said. “ But I must leave town 
on Tuesday." 

It was with a very strange sense of detachment that I went 
about my affairs all Friday and Saturday ; for I had still 
plenty to do, and was not to see His Majesty till the Satur¬ 
day night after supper. The weather was turned soft again, 
and we had sunshine for an hour or two. On one day I 
watched His Majesty go to dinner, with his guards about 
him, and his gentlemen ; but I did not see it with the 
pleasure I had once had in such brave sights. It was with 
me, during those days, as it had been with me for those 
two or three moments during the play, though in a gentler 
manner ; for I thought more of the humanity beneath than 
of the show above ; and a rotten humanity most of it seemed 
to me. These were but men like myself, and some pretty 
evil too. Those gentlemen that were with the King—there 
was scarcely one of them about whom I did not know some¬ 
thing considerably to his discredit : there was my Lord 
Ailesbury in strict attendance on him ; and Killigrew— 
he that had the theatre—and the less said of him the better: 
and there were three or four more like him ; the Earl of 
Craven was there, colonel of the foot-guards; and Lord 
Keeper Guildford ; and the Earl of Bath ; and there, in the 
midst, the King himself, with his blue silk cloak over his 
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shoulders, and his princely walk, going fast as he always did, 
and smiling—well, what of those thirteen known mistresses 
of his that he had had, as well as of those other—God knows 
how many !—poor maids, who must look upon him as their 
ruin ? It was a brave sight enough, there in the sunshine— 
I will not deny that—with the sun on the jewels and the 
silks, and on the buff and steel of the guards, with that 
swift kingly figure going in the midst ; and it was a brave 
noise that the music made as they went within the Ban- 
queting-Hall ; but how, thought I, does God see it all ? 
And for what do such things count before His Holy 
Presence ? 

I had not rehearsed what I should say to His Majesty 
when I saw him ; for indeed it was of no further moment to 
me what either I or he should say. I should be gone for 
ever in three days to the secret service of another King than 
him—to that secret service where men need not lie and 
cheat and spy and get their hearts broken after all and no 
gratitude for it ; but to that service which is called Opus 
Dei in the choir, and is prayer and study and contemplation 
in the cloister and the cell. There I should sing, week by 
week: 

" Oh ! put not your trust in princes nor in any child of 
man : for there is no help in them.” 

In such a mood then—not wholly Christian, I will admit !— 
I came into the King's closet, to take my leave of him, on 
that Saturday night, the last day of January, in the year 
of Salvation sixteen hundred and eighty-five. 

He was standing up when I entered his private closet, 
with a very serious look on his face ; and, to my astonish¬ 
ment, took a step towards me, holding out both his hands. 

I will not deny that I was moved ; but I had determined 
to be very stiff. So I saluted him in the proper manner, 
very carefully and punctually, kneeling to kiss his hand, 
and then standing upright again. A little spaniel barked 
at me all the time. 

" There I there 1 Mr. Mallock,” he said. ” Sit you down ! 
sit you down ! There are some amends due to you. * 
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I seated myself as he bade me ; and he leaned towards me 
a little from his own chair, with one leg across the other. 
I saw that he limped a little as he went to his chair; and 
learned afterwards that he had a sore on his heel from walking 
in the Park. 

“ There are some amends due to you/' he said again : " but 

first I wish to tell you how very truly I grieve at the sorrow 

that has come on you, and in my service too, as I under¬ 
stand/’ 

(Ah ! thought I : then Mr. Chiffinch has made that plain 
enough.) He spoke with the greatest feeling and gravity; 
but the next moment he near ruined it all. 

“ Ah ! these ladies ! ” he said. “ How they can torment 
a man’s heart to be sure ! How they can torture us and yet 
send us into a kind of ecstasy all at once ! We hate them 
one day, and vow never to see them again, and yet when 
they die or leave us we would give the world to get them 
back again ! ” 

For the moment I felt myself all stiff with anger at such 
a manner of speaking, and then once more a great pity came 
on me. What, after all, does this man, thought I, know 
of love as God meant it to be ? 

“ Well, well ! ” he said. " It is of no use speaking. I know 
that well enough. And it was that very cousin, I hear, that 
was Maid to Her Majesty ! ” 

“ Yes, Sir,” said I, very short. 

I wondered if he would say next that that circumstance 
made it all the sadder ; but he was not gross enough for 
that. 

“ Well,” he said, ” I will say no more on that point. I 
am only grieved that it should have come upon you in my 
service ; and I wish to make amends. I already owed you 
a heavy debt, Mr. Mallock ; and this has made it the 
heavier ; and before saying any more I wish to tell you that 
I am heartily sorry for my suspicions of you. They were 
real enough, I am ashamed to say : I should have known 
better. But at least I have got rid of Hoskyns; and he 
hath gone to the devil altogether, I hear. He had a cunning 
way with him, you know, Mr. Mallock.” 

He spoke almost as if he pleaded ; and I was amazed at 
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his condescension. It is not the way of Kings to ask pardon 
very often. 

" Well, Mr. Matlock/* he said next; " and I hear that you 
wish to leave my service ? " 

“ If Your Majesty pleases/* said I. 

“ My Majesty doth not please at all ; but he will submit, 
I suppose. Tell me, sir, why it is that you wish to 
leave.** 

" Sir,'* I said, “ the reasons are pretty plain. I have 
displeased Your Majesty for the past half-year ; and I cannot 
forget that, even though. Sir, you are graciously pleased 
to compliment me now. Then I have quarrelled with my 
Cousin Jermyn, so that I have not a kinsman left in England ; 
and—and I have lost her whom I was to make my wife this 
year. Finally, if more reasons are wanting, I am weary of a 
world in which I have failed so greatly ; and I must go back 
again to the cloister, if they will have me there.** 

All came with a rush when I began to speak, for His 
Majesty's presence had always an extraordinary effect upon 
me, as upon so many others. I had determined to say very 
little ; yet here I had said it all, and I felt the blood in my 
face. He listened very patiently to me, with his head a little 
on one side, and his underlip thrust out, and his great 
melancholy eyes searching my face. 

“ Well ! well ! well," he said again, " if you must be a 

monk there is no more to be said. But what of your 

apostleship in the world ? " 

“ Sir," I cried—for I knew what he meant—" my apostle¬ 
ship as you name it has been a greater disaster than all 
the rest : and God knows that is great enough." 

He was silent a full half minute, I should think, still 
looking on me earnestly. 

" Are you so sure of that ? ** said he. 

My heart gave a leap ; but he held up his hand before I 
could speak. 

" Wait, sir," he said. " I wall tell you this. You have 

said very little to me ; but I vow to you that what you 

have said I have remembered. It is not argument that a 
man needs —at least after the first—but example. That you 
have given me." 
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Then I flushed up scarlet; for I was sure he was mocking 
me. 

“ Sir,” I cried, “ you might have spared-” 

He lifted his eyes a little. 

" 1 assure you, Mr. Mallock,” he said, “ that I mean what 
I say. You have been very faithful; you have ventured 
your life again and again for me ; you have refused rewards, 
except the very smallest; you have lost even your sweet¬ 
heart in my service ; and now, when all is within your 
reach again, you fling it back at me. It is not very gracious ; 
but it is very Christian, as I understand Christianity.” 

I said nothing. What was there to say ? I seemed a very 
poor Christian to myself. 

Come ! come, Mr. Mallock,” pursued the King very 
gently and kindly. " Think of it once again. You shall 
have what you please—your Viscounty or anything else 
of that sort ; and you shall keep your lodgings and remain 
here as my friend. What do you say to that ? ” 

For a moment again I hesitated ; for it is not to everyone 
that a King offers his friendship. If it had been that alone 
I think I might have yielded, for I knew that I loved this 
man in spite of all his wickedness and his treatment of me— 
for that, and for my “ apostleship ” as he called it, I might 
have stayed. But at the word Viscounty all turned to 
bitterness: I remembered my childish dreams and the 
sweetness of them, and the sweetness of my dear love who 
was to have shared them ; and all turned to bitterness and 
vanity. 

“No, Sir,” said I—and I felt my lips tremble. " No, 
Sir. I will be ungracious and—and Christian to the end. 

I am resolved to go ; and nothing in this world shall keep 
me from it.” 

The King stood up abruptly; and I rose with him. I 
did not know whether he were angry or not; and I did not 
greatly care. He stepped away from me, and began to walk 
up and down. One of his bitch-spaniels whined at him from 
her basket, lifting her great liquid eyes that were not unlike 
his own ; and he stooped and caressed her for a moment. 
Then the clocks began to chime, one after the other, for it 
was eight o'clock, and I heard them at it, too, in the bed- 
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chamber beyond. There would be thirty or forty of them 

1 daresay, in the two chambers. So for a minute or two he 

went up and down ; and I have but to close my eyes now 

to see him again. He was limping a little from the sore 

on his heel ; but he carried himself very kingly, his swarthy 

face looking straight before him, and his lips pursed. I 

think that indeed he was a little angry, but that he was 
resolved not to shew it. 

^?r d fi nly he wheeled on me » and held out his hand. 

Well, Mr. Mallock ; there is no more to be said * and 
1 must honour you for it whatever else I do. I would that 
all my servants were as disinterested." 


I knelt to kiss his hand. I think I could not have spoken 
at that moment. As I stood up, he spoke again. 

“ When do you leave town ? " he said. 

" On Tuesday, Sir." 

Well, come and see me again before you go. No not 

in private: you need not fear for that. Come to-morrow 
night, to the levee after supper." 

" I will do so. Sir." saiH T 


On the following night then, which was Sunday I pre¬ 
sented myself for the last time, I thought, to His Majesty. 

I need not say that half a dozen times since I had left him 
my resolution had faltered; though it had never broken 
down. I heard mass in Weld Street ; and there again I 
wondered whether I had decided rightly, and again as I 
burned all my papers after dinner—(for when a man begins 
afresh he had best make a clean sweep of the past). I went 
to take the air a little, before sunset, in St. James’ Park 
and from a good distance saw His Majesty going to feed 
the ducks, with a dozen spaniels, I daresay going after him, 
and a couple of gentlemen with him, but no guards at all! 
Ihe King walked much more slowly that day than was his 
wont—I suppose because of the sore on his heel. But I 
did not go near enough for him to see me ; for I would trouble 
him now no further than I need. All this time—or at least 
now and again—I wondered a little as to whether I was 
right to go. I will not deny that the prospect of remaining 
had a little allurement in it ; but it was truly not more than 
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a little; and as evening fell and my heart went inwards 
again, as hearts do when the curtains are drawn, I wondered 
that it had been any allurement at all: for my life lay buried 
in the churchyard of Hormead Parva, and I had best bury 
the rest of me in the place where at least I had a few friends 
left. After supper, about ten o’clock, I put on my cloak 
and went across to the Duchess of Portsmouth’s lodgings, 
where the levee was held usually on such evenings. My 
man James went with me to light me there. 

I do not think I have seen a more splendid sight, very 
often, than that great gallery, when I came into it that 
night, passing on my way through the closet where I had 
once talked with Her Grace. It was all alight from end to 
end with candles in cressets, and on the great round table at 
the further end where the company was playing basset, stood 
tall candlesticks amidst all the gold. I had not seen this 
great gallery before ; and it was beyond everything, and far 
beyond Her Majesty’s own great chamber. If I had thought 
the closet fine, tills was a thousand times more. There were 
great French tapestries on the walls, and between them 
paintings that had been once Her Majesty’s, and those not 
the worst of them. The quantity of silver in the room 
astonished me : there were whole tables of it, and braziers 
and sconces and cressets beyond reckoning; and there were 
at least five or six chiming clocks that the King had given 
to Her Grace ; and tall Japanese presses and cabinets of 
lacquer which she loved especially. 

There was a fire of Scotch coal burning on the hearth, as 
in His Majesty’s own bedchamber; and on a great silver 
couch, beside this, covered with silk tapestry, sat the King, 
smiling to himself, with two or three dogs beside him, and 
Her Grace of Portsmouth on the same couch. The Duchesses 
of Cleveland and Mazarin were on chairs very near the 
couch. 


There was a great clamour of voices from the basset-table 
as I came in and the King looked up ; and, as I w r ent across 
to pay my respects to His Majesty, he said something to the 
Duchess, very merrily. She too glanced up at me ; and 
indeed she was a splendid sight in her silks and in the jewels 
she had had from him. 



ODDSFISH! 4 o 3 

“ Why ; here is my friend 1 ” said the King, as he put out 

ms hand to me; and once more the dogs yapped at me from 

ms side. He put his left hand out over their heads and 
pressed them down. 

„ xr Y - 0U ™ ust not bark at m y friend Mr. Mallock,” he said. 

He is off to be a holy monk.*' 

For a moment I thought the King was making a mock of 
me , but it was not so. He was smiling at me very friendly. 

He was in wonderful good humour that evening; and 
I heard more of his public talk than ever before; for he 
made me draw up a stool presently upon the hearth. Now 
and again a gentleman came across to be presented to him ; 
and others came and looked in for a while and away again. 
There were constant comings and goings ; and once, as a 
French boy was singing songs to a spinet, near the door, 

I saw the serious face of Mr. Evelyn, with two of his friends, 
look in upon the scene. 

I cannot remember one quarter of all the things that 
were said. Now the King was silent, playing with the ears 
of his dogs and smiling to himself ; now he would say little 
things that stuck in the memory, God knows why ! For 
example, he said that he had eaten two goose's eggs for 
supper, which shewed what a strong stomach he had ; and 
he described to us a very fierce duck that had snapped his 
hand that afternoon in the park. History is not made of 
these things ; and yet sometimes I think that it should be ; 
for those be the matters that interest little folk ; and most 
of us are no more than that. I do not suppose that in all 
the world there is one person except myself who knows 
that His Sacred Majesty ate two goose's eggs to his supper 
on that Sunday night. 

He spoke presently of his new palace at Winchester that 
he ,was a-building, and that was near finished. 

' I shall be very happy this week," said he, " for my 
building will be all covered in with lead." (He said the 
same thing again, later, to my Lord Ailesbury, who remem¬ 
bered it when it was fulfilled, though in another manner 
than the King had meant.) 

He talked too of " little Ken," as he named him (who had 
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been made Bishop last week), and of the story that so many 
told—(for the King told his stories several times over when 
he was in a good humour)—and the way he told it to-night 
was this. 

" Ah ! that little Ken ! ” said he. " little black Ken ! 
He is the man to tell me my sins ! Your Grace should hear 
him ”—(added he)—" upon the Seventh Commandment! 
And such lessons drawn from Scripture too—from the Old 
Testament ! ” 

He looked up sharply and merrily at Her Grace of Ports¬ 
mouth as he said this. 

“ Well ; when poor Nell and I went down to Winchester 
a good while ago,” he went on, ” what must little Ken do 
but refuse her a lodging ! This is a man to be a Bishop, 
thought I. And so poor Nell had to sleep where she could.” 

Her Grace of Portsmouth looked very glum while this 
tale was told ; for she hated Mrs. Nelly with all her heart. 
She flounced a little in her seat ,* and one of the dogs barked 
at her for it. 

“ First a monk and then a Duchess ! ” said the King. 

” Did you ever hear of the good man of Salisbury who put 
his hand into my carriage to greet me, and was bitten for 
his pains ? ‘ God bless Your Majesty/ said he, * and God 
damn Your Majesty’s dogs ! '—Eh, Fubbs ? ”—(for so he 
called the Duchess). 

So he discoursed this evening, very freely indeed, and 
there was a number of men presently behind his couch, 
listening to what he said. A great deal of what he said 
cannot be set down here, for it was extraordinary indecent 
as well as profane. Yet there was a wonderful charm 
about his manner, and there is no denying it; and in this, 

I suppose, lay a great deal of the injury he did to innocent 
souls, for it all seemed nothing but merriment and good- 
humour. His quickness of conception, his pleasantness of 
wit, his variety of knowledge, his tales, his judgment of men 
—all these were beyond anything that I have ever met in 
any other man. 

There was silence made every now and then for the French 
boy to sing another song ; and this singing affected me 
very deeply, so long as I did not look at the lad , for he 
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was a silly-looking creature all dressed up like a doll; but 
he sang wonderfully clear and sweet, and one of the King's 
chapel-gentlemen played for him. His songs were all in 
French, and the substance of some of them was scarcely 
decent; but I had not the pain of hearing any that I had 
heard in Hare Street. During the singing of the last of 
these songs, near midnight, again that mood fell on me 
that all was but a painted show on a stage, and that reality 
was somewhere else. The great chamber was pretty hot 
by now, with the roaring fire and all the folks, and a kind 
of steam was in the air, as it had been in the theatre ten 
days ago ; and the faces were some of them flushed and some 
of them pale with the heat. The Duchess of Cleveland was 
walking up and down before the fire, with her hands clasped 
as if she were restless ; for she spoke scarce a word all the 
evening. 

When the song was done the King clapped his hands to 
applaud and stood up ; and all stood with him. 

“ Odd's fish ! " said he, “ that is a pretty boy and a pretty 
song." Then he gave a great yawn. “It is time to go to 
bed," said he. 

As he said that the door from the outer gallery opened ; 
and I saw my Lord Ailesbury there—a young man, very 
languid and handsome—who was Gentleman of the Bed¬ 
chamber this week, though his turn ended to-morrow ; 
and behind him Sir Thomas Killigrew who was Groom—(these 
two slept in the King's bedchamber all night)—and two or 
three pages, one of them of the Backstairs. My Lord 
Ailesbury carried a tall silver candlestick in his hand with 
the candle burning in it. He bowed to His Majesty. 

“ Did I not say so ? " said the King. 

He did not give his hand to anyone when he said good¬ 
night, but turned and bowed a little to the company about 
him on the hearth, and they back to him, the three duchesses 
curtseying very low. But to me he gave his hand to kiss. 

“ Good-night, Mr. Mallock," said lie, in a loud voice; 
then, raising it— 

" Mr. Mallock goes abroad to-morrow ; or is it Tuesday i 

** It is Tuesday, Sir," said I. 

** Then God go with you," he said very kindly. 
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I watched him go out to the door with his hat on, all 
the other gentlemen uncovered and bowing to him, and him 
nodding and smiling in very good humour, though still 
limping a little. And my heart seemed to go with him. At 
the door however he stopped; for a strange thing had 
happened. As my Lord Ailesbury had given the candle 
to the page who was to go before them, it had suddenly gone 
out, though there was no draught to blow it. The page 
looked very startled and afraid, and shook his head a little. 
Then one of the gentlemen sprang forward and took a candle 
from one of the cressets to light the other with. His Majesty 
stood smiling while this was done ; but he said nothing. 
When it was lighted, he turned again, and waved his hand 
to the company. Then he went out after his gentlemen. 



CHAPTER VIII 


I T was a little after eight o’clock next morning that I 
heard first of His Majesty’s seizure. 

I had drunk my morning and was on the point of going 
out with my man—indeed I was descending the stairs 
when I heard steps run past in the gallery outside ; and 
then another man also running. I came out as he went 
past and saw that he was one of Mr. Chiffinch s men, very 
disordered-looking and excited. I cried out to know what 
was the matter, but he shook his head and flapped his hand 
at me as if he could not stay, and immediately turned off 
from the gallery and ran out to the right in the direction 

of the King's lodgings. 

I turned to my man James who was just behind me. 

" Go and see what the matter is," I said ; for after seeing 
the King so well and cheerful last night, I never thought of 

any illness. . , . , , 

While he was gone, I waited just within my door, ob¬ 
serving one of my engravings, with my hat on. It was a 
very bitter morning. In less than five minutes James was 

back again, very white and breathing fast. 

Majesty is ill," said he. " Mr. Chiffinch 


I heard no more, for I ran out past him at a great pace, 
and so to the King’s lodgings. 

When I came to the door of them, all was in confusion. 
There was but one guard here—(for the other was within 
with the Earl of Craven)—and a little crowd was P es i ten "§ 
him with questions. I made no bones with him, but slipped 
in, and ran upstairs as fast as I could. There was no one 
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in the first antechamber at all, and the door was open into 
the private closet beyond. It was contrary to all etiquette 
to enter this unbidden, but I cared nothing for that, and 
ran through ; and this again was empty ; so I passed out 
at the further door and found myself at the head of a little 
stair leading down into a wide lobby, from which opened out 
two or three chambers, with the King’s bedchamber at the 
further end. And here, in the lobby, I ran into the company. 

There was above a dozen persons there, at least, all talk¬ 
ing together in low voices ; but I saw no one I cared to speak 
with, since I had no business in the place at all. But no one 
paid any attention to me. It was yet pretty dark here, 
for there were no candles ; so I waited, leaning against the 
wall at the head of the stairs. 

Then the voices grew louder ; and the crowd opened out a 
little to let someone through ; and there came, walking very 
quickly, and talking together, my Lord Craven leaning on 
the arm of my Lord Ailesbury. My Lord Craven—near 
ninety years old at this time—was in his full-dress as colonel 
of the foot-guards, for he had attended a few minutes before 
to receive from His Majesty the pass-word of the day: 
and my Lord Ailesbury was but half dressed with his points 
hanging loose ; for he had been all undressed just now, when 
the King had been taken ill. 

After they had passed by me I stood again to wait; but, 
almost immediately, across the further end of the lobby 
I saw Mr. Chiffinch pass swiftly from a door on the left to 
a door on the right. At that sight I determined to wait 
no longer : for there was but one thought in my mind, all 
this while. 

I said nothing, but I came down the stairs and laid my 
hand on the shoulder of a physician (I think he was), who 
stood in front of me, and pushed him aside, as if I had a 
right to be there ; and so I went through them very quickly, 
and into the room where I had seen Mr. Chiffinch go. The 
door was ajar : I pushed it open and went in. 

It was a pretty small room, and there were no beds in 
it ; it had presses round the walls : a coal fire burned in 
the hearth in a brazier, and a round table was in the midst, 
lit by a single candle, and near the candle stood a heap of 
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surgical instruments and a roll of bandages. (This was the 
room, I learned later, next to the Royal Bedchamber, where 
the surgeons had attended half an hour ago to dress the King’s 
heel.) There were three persons in the room beyond the 
table, talking very earnestly together. Two of them I did 
not know ; but the third was Mr. Chiffinch. They all three 
turned when I came in, and stared at me. 

“ Why—" began the page— 44 Mr. Mallock, what do 
you-” 

He came towards me with an air of impatience. 

44 Mr. Chiffinch," said I, in a low voice— 44 how is His 
Majesty. I-" 

The further door which stood at the head of three or four 
steps leading up to it opened sharply, and the page whisked 
round to see what it was. A face looked out, very peaked- 
looking and white, and nodded briskly at the bandages and 
the instruments ; the two other men darted at those, seized 
them, ran up the stairs and vanished, leaving the door but 
a crack open behind them. 

Then Mr. Chiffinch turned and stared at me again. He 
appeared very pale and agitated. 

44 Mr. Chiffinch," said I, 44 I will take no refusal at all. 
How is His Majesty ? " 

His lips worked a little, and I could see that he was think¬ 
ing more of what was passing in the chamber beyond than 
of my presence here. 

44 They are blooding him again," he said ; and then— 

41 What are you doing here ? " 

I took him by the lapel of his coat to make him attend 
to me ; for his eyes were wandering back like a mule's, at 
every sound behind. 

44 See here," said I. 44 If His Majesty is ill, it is time to 
send for a priest. I tell you-" 

44 Priest ! " snapped the page in a whisper. 44 What the 
devil-? " 

I shook him gently by his coat. 

44 Mr. Chiffinch ; I will have the truth. Is the King 
dying ? " 

44 No, he is not then ! ” he whispered angrily. 44 Hark-" 

He tore himself free, darted back to the further door, and 
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stood there, at the foot of the stairs, with his head lowered, 
listening. Even from where I was I could hear a gentle 
sort of sound as of moaning or very heavy breathing, and 
then a sharp whisper or two ; and then the noise of something 
trickling into a basin. Presently all was quiet again; and 
the page lifted his head. I stood where I was; for I know 
how it is with men in a sudden anxiety: they will snap and 
snarl, and then all at once turn confidential. I was not 
disappointed. 

After he had waited a moment or two he came towards 
me once more. 

" Mr. Mallock,” he whispered, " the King needs no priest. 
He is not so ill as that; and he is unconscious too at present/' 
“ Tell me,” I said. 

Again he glanced behind him ; but there was no further 
sound. He came a little nearer. 

“ His Majesty was taken with a fit soon after he awakened. 
Mr. King was here, by good fortune, and blooded him at 
once. Now they are blooding him again. Her Majesty 
hath been sent for.” 

“ He is not dying ? You will swear that to me ? ” 

He nodded : and again he appeared to listen. I took him 
by his button again. 

“ Mr. Chiffinch,” said I, " you must attend to me. This 
is the very thing I have waited for. If there is any imminent 
danger you must send for a priest. You promise me 

that ? ” 

He shook his head violently : so I tried another attack. 

“ Well,” I said, “ then you will allow me to remain here ? 
Is the Duke come ? ” 

“ Not yet,” said he. “ Ailesbury is gone for him.” 

“ Well—I may remain then ? ” 

There came a knock on the inner side of the further door; 
and he tore himself free again. But I was after him, and 
seized him once more. 

“ I may remain ? 

“ Yes, yes,” he snapped, “ as you will! Let me go, 

• 9 9 

sm. , .... 

He whisked himself out of my hold, and went swiftly 

up the stairs and through the door, shutting it behind him. 



ODDSFISH! 


411 

giving me but the smallest glimpse of a vast candle-lit room 
and men's heads all together and the curtains of a great bed 
near the door. But I was content : I had got my way. 

As I walked up and down the antechamber, very softly, 
on tip-toe, it appeared to me that I was, as it were, two 
persons in one. On the one side there was the conviction 
and the determination that, come what would, I must get 
a priest to the King if he took a turn at all for the worse— 
since, for the present. I believed Mr. Chiffinch's word that His 
Majesty was not actually dying. (This was not at all what 
the physicians thought at that time ; but I did not know 
that.) This conviction, I suppose, had always been with 
me that it was for this that in God's Providence I had been 
sent to England ; at least, even in the moment that I had 
left my house and run down the gallery, there it was, all 
full-formed and mature. As to how it was to be done I 
had no idea at all; yet that it would be done I had no doubt. 
On the other side, however, every faculty of observation 
that I had, was alert and tight-stretched. I remember the 
very pattern of the carpet I walked on ; the pictures on the 
walls ; and the carving on the presses. Above all I re¬ 
member the little door in the comer of the chamber—the 
third ; and how I opened it, and peeped down the winding 
staircase that led from it. (I did not know then what part 
that little door and winding staircase was to play in my 
great design !) Now and again I looked out of the single 
window at the river beneath in the early morning sunshine ; 
now I paced the floor again. It seemed to me that I had 
found a very pretty post of observation, as this appeared a 
very private little room, and that I should not be troubled 
here. The great anterooms, I knew, where the company 
would be, must lie on the further side of the bedchamber. 

I suppose it would be about five minutes after Mr. Chiffinch 
had left me that Her Majesty came. The first I knew of it 
was a great murmur of voices and footsteps without the 
door. I went to the door and pulled it a little open so that 
I could see without being seen, and looked up the lobby 
beyond the King's chamber ; for in that direction, I knew, 
lay Her Majesty's apartments. A couple of pages came 
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I heard the Duke's voice answer him, but so brokenly 
and confusedly that I could hear no words. 

“No, no,” said His Majesty, " I do very well now.” 

I came down the stairs again, shaking all over. I cannot 
say how affected I was to hear his voice again; and I think 
there could scarce be a man in the place any less affected. 
He was a man who compelled love in an extraordinary 
fashion. I felt that if he died I could bear no more at all. 

I was walking up and down again very softly, when the 
door into the bedchamber was noiselessly pulled open, and 
Mr. Chiffinch came down the stairs. That dreadful look of 
tightness and pain was gone from his face : he was almost 
smiling. He nodded at me, very cheerful. 

“ He is better. The King's Majesty is much better,” he 
whispered. Then his face twitched with emotion; and I 
saw that he was very near crying. I was not far from it 
myself. 



CHAPTER IX 

H OW the hours of that day went by I scarcely know at all. 

I went back to dine in my lodgings, and to counter- 
order all preparations for my going on the morrow, so soon as 
I knew that His Majesty was out of any immediate danger ; 
for I could not find it in my heart to leave town until he was 
altogether recovered. In the afternoon, before going back 
to inquire how he was, I walked a good while in the court 
and the Privy Garden, though the day was very raw and 
cold. 

Whitehall had been put as in a state of siege from the 
first moment that the King's illness was known. The gates 
were closed to all but those who had lodgings in the Palace, 
and those who were allowed special entry by His Royal 
Highness. The sentries everywhere were greatly augmented ; 
both horse and foot were placed at every entrance ; and the 
greatest strictness was observed that no letter should pass 
out either to His Grace of Monmouth or to the Prince of 
Orange : even M. Barillon had but permission to send one 
letter to the French King as to His Majesty’s state. All 
this was to hinder any rising or invasion that might be made 
either within or without the kingdom. I was in the court 
when the couriers rode out with despatches to the Lords 
Lieutenant of the Counties with advices as to what to do 
should His Majesty die; and I was there too when the 
deputies came from the Lord Mayor and Aldermen and 
Lieutenants of the City to inquire for the King and to assure 
His Royal Highness of their loyalty and support. This was 
of the greatest satisfaction to the Duke ; for I suppose that 
he did not feel very secure. 
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A little before supper I went round to Mr. Chiffinch's; 
and, by the greatest good fortune found him on the point 
of returning to His Majesty’s lodgings. He gave me an 
excellent account as we went together. 

“ The physicians declare,” said he, " that His Majesty is 
out of danger : and hath permitted the Duke to tell the 
foreign ministers so. They have had another consultation 
on him ; and have prescribed God knows what! Cowslip 
and Sal of Ammoniac, sneezing mixtures, plasters for his 
feet; and he is to have broth and ale to his supper. They 
are determined to catch hold of his disorder somehow, if not 
by one thing then by another. To tell the truth I think they 
know not at all what is the matter with him. They have 
taken near thirty ounces of blood from him too, to-day. 
If the King were not a giant for health he would have 
died of his remedies, I think ! ” 

He talked so ; but he was in very cheerful spirits; and 
before he left me at the door of the lodgings I had got an 
order from him to admit me everywhere within reason. It 
was something of a surprise to me to see how dearly this 
man—whose name was so evil spoken of, and, I fear with 
good cause enough—yet loved his master. 

On Tuesday morning I was up again very early, and 
round at His Majesty's lodgings. I went up by the othei 
way and into the great antechamber; and there I met 
with one of the physicians who was just come from the 
consultation that twelve of them had held together.. He 
was a very communicative fellow and told me that six of 
them had been with His Majesty all night, and that His 
Majesty had slept pretty well; and that—to encourage 
him, I suppose!—ten more ounces of blood had been taken 
from his neck. He was proceeding to speak of some new 
remedies—and mentioned an anti-spasmodic julep of Black 
Cherry Water that had been prescribed, when another put 
out his head and called to him from the Bedchamber; and 
he went away back into it with an important air. 

All that day too I never left Whitehall. There were great 
crowds in all the streets and outside the gates, I heard, but 
their demeanour was very quiet and sorrowful; and prayers 
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were said all day long in the churches. When I went back 
to the antechamber in the evening I saw my Lord Bishop 
of Ely there, and heard from one of the pages that he was 
to spend that night in His Majesty's room. So I gathered 
from that that the physicians were not very confident even 
yet, though couriers had been sent out again to-day to bear 
the news of the King s happy recovery ; and I was, besides, 
m two minds, when I saw the Bishop there, as to what I 
should do about a Catholic priest. If I had seen His Royal 
Highness then, I think I should have said something to liim 

upon it, but the Duke was in the Bedchamber; and there 
I dared not yet penetrate. 

On the Wednesday morning, when I went early to inquire, 

I heard that again His Majesty had slept well, and that the 
physicians were well satisfied ; I saw no one but a man of 
Mr. Chiffinch s, who told me that ; and that Dr. Ken, my 
Lord Bishop of Bath and Wells, was with the King ; and I 
went away content : but when I went back again, for the 
third time that day, just before supper-time, I saw from the 
faces in the antechamber that all was not so well. Yet I 
could get nothing out of anyone, and did not wish to press 
too hard lest I should be turned out altogether. I saw my 
fnend of yesterday, whose name I have never yet learned, 
hurrying across the end of the chamber into another little 
room where the physicians had their consultations—(it was, 

I think, my Lord Ailesbury's dressing-room)—but I was not 
in time to catch him ; so I went away again in some little 
dismay, yet not greatly alarmed even now. The Bishop, I 
thought, could at least do him no great harm. 

On the Thursday morning, before I was dressed, my man 
brought me the London Gazette that had been printed about 
six o clock the evening before. The announcement as to 
the King's health ran as follows. (I cut out the passage 
then and there and put it in my diary.) 

At the Council Chamber, Whitehall, the 4th of February, 
1684 [1685 N. S.], at five in the afternoon. 

” The Lords of His Majesty’s most Honourable Privy 
Council have thought fit, for preventing false reports, to 
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make known that His Majesty, upon Monday morning last, 
was seized with a violent fit that gave great cause to fear 
the issue of it; but after some hours an amendment appeared, 
which with the blessing of God being improved by the 
application of proper and seasonable remedies, is now so 
advanced, that the physicians have this v day as well as 
yesterday given this account to the Council, viz.—That they 
conceive His Majesty to be in a condition of safety, and 
that he will in a few days be freed from his distemper. 

" John Nicholas / 1 


Yes, thought I, that is all very well; but what of yester¬ 
day after five o’clock, and what of this morning ? 

As I went to His Majesty's lodgings an hour afterwards 
I heard the bells from the churches beginning to peal, to call 
the folks to give thanks ; yet the faces within the Palace 
were very different. When I went up into the great ante¬ 
chamber, the physicians were just dispersing ; and, by good 
fortune I was at hand when my Lord Keeper North ques¬ 
tioned Sir Charles Scarburgh as he went back to His Majesty's 
chamber. 

“ Well ? " said he, very short. “ What do you say 
to-day ? 

“ My Lord ! ” said Sir Charles, “ we conclude that His 
Majesty hath an intermittent fever.” 

“ And what the devil of that ? " asked my Lord. “ Could 
anything be worse ? " 

(There was a little group round them by now; and I could 
see one of the Bishops listening a little way off.) 

" My Lord,” said the other, ” at least we know now what 
to do.” 

” And what is that ? ” snapped my Lord who seemed in 
a very ill humour. 

“ To give the Cortex, my Lord,” said Sir Charles with 
great dignity ; for indeed the manner of my Lord was most 
insolent. 

My Lord grunted at that. 
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“Peruvian Bark, my Lord,” said the physician, as if 
speaking to a child. 

Well; there was no more to be got that morning. I was 
in and out for a little, again in two minds as to what to do. 
His Royal Highness went through the antechamber at one 
time (to meet M. Barillon, as I saw presently, and conduct 
him to the King’s chamber), a little before dinner, but at 
such a quickness, and with such sorrow in his face that I 
dared not speak to him. I went back to dinner; and fell 
asleep afterwards in my chair, so greatly was I wearied out 
with anxiety; and did not wake till near four o'clock. 
Then, thank God ! I did awake ; and, with all speed went 
again to His Majesty’s lodgings; and this time, guided, I 
suppose, by Divine Providence, for I had no clear intention 
in what I did, I went up the private way, through the King’s 
closet where I found no one, down the steps, and so into the 
little chamber where I had talked with Mr. Chiffinch on the 
first morning of His Majesty’s distemper. 

The chamber was empty ; but immediately after I had 
entered—first knocking, and getting no answer—who should 
come through, his face all distorted with sorrow, but Mr. 
Chiffinch himself ! There was but one candle on the table, 
but by its light, I saw how it was with him. 

I went up immediately, and took him by the arms; he 
stared at me like a terrified child. 

“ My friend,” said I, “I must have no further delay. 
You must take me to His Majesty.” 

He shook his head violently; but he could not speak. 

As for me, all my resolution rose up as never before. 

I gripped him tighter. 

“ I ask but five minutes,” I said. " But that I must 
have! ” 

“ I—I cannot,” said he, very low. 

I let go of him, and went straight towards the steps that 
led up into His Majesty’s room. As I reached the foot of 
them, he had seized my arm from behind. 

“ Where are you going ? ” he whispered sharply. ” That 
is the way to the King's room.” 

I turned and looked at him. 

2 7* 
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"Yes,” I said very slowly, " I know that.” * 

" Well—well, you cannot,” he stammered. 

" Then you must take me,” I said. 

He still stared at me as if either he or I were mad. Then, 
of a sudden his face changed ; and he nodded. I could see 
how distraught he was, and unsettled. 

" I will take you,” he whispered, " I will take you, Mr. 
Mallock. For God's sake, Mr. Mallock-” 

He went up the steps before me, in his soft shoes; and I 
went after, as quietly as I could. As he put his hand on 
the handle he turned again. 

"For Christ’s sake! ” he whispered in a terrible soft 
voice. " For Christ's sake ! It must be but five minutes. 
I am sent to fetch the Bishops, Mr. Mallock.” 

He opened the door a little, and peered in. I could see 
nothing, so dark was the chamber within— but the candles 
at the further end and a few faces far away. A great curtain, 
as a wall, shut off all view to my left. 

" Quick, Mr. Mallock,” he whispered, turning back to 
me. " This side of the bed is clear. Go in quick; he is 
turned on this side. I will fetch you out this way again.” 

He was his own man again, swift and prompt and steady. 
As for me, the beating of my heart made me near sick. Then 
I felt myself pushed within the chamber; and heard the 
door close softly behind me. 

At first I could see nothing on this side, as I had been 
staring over the candle just now, except a group of persons 
at the further end of the great room, and among them the 
white of a Bishop’s rochet; and the candlelight and firelight 
on the roof. The clocks were all chiming four as I came 
in, and drowned, I suppose, the sounds of my coming. 1 

Then, almost immediately I saw that the curtains were 
drawn back on this side of the great bed that stood in this 
end of the room, and that they were partly drawn forward 
on the other side, so as to shroud from the candlelight him 
who lay within them, and beneath the Royal Arms of 
England emblazoned on the state. 

And then I saw him. 

He was lying over on this side of the bed, propped on high 
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pillows, but leaning all over, and breathing loudly. His left 
arm was flung over the coverlet ; and his fingers contracted 
and opened and contracted again. I went forward swiftly 
and noiselessly, threw myself on my knees, laid my hand 
softly beneath his, and kissed it. 

“ Eh ? eh ? ” murmured the heavy voice. " Who is it ? ” 

I saw the curtain on the other side pulled a little, and the 
face of Sir Charles Scarburgh all in shadow peer in : it 
looked very lean and sharp and high-browed. The King 
flapped his hand in a gesture of dismissal, and the face 
vanished again. 

“ Sir,” whispered I, very earnestly, yet so low that I think 
none but he could have heard me. ” Sir: it is Roger 
Mallock-” 

“ Mallock,” repeated the voice ; yet so low that it could 
not have been understood by any but me. His face was 
very near to me ; and it was shockingly lined and patched, 
and the eyes terribly hollow and languid : but there was 
intelligence in them. 

** Sir,” said I, “ you spoke to me once of an apostleship.” 

“ So I did,” murmured the voice. ” So I-” 

“ Sir : I am come to fulfill it. It is not too late. Sir ; 
the Bishops are sent for. Have nothing to say to them! 
Sir, let me get you a true priest—For Christ's sake ! ” 

The cold fingers that I yet held, twitched and pressed on 
mine. I was sure that he understood. 

He drew a long breath. 

" And what of poor little Ken ? ” he murmured. ” Poor 
little Ken : he will break his heart—if he may not say his 
prayers.” 

” Let him say what he will. Sir. But no sacrament! Let 
me send for a priest ! ” 

There was a long silence. He sighed once or twice. His 
fingers all the while twitched in mine, pressing on them, and 
opening again. Ah ! how I prayed in my heart ; to Mary 
conceived without sin to pray for this poor soul that had 
such a load on him. The minutes were passing. I thought, 
maybe, he was unconscious again. And the Bishops, if 
they were in the Palace, might be here at any instant, and 
all undone. I am not ashamed to say that I entreated even 
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my own dear love to pray for us. She had laid down her 

life m his service and mine. Might it not be, thought I 

even in this agony, that by God’s permission, she were near 
to help me ? 

He stirred again at last. 

Going to be a monk, said he, “ going to be a monk, 

Roger Mallock. Pray for me, Roger Mallock, when you be 
a monk.” 

“ Sir-” 

He went on as if he had not heard me. 

“Yes,” murmured he. “ A very good idea. But you 

will never do it. Go to Fubbs, Roger Mallock. Fubbs 
will do it.” 

For a priest, Sir ? ’ whispered I, scarcely able to believe 
that he meant it. 

“Yes,” he murmured again, “for a priest. Yes: for 

God's sake. Fubbs will do it. Fubbs is always-” 

His voice trailed off into silence once more; and his 
fingers relaxed. At the same instant I heard the door open 
softly behind, and, turning, I saw the page’s face again, 
lean and anxious, peering in at me. Then his finger appeared 
in the line of light, beckoning. 

I kissed the loose cold fingers once again ; rose up and 
went out on tip-toe. 



CHAPTER X 


T HEN began for me the most amazing adventure of 
all. My adventures had indeed been very surprising— 
some of them ; and my last I had thought to be the greatest 
of all, and the most heart-breaking, in the yard of the Theatre 
Royal. I had thought that that had drained the last energy 
from me and that I had no desires left except of the peace 
of the cloister and death itself. Yet after my words with 
the King and his to me, there awakened that in me which 
I had thought already dead—a fierce overmastering ambi¬ 
tion to accomplish one more task that was the greatest of 
them all and to get salvation to the man who had again 
and again flouted and neglected me, whom yet I loved as 
I had never yet loved any man. As I went to and fro, as 
I shall now relate, until I saw him again, there went with 
me the vision of him and of his fallen death-stricken face 
there in the shadow of the great bed ; and there went with 
me too, I think, the eager presence of my own love, near as 
warm as in life. 

“ What shall we do next ? What shall we do next, 
Dolly ? ” I caught myself murmuring more than once as I 
ran here and there ; and I had almost sworn that she whis¬ 
pered back to me, and that her breath was in my hair. 

Within five minutes of my having left the King’s bed¬ 
chamber, I was running up the stairs to Her Grace of Ports¬ 
mouth’s lodgings. I had said scarce a word to Mr. Chiffinch 
when I came out into the little anteroom, except that I 
was sent on a message by His Majesty ; and he stared on 
me as if I were mad. Then I was out again by the private 
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way, through the closet and the rooms beyond, and down 
the staircase. 

At the door of Her Graces lodgings there stood a sentry 
who lowered his pike as I came up, to bar my way. 

“ Out of the way, man ! ” I cried at him. “ I am on His 
Majesty’s business.” 

He too stared on me, and faltered, lifting his pike a little. 
All were distraught by the news that Was run like fire about 
the place that the King was dying, or he would never have 
let me through. But I was past him before he could change 
his mind again, and through a couple of antechambers in 
one of which a page started up to know my business, but I • 
was past him as if he were no more than a shadow. 

Then I was in the great gallery, where I had sat with the 
King and his company but four days ago. 

It presented a very different appearance now. Then it 
had been all ablaze with lights and merry with laughter 
and music. Now it was lit by but a pair of candles over 
the hearth and the glow of a dying fire. Overhead the high 
roof glimmered into darkness, and the gorgeous furniture 
was no more than dimness. I stopped short on the threshold, 
bewildered at the gloom, thinking that the chamber was 
empty ; then I saw that a woman had raised herself from 
the great couch on which the King had lolled with his little 
dogs last Sunday night, and was staring at me like a ghost. 

At that sight I ran forward and kneeled down on one 
knee. 

" Madame,” I said in French, “ His Majesty hath sent 
me-” 

At that she was up, and had me by the shoulders. Her 
face was ghastly, all slobbered over with crying, and her 
eyes sunken and her lips pale as wax. God knows what she 
was dressed in ; for I do not. 

“ His Majesty,” she cried, “ His Majesty ! He is not dead ! 

For the love of God-” 

I stood up ; she still gripped me like a fury. 

“No, Madame,” said I, “ His Majesty is not dead. He 
hath sent me. I spoke with him not five minutes ago. 
gut he is very near death.” 
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“ He hath sent for me ! He hath sent for me ! ” she 
screamed, as if in mingled joy and terror. 

“No, Madame; but he hath sent to you. His Majesty 
desires you to get him a priest.” 

Her hands relaxed and fell to her side. I do not know 

what she thought. I do not judge her. But I thought 

that she hesitated. I fell on my knees again ; and seized her 

hand. I would have kneeled to the Devil, if he could have 
helped me then. 

Madame for the love of Christ do as the King asks! 
He desires a priest. For the love of Christ, Madame ! ” 

She was still silent for an instant, staring down on me. 
Then she tore her hand free, and I thought she would refuse 
me. But she caught me again by the shoulders. 

Stand up, sir; stand up. I—I will do whatever the 

King desires. But what can I do ? Cod ! there is someone 
coming ! ” 

There came very plainly, through the antechambers I had 
just run through, the tramp of feet. I stood, as in a para¬ 
lysis, not knowing what to do next. Then she seized on me 
again as the steps came near. 

“ Stand back,” she said, “ stand back, sir. I must see-” 

There came a knocking on the door as I sprang back 

away from the hearth, and stood out of the firelight. Then 

the door opened, as Her Grace made no answer, and the 

page whom I had seen just now stood bowing upon the 
threshold. 

Madame, said he. “ M. Barillon, the French am¬ 
bassador-” 

She made a swift gesture, and he fell back. There was a 
pause ; and then, through the door came M. Barillon, very 
upright and lean, walking quickly, all alone. He stopped 
short when he saw Her Grace, put his heels together and 
bowed very low. 

She was at him in an instant. 

Monsieur I ” she cried. “ You are come in the very 
nick of time. How is His Majesty ? ” 

He said nothing as he walked with her towards the hearth. 
She stood, waiting, with her hands clasped, and a face of 

extraordinary anguish. 
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" Madame,” he said, “ there is very bad news. I am come 
on behalf of His Majesty King Louis-” 

” Sh ! ” she hissed at him, with a quick gesture to where 
I stood. He had not observed me. He straightened himself, 
as he saw me, and then bowed a little. 

The Duchess went on with extraordinary rapidity, still 
talking in French. 

" This is Mr. Mallock,” said she, “ Mr. Mallock—but just 
now come from His Majesty. He brings me very grave 
news. Monsieur Barillon, you will help us, will you not ? 
You will help us, surely ? ” 

All her anguish had passed into an extraordinary pleading : 
she was as a child begging for life. 

“ Madame-” began the ambassador. 

“ Ah ! listen, Monsieur, the King desires a priest. He 
is a Catholic at heart, you know. He hath been a Catholic 

at heart a long time, ever since-” she broke off. “ You 

will help us, will you not, Monsieur ? ” 

He threw out his hands : but she paid no attention. 

” Monsieur, I swear to you that it is so. Yet what can 
I do ? I cannot go to him, with decency. The Queen is 
there continually, I hear. The Duke is taken up with a 
thousand affairs and does not think of it. Go to the Duke, 

I entreat you, Monsieur l’Ambassadeur ; go to the Duke and 
tell him what I say. Mr. Mallock shall go with you. He 
is a friend of the Duke. He will bear me out. Monsieur, 
for the love of God lose no time. Come and see me again; 
but go now, or it may be too late. Monsieur, I entreat 
you.” 

She had seized him by the arm as she spoke. Even his 
rigid face twitched a little at the violence of her pleading. 

I knew well what was in his mind, and how he wondered 
whether he dared do as she asked him. God knew what 
complications might follow! 

" Monsieur-” 

He nodded suddenly and sharply. 

” Madame,” said he, ” I will go. Mr. Mallock-” 

He bowed to me. 

“ Ah ! God bless you, sir-” 

He stooped suddenly to her hand, lifted it and kissed it. 
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I think in that moment something of the compassion of the 
Saviour Himself fell on him for this poor woman who yet 
might be forgiven much, for indeed, under all her foolishness 
and sin, she loved very ardently. Then he wheeled and 
went out of the room again ; and I followed. No sound 
came from the Duchess as we left her there in the half lit 

twilight. She was standing with her hands clasped, staring 
after us as we went out. 


He said nothing as we passed again through the ante¬ 
rooms and down the stairs. Then, as we went on through 
the next gallery he spoke to me. His men were a good 
way behind us, and another in front. 

Mr. Mallock," said he—(for he had known me well 
enough in France)—“ His Majesty told you this himself ? " 

" Yes, sir," said I, " not a quarter of an hour ago." 

“ Then the Duke is our only chance," he said. 

He said no more till we came to the great antechamber 
by the King's bedroom. If was half full of people ; but the 
Duke was nowhere to be seen. I waited by the door as 
M. Barillon went forward and spoke to someone. Then he 
came back to me. 

“ The Duke is with the Queen,” he said. " We must go 
to him there." 

It was enough to send a man mad so to seek person after 
person in such a simple matter as this. Why in God's 
name, I wondered, might not even a King die in what 
religion he liked, without all this plotting and conspiring ? 
Was I never to be free from these things ? 

At the door to the Queen's apartments M. Barillon turned 
to me. 

“ You had best wait here, sir," he said. " I will speak 
with the Duke privately first." 

He was admitted instantly so soon as he knocked ; and 
went through leaving me in a little gallery. 1 

Of all that went through my mind as I walked up and 
down, with a page watching me from the door, I can give 
no account at all. Again one half of my attention was 
fixed, though without any coherency, on the business I was 
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at; the other half observed the carpet under my feet, the 
cabinets along the wall, and the pictures. It was not near 
as splendid as were the rooms I had left so short a while 
ago. 

I had not to wait long. There was a sudden talking of 
voices beyond the door that the Ambassador had just passed 
through ; and I heard the Duke’s tones very plain. Then 
the page stiffened to attention, the door was flung open 
suddenly, and the Duke came out alone at a great pace, 
leaving the door open behind him. He never saw me at all. 
The page darted after him, and the two disappeared together 
round the corner in the direction of the King’s rooms. As 
soon as they were gone, M. Barillon came out and beckoned 
to me ; and together we went up and down the gallery. 

“ You are perfectly right, sir," he said. “ His Royal 
Highness shewed great sorrow for not having thought of it. 
He is gone instantly to His Majesty." 

"He will fetch a priest ? " 

" He will speak to His Majesty first. He will find out, 
at least, what he thinks." 

“ But, good God ! " said I. " His Majesty hath told me 
himself what he wishes." 

" You must let His Royal Highness do it in his own way," 
he said. “ He must not be pushed. But I think you have 
done the trick, Mr. Mallock." 

" How is Her Majesty ? " I asked abruptly. 

" The physicians have been at her too," he said dryly. 
" She had a fainting-fit just now in His Majesty's presence; 
and they have been blooding her." 

“ What priest can be got ? " I asked next. 

He made a gesture towards the chamber he had just 
come out of. 

" There is a pack of them in there," he said, " next to her 
Majesty’s private closet. They have been praying all day 
in the oratory." 

It was fallen dark by now ; for it was long after five 
o’clock ; and there were no candles lighted here. We went 
up and down a good while longer, for the most part in silence, 
speaking of this and that ; and I will not deny that we 
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talked a little of French affairs, though God knows I was in 
no heart for that, and answered very indifferently. It 
appeared to me extraordinary that a man could think of 
such little things as the affairs of kingdoms when an immortal 
soul was at stake. 

A little before six o’clock, when at last the servants brought 
lights, the Ambassador left me again to go in to see the 
Queen, leaving me to watch for the Duke ; and I had not 
very long to wait, for soon after I had heard a clock chime 
the hour. His Royal Highness came again, walking very 
quickly as before ; and, when he saw me waiting there, 
beckoned me to follow him. We went through two or 
three rooms, all lighted up and empty—the Duke sending a 
page to fetch M. Barillon out of the Queen’s private closet 
where he was talking with her—into a little chamber that 
looked out upon the court, where there was a fire lighted. 
We had hardly got there before the Ambassador came, all 

in haste, to hear what had been done. 

“ X have spoken with His Majesty,” said the Duke, looking 

very white and draw r n in the face. “ He is in most excellent 
dispositions. He tells me that he hath put off the Bishops 
and has not received the sacrament from them and will 


not. 
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And what of a priest, Sir ? ” asked the Ambassador 

sharped k tQ him of tha t,” answered the Duke so 

pompously that I raged to hear him. “ He said that Dr. Ken 
hath read prayers over him, and told him that he need make 
no confession unless he willed ; and that he willed not, an 
did not ; but that Dr. Ken read an absolution over him 

which he values not at a straw. 

"Sir,” said I, very boldly, “this is very pretty talk; 

but it is not a priest. His Majesty wishes for a priest , 

he told me so himself.” 

The Duke turned on me very hotly. 


“ Eh, sir ? ” 

I made haste to swallow down my wrath. 

” Sir ” I said, “ I did not mean to be discourteous, cut 

I assure Your Royal Highness that the King said^so to me 

expressly. It is his immortal soul that is at stake. 



430 


ODDSFISH! 


Then I understood what was the matter. The Duke flung 
out his hands as if in despair. 

But what can I do ? " he cried. “ I am watched every 
instant. They will not leave me alone with him. Dr. 
Ken eyed me very sharply. They suspect something—I 
know they do—from my brother's having refused their 
ministrations. How can I get a priest to him ? ” 

Then again, by God's inspiration as I truly believe, a 
thought came to me. 

“ Sir," I said, " I myself spoke with the King a while ago : 
and I do not think that a soul saw who I was. I came 
through the little door at the back of the bed. Why should 
not-" 

The Ambassador struck his hands together. 

"Bon Dieu! ” he said. "I believe Mr. Mallock hath 
hit it again." 


The Duke turned and eyed me very sternly. 

“ Well, sir, what is your plan ? " 

" Sir," I said, " let the chamber be cleared, or almost. 

Then let M. Barillon here go in as if he had a message from 
the French King. While he is there let a priest be brought 
by the back way, not through the antechamber at all-" 

M. Barillon held up his hand. 

“ There would not be time," he said. “ It does not 
take half an hour to deliver a message; and the priest's 
business would take full half an hour ? " 

“ No ! no ! " cried James. “ They would suspect some¬ 
thing. Let Her Majesty come again to take her leave of 
the King ; and then I will go in after for the same thing. 
While we are there, let the priest come, as Mr. Mallock has 
said-" 


" Sir," said the Ambassador, “ we must not have too many 
folks in this business-" 

All this bargaining drove me near mad. Once more I 
broke in ; and this time with more effect. 

" Sir," I said to the Duke, “ I entreat you to hear me. 
There is the little room at the back of His Majesty's bed, all 
ready, and empty too. We do not need all these devices. 
If you, Sir, will go to the King and prepare him for it, I 
will find a priest and bring him up the other way. I do not 
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believe that even if there were folks in the bedchamber they 
would hear what passed/ 1 

" Which way would the priest come ? ” asked the Duke. 

“ There is a little stair in the corner of the room-” 

“ God ! There is,” cried the Duke. “ I had forgotten 
it.” 

We stared on one another in silence. My mind raced like 
a mill. Then once more the Duke near ruined the whole 
design by his diplomacy. 

“ Gentlemen,” he said, “ we are too precipitate. His 
Majesty hath not yet told me that he wishes for a priest-” 

“ Sir-” I began in desperation. 

He looked at me so fiercely that I stopped. 

“ Listen to me,” said he very imperiously. ” I will have 
it my own way. M. Barillon, do you come with me now 
to His Majesty. I will bid the company withdraw into the 
antechamber—Bishops and all—on the pretext that I wish 
to consult with my brother privately. M. Barillon shall 
be in the doorway that none may come through. Mr. 
Mallock shall be with the company and hear what they say. 
Then, if the King wishes for a priest, we will consult again 
here, and see if Mr. Mallock's plan is a possible one.” 

He strode towards the door. There was no more to be 
said. It was a dreadful risk that we ran in so long delaying ; 
but there was no gainsaying James when he had made up 
his mind. 

The great antechamber was near full of folks of all kinds 
when we three came to it again. They fell back as they saw 
the Duke ; and he passed straight through, as was arranged 
with M. Barillon, leaving me behind, near the door. The 
King’s bedchamber was pretty dark, and I could see no more 
of the bed at the far distant end than its curtains. 

Presently I heard the Duke in a low voice saying something 
to the company that was within : and immediately they 
began to come out, three or four Bishops, among ^them, 
my Lord Halifax, Lord Keeper North, and my Lord Craven ; 

I noticed that M. Barillon was very careful to let all in the 
antechamber have a clear view of the bed, at which, by now 
the Duke was kneeling down, having drawn back the curtains 
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a little, yet not so much as to shew us the King lying 
there. 

Round about me they talked very little, though I saw the 
Bishops whispering together. The two brothers spoke 
together, very low, for ten minutes or a quarter of an hour; 
and I could hear the murmur of the Duke’s voice. Of His 
Majesty’s I heard nothing except that twice he said, very 
clear: 

” Yes. . . . Yes, with all my heart.” 

And I thanked God when I heard that. 

Yet, even so, all was not yet done. 

So soon as I saw the Duke stand up again from his kneel¬ 
ing, and coming down the chamber, I slipped away to the 
door that leads out towards Her Majesty’s apartments, that 
I might be ready for him. I saw him come through, all 
the people standing and bowing to him, and M. Barillon 
following him ; and I noticed in particular a young gentle¬ 
man whose name I did not know at that time—(it was the 
Comte de Castelmelhor, a very good Catholic)—standing 
out, a little by himself. I noticed this man because I saw 
that the Duke looked at him as he came and presently signed 
to him very slightly, with his head, to follow. So all four of 
us passed through the door into the long gallery that unites 
their Majesties’ apartments and found ourselves alone in it. 
The Count was a little behind. 

“ He has consented,” said the Duke in a low voice, “ to 
my bringing him a priest. We must send for one. But I 
dare not bring one of the Duchess’ : they are too well- 
known.” 

“ Sir,” said Monsieur Barillon, ” I will do so with pleasure. 
Why not one of Her Majesty’s priests ? ” 

The Duke nodded. We three were all standing together 
about the middle of the gallery. The Comte de Castelmelhor 
was halted, uncovered, a little behind us. The Duke turned 
to him. 

“ Count,” said he, speaking in French, " we are on a very 
urgent business. His Majesty hath consented that a priest 
should come to him. Will you go for us to the Queen and 
ask for one of her chaplains ? ” 
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The young man flushed up with pleasure. 

“ With all my heart. Sir/* he said. “ Which priest shall 
I ask for ? Is there one that can speak English ? " 

The Duke struck his forehead with his open hand. 

“ Lord ! " he said. “ I never thought of that. We must 
have an Englishman. Where shall we send ? " 

“ Sir/' said the Ambassador ; “ there is one at least at 
the Venetian Resident's/’ 

Again I broke in. (My impatience drove me near mad. 
Time was passing quickly. I could have fetched a priest 
myself ten times over if the Duke had but allowed me to go 
in the beginning.) 

" Sir," said I, " for God's sake let me go first to Her 
Majesty's apartments. I'll be bound there’s one at least 
there that knows English. Let this gentleman come with 
me." 

The Duke stared at me as if bewildered. I think he saw 
that he had done little but hinder the business, so far. 

“ Go," he said suddenly. " Go both of you together- 

Stay. Bring a priest with you, if you can find one, to the 
little room behind the King's bed ; but bring him up the 
stairs the other way. Bid him stay till I send Chiffinch 
to him." 

Then we were gone at full speed. 
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CHAPTER XI 


I T was eight o’clock at night; and the priest and I were 
still waiting in the little room ; and no word was come 
through from the Bedchamber, beyond that Mr. Chiffinch 
had come through once to bid us be ready. 

Once again God had favoured us in spite of all our blunders. 
The Count and I had run together through to Her Majesty’s 
lodging and there we had found, as I knew we should, a 
priest that knew English. But I had not thought that God’s 
Hand should be so visible in the matter as that we should 
find none other but Mr. Huddleston himselt the Scotsman, 
that had saved the King’s life after the battle of Worcester. 
There was a very particular seemliness in this— though I 
had not much time to think of it then. But our difficulties 
were not ail over. 

First, Mr. Huddleston declared that he had never recon¬ 
ciled a convert in his life ; and did not know how to set about 
it. Next he said that he was the worst man in the world 
to do it, as his face was very well known, and that he would 
surely be suspected if he were seen : and third that the Most 
Holy Sacrament was not in Whitehall at all, and that there¬ 
fore he could not give Viaticum. He looked very agitated, 
in spite of his ruddy face. 

I was amazed at the man ; but I forced myself to treat 
him with patience, for he was the only priest we could get. 

First I told him that nothing was needed but to hear 
the King’s confession, give him absolution and anoint him : 
next, that we would disguise him in a great periwig and a 
gown, such as the Protestant Divines wore—(for, as I spoke, 
I actually spied such a gown hanging on the wall of the 
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chamber in which I was speaking with him). Third, that 
another priest could go to St. James’ and bring the Most 

Holy Sacrament to him from there. 

At that point Father Bento de Lemoz, who was listening 
to our talk, came forward and interposed. He would get a 
little Ritual directly, he said (in very poor English)—that 
had in it all that was necessary : and he would go himself, 
not to St. James’, for that was too far off, but to Somerset 
House, and get the Holy Sacrament from the royal chapel 
there. Mr. Huddleston had nothing to say to that ; and 
in five minutes we had him in his periwig and gown, with the 
book in his pocket, with the holy oils, and away downstairs, 
and along the passage beneath, and up again by the little 
winding stair into the chamber beyond the King’s bed. I 
gave him no time to think of any more objections. 


That was a very strange vigil that we held for very near, 
I should think, twenty minutes or half an hour. We both 
sat there together without speaking. For the most of the 
time Mr. Huddleston was reading in his Ritual, and I could 
see his brow furrowed and his lips moving, as he conned 
over all that he would have to do and say to His Majesty. 
He was a man, as he had said, completely unaccustomed to 
such ministrations, though he was a very good man and a 
good priest too, in other matters. After a while he laid 
aside his book, and prayed, I think, for he covered lus face 

with his hands. 


A minute or two later I could bear the delay no longer. I 
rose and went up the three or four steps that led to the King s 
Bedchamber, and listened. There was a low murmur of 
voices within ; so that it seemed to me that the room was 
not yet cleared. I put my hand upon the door and pushed 
it a little ; and to my satisfaction it was not latched, but 
opened an inch or two. But someone was standing imme¬ 
diately on the other side of it. I stepped back and the 
door opened again just enough for me to see the face of 
Mr. Chiffinch. He looked past me quickly to see that the 
priest was there, I suppose, and then nodded at me two or 
three times. Then he pushed the door almost to, again. 
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A moment after I heard the Duke's voice within, a little 
unsteady, but very clear and distinct. He was standing up, 

I think, on the far side of the bed. 

" Gentlemen," he said, “ the King wishes all to retire 
excepting the Earls of Bath and Feversham." 

(Bath and Feversham ! thought I. Why those two, in 
God’s name, that were such a pair of Protestants ? But, 
indeed, it was the one good stroke that the Duke made, for 
the names reassured, as I heard afterwards, all that had any 
suspicions, and even the Bishops themselves.) 

There was a rustle of footsteps, very plain, that followed 
the Duke’s words. I turned to the room behind me, again, 
and saw that Mr. Huddleston too had heard what had passed. 
He was standing up, very pale and agitated, with the book 
clasped in his hands. I moved down the steps again so as 
not to block the way ; and again there followed a silence, 
in the midst of which I heard a door latched somewhere in 
the Bedchamber. 

Then, suddenly, the door opened at the head of the stairs; v 
and the Duke stood there, he too as pale as death. He 
nodded once, very emphatically, and disappeared again. 
Then the priest went by me without a word, up the steps 
and so through. The door, as before, remained a crack 
open. I went up to it, and put my eye to the crack. 

On the left was the end of the bed, with the curtains 
drawn across it; and beyond the bed I could see the whole 
room down to the end, for the candles were burning every¬ 
where, as well as the fire. I could see the great table before 
the hearth, the physician’s instruments and bottles and 
cupping-glasses upon it, the chairs about it; the tall furniture 
against the walls, and at least half a dozen clocks, whose 
ticking was very plain in the silence. Three figures only were 
visible there. That nearest, standing very rigid by the 
table, was Mr. Chiffinch : of the two beyond I could recog¬ 
nize only my Lord Bath whose face looked this way : the 
other I supposed to be my Lord Feversham. The Duke was 
not within sight. He was kneeling, I suppose, out of my 
sight, beyond the bed. 

Then I heard His Majesty’s voice very plain, though very 
weak and slow. 
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“ Ah ! " said he, “ you that saved my body is now come 
to save my soul.” 

There was the murmur of the priest’s voice in answer. 
(The two of them were not more than three or four yards 
away from me, at the most.) Then again I heard the 
King, very clear and continuous, though still weak, and not 
so loud as he had first spoken. 

" Yes,” said he, “ I desire to die in the Faith and Com¬ 
munion of the Holy Roman Catholic Church. I am sorry 
with all my heart that I have deferred it for so long ; and 
for all my sins.” 

(He said it quite distinctly, as if he had rehearsed it 
beforehand.) 

Then the priest and he spoke together—the King repeat¬ 
ing the priest’s words sometimes, and sometimes volunteering 


a word or two of his own. 

He said that through Christ’s Passion he hoped to be 
saved ; that he was in charity with all the world ; that he 
pardoned his enemies most heartily, and desired pardon of 
all whom he had offended ; that if God would yet spare 
him, he would amend his life in every particular. 

All that I heard with my own ears, and with inexpressible 
comfort. His Majesty's voice was low, but very distinct, 
though sometimes he spoke scarce above a whisper ; and I 
do not think that any man who heard him could doubt his 
sincerity—however late it was to shew it. But he was not 
altogether too late, thank God ! 


So soon as His Majesty began his confession, after Mr. 
Huddleston’s moving him to it, I slipped away from the door 
and began, as softly as I could to walk up and down the 
little chamber again. I was satisfied beyond measure . yet 
it seemed to me sometimes near incredible that I should 
in very truth, be here at such a time, and that I should have 
been, under God's merciful Providence, the instrument in 
such an affair. My life was ended, I knew well enough now, 
in all matters that the world counts life to consist of; yet 
was there ever such an ending ? I had seen ail else go from 
me—my natural activities of every kind, my ambitions, 
even the most sacred thing that the world can give, after 
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the Love of God, and that is the love of a woman ! Yet the 
one purely supernatural end that I had set before me— 
that end to which, four days ago, I had said, as I thought, 
good-bye for ever in the Duchess of Portsmouth’s gallery 
—this was the one single thing that was mine after all. 
I could take that at least with me into the cloister, and could 
praise God for it all my life long—I mean the conversion of 
the man that was called King of England, the man who, for 
all his sins and his treatment of me, I yet loved as I have 
never loved any other man on earth. I think that in those 
minutes of sorrow and joy as I paced up and down the little 
room, my dearest Dolly was not very far away from me 
and that she knew all that I felt. 

Once—in a loud broken voice through the door—I heard 
these words : 

—“ Sweet Jesus. Amen. . . . Mercy, Sweet Jesus, 
Mercy ! ” 

That was the King’s voice that I heard : and I kneeled 
down when I heard them. 

It would be about ten minutes later, as I still kneeled, 
that I heard, upon the outside of the door that led down the 
winding stars, a very small tapping. 

I ran to the door to open it, wondering who it could be; 
for I had forgotten all about the Portuguese priest, though 
I had set the candles ready burning, with a napkin on the 
table between them, in readiness for his coming. And 
there he stood, with his eyes cast down, and his hands clasped 
upon his breast. 

I beckoned him forward, pointing to the table, and kneeled 
down again. 

He went past me without a word, kneeled himself before 
the table and then, unbuttoning his cloak he drew from 
round his neck the chain and the Pyx from his breast, and 
laid it all upon the table, continuing himself to kneel. 

Presently he turned and looked at me, lifting his 
brows. 

I knew what he wished ; rose from my knees and went 
up the stairs, but very cautiously, lest I should hear anything 
that I should not. There was but a very faint murmur of 



ODDSFISH! 439 

the priest's voice, so I took courage and pushed the dooi 
a little open so that I could see the King. 

It was very dark within the curtains, for they were drawn 
against the candlelight; but I could see what was passing. 
His Majesty was lying flat upon his back, with his hands 
clasped beneath his chin, and Mr. Huddleston was in the 
very act of arranging the coverlet over him again, after the 
last Anointing. As I looked the priest turned and caught 
my eyes, as he put the oil-stock and the wool away again 
in his cassock-breast. I nodded three times very em¬ 
phatically—(His Majesty did not see me at all, for his eyes 
were closed)—and went back again down the stairs and 
kneeled once more. A few moments later Mr. Huddleston 
came through. 

I have never seen so swift a change in any man’s face. 
He had been terrified as he had gone in—all pale and shaking. 
Now he was still pale, but his eyes shone, and there was a 
look of great assurance in his face. He came straight down 
the steps without speaking, kneeled, rose again, took up the 
Pyx and the corporal which Father de Lemoz had spread 
beneath it, and passed up and out again. His priesthood, I 
suppose, had risen in him like a great tide, and driven out all 
other emotions. 

Again I followed him to the door, and kneeled there where 
I could see ; and then there followed such a scene as I had 
never dreamed of. 

The curtains on the other side of the bed had been drawn 
back just enough to admit the face of the Duke who now 
kneeled there, yet not so much that any of the three others 
at the further end of the chamber could see into the bed. 
The candlelight streamed in through the opening above the 
Duke’s head ; and in it, I saw His Majesty, all weak as he 
was, striving to rise, with his eyes fixed on That which the 
priest was holding in his right hand. I saw the priest s 
left hand go out to restrain him ; but I heard the King s 
voice distinctly. 

" Father/' he said very brokenly, " let me receive my 
Heavenly Saviour in a better posture than lying on my 

bed." 
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" Sir,” said Mr. Huddleston with great firmness, “ lie 
down again, if you please. God Almighty who sees your 
heart will accept your good intention.” 

(But neither of them spoke loud enough to be heard at 
the further end of the great chamber.) 

And so he was persuaded to lie down again. 

Then the priest repeated again, still holding the Blessed 
Sacrament before the King’s eyes, the Act of Contrition of 
which I had heard a word or two a while ago ; and His 
Majesty repeated it after him, word for word, very 
devoutly. 

Then, as the time was short Mr. Huddleston omitted 
several of the proper prayers, and proceeded at once to the 
Communion, saying but the Agnus Dei three times, and then 
communicating him immediately. With my own eyes I 
saw that holy act which sealed all and admitted the dying 
man to sacramental union with his God. His eyes were 
closed throughout; and when it was done he lay as still as 
a stone, his poor wasted face all dark against the white 
pillows. I caught a glimpse too of the Duke : his face was 
bowed in his hands, and he was weeping so that his shoulders 

shook with it. 

Presently the priest was reading again as well as he could 
in a very low whisper the prayers for the Recommendation 
of a Departing Soul, down to the very end. His Majesty 
lay motionless throughout. At the end he opened his 

eyes. . . 

“ Father,” he whispered, ” the Act of Contrition once 

more, if you please. I have sinned, I have sinned very - 

He could speak no more for weeping. 

Then, once more, very slowly and tenderly, the priest 

repeated it ; down to Mercy, Sweet Jesus, Mercy! My 
own eyes were all dim with tears, and as fast as I brushed 
them away, they came again. When at last I could see 
plainly once more, the priest was holding up a little crucifix 
before the King’s eyes ; and he made him a short address, 
very Christian and ^forcible. I remember near every word 
of it, as he said it. „ , 

" Lift up the eyes of your soul, Sir,” he said, and repre¬ 
sent to yourself your sweet Saviour here crucified, bowing 
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down His Head to kiss you ; His Arms stretched out to 
embrace you ; His Body and members all bloody and pale 
with death to redeem you. Beseech Him, Sir, with all 
humility that His most Precious Blood may not be shed 
in vain for you ; and that it will please Him, by the merits 
of His bitter Death and Passion, to pardon and forgive 
you all your offences ; and, finally, to receive your soul into 
His blessed Hands ; and, when it shall please Him to take 
it out of this transitory world, to grant you a joyful resurrec¬ 
tion, and an eternal crown of glory in the next.” 

He bent lower, making a great sign of the cross with his 
right hand—(and the King too tried to bless himself in 
response). 

" In the Name,” said he, “ of the Father and of the Son 
and of the Holy Ghost. Amen.” 

One more joy and sorrow all in one was yet to be mine 
before the end. As I opened the door for the priest to come 
back. His Majesty lifted his eyes and saw me there ; and 
I perceived that he recognized me. The Duke had already 
risen up and gone down the room to bid them, I suppose, 
to open the door and let the folks in again. 1 hen, as the 
King's eyes met my own he made a sign with his head that 
I should come near. I think that if the chamber had been 
filled with but one mob of priest-hunters and Protestants, 

I should have obeyed him then, even though I should have 

been torn to pieces the next instant. 

I went forward without a word, leaving the door open 
behind me, and flung myself on my knees at the bedside. 

His Majesty was too weary to speak, but, as I kneeled 
there, with my face in my hands on the bedclothes, and my 
tears raining down, he lifted his right hand and put it on 
my head, leaving it there for an instant. It was all he 
could do to thank me ; and I value that blessing from him, 
a penitent sinner as he was, with the Body of our Saviour 
still in his breast, as much as any blessing I have ever had 

from any man, priest or bishop or Pope. 

As he lifted his hand off again, I caught at it, and kissed 
it three or four times, careless whether or no my tears poured 
down upon it. 
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As I passed back again through the door to where Mr. 
Huddleston was waiting for me, I heard the doors at the 
further end of the chamber unlatched and the footsteps of 
the folks—physicians, courtiers, Bishops and the rest— 
that poured in to see the end. 



EPILOGUE 


I . HAVE said again and again how strange this or that 
moment or incident appeared to me as I experienced 
it; yet as I sit here now in my cell, thirty years later, 
looking out upon the cloister-garth with its twisted columns, 
and the cypresses and the grass, it is not so much this or 
that thing that appears to me strange, but the whole of my 
experiences and indeed human life altogether. For what 
can be more extraordinary than a life which began as mine 
did, when I first went to England in sixteen hundred and 
seventy-eight, should be ending as mine will end presently, 
if God will, as a monk of St. Paul's-Without-the-Walls, in 
Holy Rome ? To what purpose, I ask myself, was that 
part of my life designed by Divine Providence ? For what 
did I labour so long, when all was to come to nothing ? For 
what was I to learn the passion of human love; if but to 
lose it again ? For what was I to intrigue and spy and 
labour and adventure my life, for the cause of England and 
the Catholic Church, when all a year or two later was to fall 
back, and further than it had ever fallen before, into the 
darkness of heresy ? There is but one effort in all those 
years of which I saw the fruition, and that was the conversion 
of my master upon his deathbed. 

However, I have not yet related what passed after I had 
gone from the King again, and took Mr. Huddleston down¬ 
stairs. I will relate that very shortly ; and make an end. 

I had it all from Mr. Chiffinch before I left London. 

His Majesty, after we were gone from him rallied a little, 
in so far as to make some think that he would recover alto¬ 
gether ; but the physicians said No ; and they were right 
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for near the first time in all their diagnosis of his state. But 

they continued to give him their remedies of Sal Ammoniac 

and Peruvian Bark, and later the Oriental Bezoar Stone, 

which is a pebble, I understand, taken from the stomach of 

a goat. Also they blooded him again, twelve ounces more, 
and all to no purpose. 

His Majesty said a number of things that night that were 
very characteristic of him ; for God gave him back his gift 
of merriment, now that he had the Gift of Faith as well : 
and he shewed a great tenderness too from time to time 
and a very Christian appreciation of his own condition. 

For example, he said that he was suffering very much, but 
he thanked God for it and that he was able to bear it with 
patience, as indeed he did. 

Two or three times however he seemed to sigh for death 
to come quickly ; and once he looked round with his old 
laughter at the solemn faces round his bed, and begged their 
pardon that he was “ such an unconscionable time in dying/* 

“ My work in this world seems over,” he said—“ such as it 
has been. I pray God I may be at a better occupation 
presently.” 

He thanked His Royal Highness the Duke of York (who 
was by his bed all that night, weeping and kissing his hand 
repeatedly) for all his attention and love for him, and asked 
his pardon for any hardship that had been done to his 
brother, through his fault. He gave him his clothes and 
his keys ; telling him that all was now his ; and that he 
prayed God to give him a prosperous reign. 

To Her Majesty who came to see him again about midnight, 
he shewed the tenderest consideration and love : but the 
Queen, who swooned again and again at the sight of him, 
and had to be carried back to her apartments, sent him a 
message later begging his pardon for any offence that she 
had ever done to him. 

“ What ! ” whispered the King. " What ! She beg my 
pardon, poor woman ! Rather I beg hers with all my heart. 
Carry that message back to Her Majesty.” 

No less than twice did the King commend the Duchess 
of Portsmouth to the Duke’s care—poor “ Fubbs ” as he 
had called her to me. Some blamed him for thinking of her 
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at all at such a time ; as also for bidding his brother “ not 
to let poor Nell starve '' ; but for myself I cannot under¬ 
stand such blame at all. If ever there were two poor souls 
who needed care and forgiveness it was those two women, 
Mrs. Nell and Her Grace. 

All his natural sons were there—all except the Duke of 
Monmouth whose name never passed his lips from the begin¬ 
ning of his sickness to the end—and these too he recommended 
to his brother —the three sons of the Duchess of Cleveland, 
and the rest. I do not wonder that he left out His Grace 
of Monmouth : it seems to me very near prophetical of what 
was to fall presently, when the Duke was to revolt against 
his new Sovereign and suffer the last penalty for it, at his 
hands. But His Majesty blessed all the rest of his children 
one by one, drawing them down to him upon the bed—they 
weeping aloud, as I heard. 

A very strange scene followed this. One of the Bishops 
fell down upon his knees, and begged him, who was the 
“ Lord's Anointed ''—(and anointed too, lately, in a fashion 
the Bishop never dreamed of !)—to bless all that were there, 
since they were all his children, and all his subjects too. 
The Bedchamber was now full from end to end ; and all 
the company fell together upon their knees. His Majesty, 
raising himself in bed, first begged the pardon of all in a 
loud voice for anything in which he had acted contrary to 
the interests of his country or the principles of good govern¬ 
ment ; and then, still in a loud voice, pronounced a blessing 
on them all. Then he fell back again upon his pillows. 

So that night went slowly by. The dogs were still in the 
room, whining from time to time, as Mr. Chiffinch told me 
afterwards—(for it was thought better that I myself, as one 
so deeply involved in what had lately passed should not be 
present)—and one of the little dogs sought repeatedly to 
leap upon the bed, but was prevented ; and at last was 
carried away, crying. Again and again first one Bishop 
and then another begged him to receive the sacrament ; 
but he would not : so they prayed by him instead, which 
was all they could do. 

At about six o'clock, when dawn came, he begged that 
the curtains of his bed might be drawn back yet further. 
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and the windows opened, that he might see daylight again 
and breathe the fresh air: and this was done. Then, at 
the chiming of the hour by the clocks in the room, he remem¬ 
bered that one of them, which was an eight-day one, should 
be wound up, for it was a Friday on which it was always 
wound. And this too was done. 

At seven o’clock breathlessness came on him again, and 
he was compelled to sit up in bed, with his brother’s arm 
about him on one side, and a physician’s upon the other. 
They blooded him again, to twelve ounces more, which I 
suppose took his last remnant of strength from him; for in 
spite of their remedies, he sank very rapidly; and about 
half-past eight lost all power of speech. He kept his con¬ 
sciousness, however, moving his eyes and shewing that he 
understood what was said to him till ten o’clock; and then 
he became unconscious altogether. 

At a little before noon, without a struggle or agony of 
any kind, His Sacred Majesty ceased to breathe. 

Of all that followed, there is no need that I should write; 
for I remained in England only till after the funeral in 
Westminster Abbey—which was very poorly done—eight 
days later ; and I left on the Sunday morning, for Dover, 
after being present first, for a remembrance, at the first 
mass celebrated publicly in England, with open doors, in 
the presence of the Sovereign, since over a hundred and 
thirty years. I had audience with King James on the night 
before, when I went to take my leave of him; and he 
renewed to me the offer of the Viscounty, of which I think 
Mr. Chifhnch had spoken to him. But I refused it as 
courteously as I could, telling him that I was for Rome and 
the cloister. 

All the rest, however, is known by others better than by 
myself; and the events that followed. His Majesty shewed 
himself as he had always been—courageous, obstinate, well- 
intentioned and entirely without understanding. He was 
profuse in his promises of religious equality; but slow to 
observe them. He shewed ruthlessness where he should 
have shewn tenderness, and tenderness where he should 
have shewn ruthlessness. So, once more, all our labours 
went for nothing : and William came in ; and the Catholic 
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cause vanished clean out of England until it shall please 
God to bring it back again. 

So here I sit near sixty years old, a monk of the Order of 
Saint Benet, in my cell at St. Paul's-Without-the-Walls. 
I have been Novice Master three times ; but I shall never 
be more than that; for governmental affairs and I have 
said farewell to one another a long while ago. It was 
through my telling of my adventures to my Novices at 
recreation-time that the writing of them down came about; 
for my Lord Abbot heard of them, and put me under obedience 
to write them down. He did this when he heard one of 
my Novices name me to another as Father Viscount ! I 
have written them, then, down all in full, leaving nothing 
out except the French affairs on which I was put under 
oath by His Majesty never to reveal anything : I have 
left out not even the tale of my Cousin Dolly ; for I hold 
that in such a love as was ours there is nothing that a monk 
need be ashamed of. I will venture even further than 
that, and will say that I am a better monk than I should 
have been without it ; and as one last piece of rashness I 
will say that amongst “ those good things which God hath 
prepared for them that love Him " in that world which is 
beyond this (if I ever come at it by His Grace), will be, I 
think, the look on my Cousin Dolly’s face when I see her 
again. 

Of other personages whose acquaintance I made in 
England—excepting always His Majesty, and my master, 
Charles the Second—I neither speak nor think very much 
now. My Cousin Tom died of an apoplexy three years after 
I left England, and God knows who hath Hare Street House 
to-day! His Majesty James the Second, as all the world 
knows, made a most excellent end of it in France, dying as 
he had never lived till after his coming to France, a very 
humble and Christian soul. In regard to Mr. Chifhnch, I 
think of him sometimes and wonder what kind of an end he 
made. He was very reprobate while I knew him; yet 
he had the gift of fidelity, and that, I think, must count for 
something before God who gave it him. Of the ladies of 
the Court I know nothing at all, nor how they fared nor 
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how they ended, nor even if they are all dead yet—I mean 
such ladies as was Her Grace of Portsmouth. 

But all of them I commend to God every day in my mass 
living or dead ; and trust that all may have found the 
mercy of God, or may yet find it. But most of all I remember 
at the altar the names of two persons, than between whom 
there could be no greater difference in this world—the names 
of Dorothy Mary Jermyn, the least of all sinners; and of 
Charles Stewart, King of England, the greatest of all sinners, 
yet a penitent one. For these are the two whom I have loved 
as I can never love any others. 
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the proper-butt of the satirist—humbug, snobbishness, pre¬ 
tentiousness ; and again and again he draws from the reader 
that unstrained, spontaneous laughter which comes bubbling 
up from the heart. Children will love the book ; and for 
their elders it is a good thing to have it by them, for it is 
one of the best tonics for depression in the English tongue. 


The Duke’s Twins 


By G. B. BURGIN . 


Author of “The Shutters of Silence, 


“ Within the Gates,” &c. 


Mr. G. B. Burgin’s new story, The Duke’s Twins,” 
re-introduces his celebrated trio, “ Old Man,” “ Ikey,” and 
“ Miss Wilks,” who between them assist the Duke of Ilchester’s 
younger twin—younger by three minutes—to bear the 
buffets of adversity and overcome the sorrow of an unhappy 
love affair. The story is full of the dewy freshness of 
primeval wilds and the hero’s second love affair is told with 
a tender simplicity and directness which should appeal to the 
author's many readers. 

w 
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New 6s. Novels 


The moat important literary event of the Season, 

The Wisdom of Damaris 

By LUCAS MALET 

** Author of Sir Kichanl Calmady, > * &c. 

The above long novel, which is the fruit of some years of 
thought ami work, will most probable prove to be the* author’s 
best and most important work of fiction. 

The novel opens in the year i<Sop and covers a period of 
about twenty years, giving the historv of the upbringing of a 
girl of good family and unusual imagination and talent during 
the mid-Victorian era. The scene of the first portion of the 
novel is laid in Northern India, where Damaris Verity's father, 
a famous sohlier of the Mutiny, occupies a distinguished 
command. 

It may be noted that General Verity’s career, both as 
husband and lover, occupies considerable space in the drama, 
being in itself instructive ami interesting and closely affecting 
his daughter’s character. 

'flic scene afterwards changes to the neighbourhood of 
Marychurch, an ancient seaport town on the English south 
coast, where General Verity owns a small property. Here 
Damans passes her girlhood, and learns much about men 
and things not, perhaps, usually known by voung ladies of 
her age. 1 he novel closes with General Vcritv’s death; 
and should be interesting as indicating the social conditions 
which have gone far to produce in tills country’ the feminist 
movement of the present day. 
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New 6s. Novels 


The Cap of Youth 


By MADAME ALBANESI 

Author of “ Dmsilla's Point of View,” “ The Glad Heart,** See. 


This is the story of a young girl Virginia Braye, who, 
having run away from school, is taken into the house of her 
uiiclt*, Sir l*rank Bollington, against the will of his wife. 
I a«tv Bollington dislikes Virginia, and shows it especially 
after the death of Sir Frank. Virginia, who is delightful 
1 > • t soinrwii.it reckless, one day goes for a long walk 
alone, and allows herself to be driven home in a motor-car 
l»v ( hiltern, a young officer. So much is made by her 
aunt iT this escapade that young Chiitern makes Virginia 
his wile. How the marriage turns out, and the complica¬ 
tions ih.it ensue from it, are all told with Madame 
\lbanr-i s accustomed ingenuity and charm. 


The Courtship of 
Rosamond Fayre 

By BERTHA RUCK (Mrs. Oliver Onions) 


Author of “ His Offwial 


t 11 

lancee. 


(Nom in i/s 3ni Edition ). 


“The Courtship of Rosamond Fayre” is a lightly 
treated comedy of love, written in much the same vein 
.is •• His Official Fiancee”: sentimental, but also entirely 
modern. For the time is to-day: Summer and Autumn. 

I he setting in, to begin with, a country house in Kent 
moving to a fishing village on the French coast. The persons 
i hieflv concerned are one young man and two girls ; the 
.jirls, blonde and brunette, coquette and philanthropist, full- 
blooded young Fagan and Puritan maid. And the end 
brings happiness of varying description to each one of the 

three. 
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New 6s. Novels 


Monsieur de Rochefort 

A Romance of Old Paris 

By H. DE VERE STACPOOLE 

Aullmi **1 '* The nine Lagoon." etc. 

in " Monsieur de Rochefort ”—a> in *• I he Order of 
Rt lease - Mi. Stacpoole strikes out lor hiins«'It a new and 
bold path through French Historical Romance. He dis¬ 
misses the property-man and dispenses with frippery, pat* lies 
and powder. Character is what he is after, and lie develops 
character, not by talk but by action. The book teems with 
incident and exciting movement. Here again \vc lind the 
sphinx-like de Sartines, and as a foil, the brilliant and extra¬ 
ordinary Count de Rochefort. Rochefort is the book, in 
fact, and a great character : laughable, fascinating, absorb¬ 
ing and drawn to a hair. 

“ See-Saw ” 

By G. B. STERN 

Author of “Pantomime,” now in iis jrd Large Ldiiion. 

This book touches the modern problem of the effect 
that marriage has on the woman with a gift and a career. 

It is a problem exercising the minds and lives of many of us 
at this minute, and in a way it has never done before. Deli¬ 
cacy, sensitiveness to shades of feeling, and attitude of mind 
and soul, are displayed in the handling of this subject. There 
is also humour in the story, in which teais and laughter arc 
intermingled. 
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New 6s. Novels 


Oddsfish! 

By ROBERT HUGH BENSON 

" Oddsfish : ” is an attempt to sketch the later features 
of Charles II.’s reign in England, as viewed by a young 
Catholic who occupies a more or less confidential post in the 
King's service. It deals, in some detail, with a few of the 
numerous plots, real and feigned, aimed against Charles' 
life, or the Catholic succession, and closes with a very careful 
study of the King’s deathbed and his secret reception into 
the Catholic Church. The Court itself is described from the 
point of view of one who took a very slight part in it; but / 

the principal characters of it appear on the stage ; and, for 
the most part, it is rather the characters of the two Royal 
brothers themselves that are particularly analysed. 


ROBERT HUGH BENSON’S NOVELS 

Hitch in crown 8vo, cloth Kill, 6s. 

INITIATION 4lk Lirfi Edition 

AN AVERAGE M \N ur*« eah<» 

COME RACK! COME ROPE! 9u L.r„ oih„» 

Also popular edition. 1:5. net. 

THE NECROMANCERS 

Also popular edition, is.net. 

THE DAWN OF ALL 

Also popular edition, 7 d. net. 

THE COWARD 

AlsopojJul.il edition, 15. net. 

NONE OTHER GODS 

Also popular edition, IS. net. 

A WINNOWING 

Also populai coiUvii', od. is. ih*’. 

THE CONVENTIONALISTS 

In popular editions only, 6d and 7 d. net. 


o 



New 6s. Novels 


The Three Sisters 

By MAY SINCLAIR 

Author of “The Judgment of Eve,” 

“The Divine Fire,” “The Combined Maze,” etc. 

This story of three sisters, the daughters of a stern 
country vicar, is very finely conceived. Miss Sinclair makes 
us realize that they are flesh and blood with the passions and 
hopes of human beings, and not merely the puppets of a 
novelist to assist him in the telling of her tale. The deadly 
monotony of the little out-of-the-way place to which they are 
brought by their father causes the girls to look for some 
diversion—which is found. In this story Miss Sinclair shows 
her unequalled gifts of depicting character. It is a long, full 
book, and should have a big circulation. 


Liberty 


By PHILIP GIBBS 

Author of 

“The Custody of the Child,” “Helen of Lancaster Gate,” etc. 

In his new novel, to be published this autumn, Mr. 
Philip Gibbs tells the life-story of a young girl who breaks 
away from the spiritual, and somewhat mediaeval, influences 
of her early home-life, and, demanding liberty of conscience 
and action, flings herself with an ardent spirit into the ranks 
of advanced women who have also taken liberty for theii 
watchword. Besides revealing very intimately, and 
poignantly, the psychology of a high-spirited girl eager loi 
the joy and laughter of life, and ready to face all risks to 
fulfil her desires, Mr. Gibbs introduces his readers to many 
ultra-modern types of men and women who are also in 
revolt against the old conventions ol faith, and art, and 
life. His conclusions may not be acceptable to some of his 
readers, but undoubtedly they will provoke a great deal ol 
discussion, for his story 7 bites deep into the heart of things. 
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New 6s. Novels 


Dalliance and Strife 

By F. BANCROFT 

Author of 

“The Veldt Dwellers’’ and “Thane Brandon.” 

With this new book, F. Bancroft—whom critics describe 
as the most remarkable South African novelist now at work— 
completes a trilogy on the Boer War. Unlike the preceding 
stories, “The Veldt Dwellers” and “Thane Brandon,” the 
scene of this third book is laid—not in the back veldt of the 
Transvaal, but in a thriving country town of the Cape Mid¬ 
lands. Here is found again the insoluable problem of 
nationalism versus loyalty ; of patriotism versus race. But 
now the characters—Dutch and English alike—crowding the 
pages of this forceful drama are British subjects of a British 
dominion. How the grim struggle affects them, striking at 
the heart of their normal round of existence, invading hearth 
and home, severing life-long ties and stirring to birth both 
family and racial animosities, the author has depicted in a 
series of strikingly graphic pictures, unbiassed and faithful 
to the conditions which here prevailed. 


Only Anne 

By ISABEL C. CLARKE 

Author of 

“By the Blue River,” “The Secret Citadel,’’ “ Prisoners’ 

Years,” “ Nomad Songs,” etc., etc. 

The author of “ Only Anne ” has already displayed in her 
previous novels the power of investing her stories with an 
atmosphere and an individual quality of her own. This is 
a feminine story with sentiment ; it deals with a romantic 
passion and a quixotic renunciation. The tale is not pitched 
in a high key, but it closes on a note of hope for Anne. 
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New 6s. Novels. 

Meave 

By DOROTHEA CONYERS 

Author of ** Tlic Strayings of Sandy, * ! Scc. 

In her new book, “ Meave,” the popular author of 
The Strayings of Sandy,” etc., has given us another sporting 
novel. But instead of the scene being laid in Ireland, 
" Meave ” and her man go to England, where they upset the 
well-ordered ways of a big household, and bring a crusty old 
man back to a love of sport. 

Blackladies 

By EVELYN EVERETT-GREEN 

Author of “ The Silver Axe,” “ The Evolution of Sara,” See. 

Blackladies ” is the name of the old house, reputed to 
be haunted, where the grandmother of Leonore of St. Quentin 
lives. Leonore, brought up abroad, believes herself an 
orphan, but in reality both of her parents arc living. Her 
mother was once the idol of the French stage. Her father 
was sent to penal servitude for the supposed murder of an 
admirer of his wife's. But he has returned secretly to his 
mother at Blackladies. Leonore, on visiting her grand¬ 
mother, finds herself encompassed with an air of mystery. 

It will not do to say more than that the plot of this story is 
conceived and worked out with great skill. 

A New Novel 

By F. FRANKFORT MOORE 

Author of “I Forbid the Banns,” &c. 

Messrs. Hutchinson & Co. have pleasure in stating that 
they will publish during the autumn a new novel by this popular 
author. 
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New 6s. Novels. 


The Unpetitioned Heavens 

By CHARLES MARRIOTT 

Author ot “The Column/' “The Cat-Fish,” etc. 

" The Unpetitioned Heavens,” the title of which is 
taken from Francis Thompson’s poem, ” A Counsel of 
Moderation,” is a story of the discrepancy, with its resulting 
drama, between a literary reputation and its financial rewards. 
In the case of John Latimer the drama begins when he falls 
in love. He is a novelist of established reputation, but his 
modest income is absorbed in the support of a widowed sister 
and her children with "horn he set up housekeeping at the 
beginning of his career. Temperament and reputation com¬ 
bine to make the ironical circumstance that the woman he 
loves, Kuth Armilage, shall be far out of his reach. Unable 
to take advantage of her obvious liking, he is compelled to 
watch her drifting towards an entanglement with a married 
man in circumstances hardly better than his own ; and thus 
to be assured of her capacity for the material sacrifice that 
he himself is unwilling to ask of her. 


The Seventh Wave 


By TICKNER EDWARDES 

Author of “ The Honey-Star,” “Tansy,” etc. 

Messrs. Hutchinson & Co. will have pleasure in publishing 
this novel in the early part of next year, particulars of which 
will be announced later. 
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New 6s. Novels 


Some Women and Timothy 



H. B. SOMERVILLE 


Author of 


“Ashes of Vengeance,” now in its 4th large edition. 


The plot is laid in London, Devonshire and Paris, and 
describes the adventures—love and otherwise—of Timothy, 
Lord Fordley, who sets out to free his brother from an 
undesirable attachment, and whilst doing so finds that things 
—and people—are often not what they seem. 1 he results 
of Timothy’s efforts to help his friends are not as excellent 
as his intentions, and lead him into various complicated 
situations, which he successfully meets with the help of a 
keen sense of humour. Timothy is accompanied bv an 
animal of such mixed breeds that it gives rise to the riddle : 
“ What is Briggs ? Answer—A dog,” and finds himself 
adopted as father by Peter, a small boy abandoned by his 
relations in Kensington Gardens. 

The women are—women, and some of them give Timothy 
very bad times indeed ; but in the end Providence, with un¬ 
expected kindness, rewards him with the hand—and heart— 
of one who is his idea of all that ” a gift from heaven 
should be. 


By the author of 'Sharrow ” now in its 28th thousand. 


Maria 


3rd Large Edition 

By BARONESS VON HUTTEN 


Author of “ Ringsmead,” “Tam,’ tcc. 


” Bright, clever and full of charm .”—Daily Chronicle. 

M Will be much read, much discussed, and * Maria ’ will 
be as well known, if not as well loved, as ‘ Pam. — ” orta. 

“ A fascinating novel sure of wide popularity.” 

Observer . 
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New 6s. Novels 


“Candytuft—I Mean 
Veronica ” 

By MABEL BARNE6-QRUNDY 

Author of 

“Hilary on Her Own,” “The Third Miss Wenderby,” &c. 

Candytuft, the heroine of Mrs. Barnes-Grundy’s new 
book, is a soulful young person who, by reason of her parents 
having allowed her name to degenerate into “ Candy ” and 
Tufty ” for short, changes it on her seventeenth birthday 
to Veronica as being more suited to her “ artistic tempera¬ 
ment.” This “ artistic temperament,” after her marriage, 
nearly causes her to make a shipwreck of her own and her 
husband’s lives ; but they are saved by one Tony Westerton, 
who, through a hoax he practises upon Veronica, teaches 
her to view life generally from a saner point of view and 
incidentally learn to love and appreciate her own nice 
husband. 


Through the Ages Beloved 

A Romance of Japan 

By H. GRAHAME RICHARDS 

Author of “ Richaid Somers,” “ Lucrezia Borgia’s One Love.” 


In this story the idea of reincarnation plays an important 
part. The hero, Kanaya, who lias been through the Russo- 
Japanese war, is a student of metaphysics and occult things 
The object of his adoration is a lovely girl whom he knew 
in a former incarnation. It is a love-romance of modern Japan 
beautifully told, and the quality and colour in the descriptions 
of scenery and life are charming. 
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Lismoyle: 


Seven Recent Successful 6/- Novels 

4th Large Edition 

An Experiment in Ireland 

By B. M. CROKER 

Author of “ In Old Madras,” “ Her Own People,” &c. 

“ In her new novel, Mrs. Oroker is quite at her best. ‘ Lismoyle ’ is noteworthy for 
ta characterisation, but her real triumph is the Irresponsible and irrepressible Madame 
Oonroy. Madame Conroy alone makes 4 Lismoyle ’ a l»ook almost as notable as It Is 
delightful.”— Morning Post. 

3rd Large Edition 

The Custody of the Child 

Author of By PHILIP GIBBS 

“ Helen of Lancaster Gate,” “ The Street of Adventure,” See. 

*‘ A very strong and human story. Divorce as it affects the child Mr. Gibbs discus-ei 
with charming sympathy and a very tender touch.” — Daily Telegraph. 

4th Largo Edition 

The Judgment of Eve 

And other Stories By MAY SINCLAIR 

Author of ‘‘The Combined Maze,” See. 

“ In this story one sees the power that has put Mbs Sinclair ca-ily fir-t among the 
women-writers of her generatiou."— Daily Chronicle. 

The Bale Fire 

By MRS. HUGH FRASER & HUGH FRASER 

Joint Authors of ‘‘The Queen’s Peril,” &c. 

44 Oue of those biles which it Is a pleasure and a necc^-ity to road from beginning to 
end at one sitting .”—Pall Mall Qnietle. 

“The book is one which will bo widely read.”— World. 

3rd Large Edition 


Making 


;y KATHLYN RHODES 

Author of “ The Desert Dreamers,” “ The Will of Allah, &c. 

“The story U capably bandied. N’ow and again Mis- Hhodc- renohv- 
in tenuity, especially in the eager narration of Herrick * tragedy. 1 he ijortraial of 
Itose lea dainty satire on the futility of the intellectual man without perception. Timet. 

3rd Large Edition 

By G. B. STERN 

“Nan bio real and charming por-ton, portrayed with a Mire and -kllful hand, rh'- 
author’s work reaches a high level of •xcolleuoe. The stylo b | 

colour and the sparkle of a pretty wit. * Pan tom I me’ b an ac ilcvi-inem -•« ’ 

exceptional ability and interest." — /tootmot i. 

/ 3rd 

l\n £>£> Large Edition 


Pantomime 


His 


By BERTA RUCK (Mrs. Oliver Onions) 

44 Touched with an original charm. W« can Imagine a girl like Monica Trant making 
a hole to a man’* heart. After all, the world greatly love- a lover, and love i« 
making of this efcory.”— Timet. 
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GENERAL LITERATURE 


The Roman Colonies of 

North Africa « and their Ruined Cities 

By RAGNAR STURZENBECKER 

With about 60 illustrations from photographs printed on art paper 

Demy 8r o, cloth gilt % 1 6 s. net. 

Dr. Sturzenbeclcer’s name is well known throughout 
Europe as one of the leading authorities on the ancient 
civilizations of North Africa. But it will undoubtedly come 
as a surprise to some people to learn how much has been done 
to disinter the relics of the past from the plains of North 
Africa. These excavations have, on the whole, yielded 
greater treasures than Pompeii and Herculanium, for the)’ 
have concerned towns of great size and importance which 
for centuries have lain hidden under their sandy covering. 
Many editions of Dr. Sturzenbecker’s smaller book have been 
sold in Sweden, but the present volume, which has been 
written specially for the English public, is larger and far more 
important than the author’s previous work and will contain the 
latest information on the subject. 

A Girl’s Experiences in the 
Balkan War 

By JESSICA BORTHWICK 

With numerous Illustrations from photographs 

Demy 8ro t 1 6 s. net. 

This is an amazing record of pluck and courage in a 
young English girl of twenty-two. She is the daughter of 
the late General Borthwick, who was employed by Bulgaria 
in the eighties to reorganize and command the army in 
Eastern Rumelia. When the Balkan war broke out. 
Miss Borthwick, who could think of nothing else, decided to 
go out herself alone. This she did, taking with her a cine¬ 
matograph apparatus, and providing herself with a inale 
outfit. She got into the thick of it, and became accustomed 
to shells, starvation, the dead and dying, and all the miseries 
of war. To hospitals also, and even cholera, she was no 
stranger, for she took this disease. The story of her experi¬ 
ences, illustrated with her wonderful pictures, is so full of 
detail and incident, that it is impossible to give any particulars 
in the present notice. 

14 



The Work of P. A. de Laszlo 

With an Introductory Essay on his art. 

By COMTE ROBERT DE MONTESQUIOU 

Edited with notes by OAKLEY WILLIAMS 

In one handsome folio volume with 61 boftutlful photogravure plates* 
representing some of the choicest examples of Mr. de work, filO lOe# r^. 

And an Edition de Luxe with 6 extra Plates in colour, £\8 i«s. «n. 

The purpose of this the first collection of Mr. P. A. de 
L:lszl6’s work is to present a selection of the best of his pic¬ 
tures, portraits of reigning sovereigns, statesmen, diplomats, 
high ecclesiastics, great ladies and famous beauties, who ma\ 
be said to summarize the more important phases of the social 
and political history of Europe during the past twenty years. 

The selection Mr. de Ldszld lias made may fairly claim 
to illustrate the international range of his work. It is given 
to few men to have established by the time they have reached 
their fortieth year their reputation simultaneously in London 
and Paris, in Berlin and Vienna, in Rome and in Buda-Pesth. 
The distinctions Laszlo has already won show him to be 
an honoured citizen of the world. In his own country the 
Emperor conferred on him a patent of hereditary nobility 
with the territorial title of Lombos, and the Ordei of t ic 
Iron Crown, an honour which, as a painter, he shares only 
with his great compatriot Munk .lesy ; in France he is a Cheva¬ 
lier of the Legion of Honour ; in Spain he wears the Order ol 
Isabella the Catholic ; in Germany the Emperor personally 
conferred the Order of the Prussian Crown on him. 

The aim of the publishers has been to produce a record 
of Mr. de Ldszld’s works of permanent value and interest to 
the collector, the connoisseur, and the art lover alike. e 
sixty photogravures, from negatives especially taken from 
the'original pictures, are presented on hand-made paper by 
the very highest expert craftsmanship. With this edition 
strictly limited in number, there will be published a very sma 
edition de luxe on larger paper, which in addition to 
photogravures, will contain six superb examples ol Mr. a 
LAszltVs work in colours, each plate reproduced regardless ol 

expense by a new process. 

A full proapactua wlU ba *9at oa application* 
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A Second Dudley Book 

of Recipes 

By GEORGINA, COUNTESS OF DUDLEY 

With 8 photogravure plates including a portrait of 

the author. 


hi ?ar& ry. Svo, doth ?i!t, 7s. 6d. net. 

this new book will form a companion to the verv 
successful and much esteemed volume (now in its fourtli 
impressjon) collected and arranged by the Countess of 
udley, issued a lew years ago under the title of “ The 
Dudlex Book ol Cookery and Household Recipes." The 

wi hThlV !-f rJ ! ni l gh prmted in black and red and illustrated 
present M photogravure plates, ft will make an ideal 


Indo-China and its 
Primitive People 

By CAPTAIN HENRY BAUDESSON 

With 60 Illustrations from photographs bv 

the author 

hr 'hmy H?>o, doth <•?'//, 16s. net. 


In the course of his travels Captain Baudesson carefully 
observed the curious customs of the Moi and Chams, the 
uncultured people of Indo-China, among whom he dwelt 
tor a long time. The author not only describes their rites 
and habits, but he endeavours to show the origin of their 
ceremonies with those of civilization. The story of these 
travels is presented in vivid language and is full of local and 
picturesque colour. fhe reader is initiated into the life of 
the jungle, in which, day by day. the hardy pioneers lived. 

1 igers and elephants were frequently encountered during the 
journey of the mission, and many members of the expedition 
were wounded by the pioisoned arrows of the natives, while 
jungle lever and^malaria made havoc among them. 




Westminster Cathedral 
and Its Architect 

By W. DE L'HOPITAL 

With numerous Illustrations from Mr. Bentley’s 
drawings including coloured plates, plans and 

reproductions from photographs. 


/;/ two ~>ohimes % Suf>e>--roya/ rlofh gilt ami gift tof> , 32s. net. 


The history of Westminster Cathedral, and of its archi¬ 
tect, the late John Francis Bentley, will undoubtedly form 
one of the principal publishing features of the autumn 
season. Westminster Cathedral is acknowledged to be 
among the most important buildings of modern times, and 
as the chief Cathedral of the Roman Catholic Church in the 
British Empire it has a further importance of the first mark. 
Bentley’s own life, and the story how the great Byzantine 
cathedral grew into being, from Cardinal Manning's first 
proposals, and how it fell to his successor. Cardinal Vaughan, 
to initiate and carry out the work, has been told by the 
architect’s daughter’ Mrs. de l’Hopital, who has made full 
use of her father's papers. An important feature of the 
book is the illustrations, which comprise some full-page 
plates in colour from Mr. Bentley's water-colour drawings, 
numerous illustrations in line and from photographs, besides 
many plans. 


36th Yoar of tsmuo. 

The Year’s Art, 1915 

Compiled by A. C. R. CARTER 

A concise epitome of all matters relating to the Arts of 
Painting, Sculpture, Engraving, and Architecture, and to 
Schools of Design which have occurred during the year 1914, 
together with information respecting the events of 1915. 

Crown Sry» f doth, net. 

Ovw 600 pag«*, with illustration*. 
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A SUPERB GIFT BOOK FOR CHILDREN. 

Helen’s Babies 

By JOHN HABBERTON 

WITH 16 COLOURED PLATES, 

Many Line Drawings, designed Title Page, Cover Design, End Papers 

and other Decorations, 

By CARRIE SOLOMON 


hi crown 4(0. (9 x 61 ) cloth, richly qilt, gilt crimes, boxed> 6s. net. 

This beautifully illustrated and decorated edition of one 
of the most charming stories of child-life should be the means 
of introducing it to a very large number of the younger 
generation to whom the book is familiar only by name. Miss 
Solomon has thoroughly entered into the spirit of the story, 
and it is to be hoped that her delightful pictures of Helen's 
naughty, but very lovable, babies may revive an interest 
in the tale both among young and old. 


(By SIR RICHARD F. BURTON, K.C.M.G., &c.) 

The Kasidah 

of Haji Abdu El-yezdi 
A LAY OF THE HIGHER LAW. 

Translated and Annotated by his friend F. B. 

Newly edited with an introduction and illustrated with a 

portrait frontispiece in photogravure. 

Beautifully printed on hand-made paper. 

In p'tif limp hoards. 5r. net. 

The Kasidah has been described by some of Sir Richard 
Burton’s admirers as his masterpiece, but the present edition is 
practically the first that has been placed within the reach of the 
general public. Originally published in 1880 under the 
pseudonym of Abdu El-Vezdi, the poem has long been out of 
print in this country. In the United States, owing to an absence 
of copyright, it has enjoyed great popularity in unauthorised 
reprints, perhaps because it lias appealed strongly to those who 
belong to the cult of Omar Khayyam. It certain!)' contains some 
lines which are more worthy of survival than the rest of Sir 
Richard’s work. 
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More Italian Yesterdays 

By Mrs. HUGH FRASER 

Author of “A Diplomatist’s Wife in Japan,” &c. 

In demy %vo 9 cloth gill and giIt to/, 16s. net, ndth 16 photogravure 

illustrations. 

Owing to the most cordial reception of Mrs. Fraser's 
Italian Yesterdays,” it has been decided to bring out 
another volume on lines precisely similar to those of the first 
book. Although Rome is naturally the central point in the 
present, as it was in the former, volume, the author does not 
bv any means restrict herself to the Eternal City, but wanders 
pleasantly from the Sabine Hills to Naples, and from thence 
to Venice and other Italian towns. Mrs. Fraser tells in her 
delightfully fresh manner the story of Father Mastai, who 
later ascended the Papal throne as Pius IX. Besides dealing 
with many other places and people, she has chapters on 
St. Gregory the Great, and on Queen Joan of Naples. The 
book is something more than an olla podrida, for every page is 
savoured by Mrs. Fraser’s delightful personality, and occa¬ 
sionally with her personal reminiscences ; it will, in fact, be 
found in every way as attractive as her first volume of 
“ Italian Yesterdays.” 

Vigee Lebrun 

Her Life, Work and Friendship* 


Author of 



“ Aspect 


W. H. HELM 

of Balzac,” “Jane 


Austen,” etc 


In a handsome crown quarto volume, with a frontispiece 
In colour, 40 full-page plates In photogravure 

and other Illustrations 


Cloth gift and gilt tog, 2tf~ net. 

Mr. Helm's biography of Mine. Lebrun is the first one ol 
importance to appear in English. The famous painter had 
exceptional opportunities, through her association with Marie 
Antoinette, and afterwards during long wanderings through 
Europe, for meeting with distinguished people, many of 
whom sat to her for their portraits. Mr. Helm has added to 
the volume the first catalogue raisonne of her works, so far as 
it has been possible to trace them. The volume is illustrated 
with forty photogravure plates, mostly of portraits, 
pictures painted by Madame Lebrun, many of which will be 
new to the majority of readers, and some of which, including 
notable examples from English private collections, have never 
before been published. 
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Napoleon’s 

Russian Campaign of 1812 

By EDWARD FOORD 

Author of “The Byzantine Empire.” 

With 3a full-page plates on art paper, maps and plans. 

Demy 8vo, cloth gilt and gilt top , 16s. net . 

No really satisfactory book has ever been written in 
the English language on the subject of the most ambitious 
and disastrous of Napoleon’s enterprises—the Campaign of 
Russia of 1812. 

Such an immense mass of new material has come to 
light in recent years that a new work taking advantage of all 
the fresh information at the historian’s disposal is urgently 
needed. Mr. Foord has devoted many years to the study of 
this great campaign, and has produced a book that embodies 
all Die new material and tells in a lucid and masterly fashion 
the whole story of the invasion and the terrible retreat. There 
can be little doubt that this ample volume will become the 
classic on the subject, for it is scarcely probable that any 
further information will throw any more light on the cam¬ 
paign than that which the author lias had at his disposal. 

The Morning of Time 

By CHARLES G. ROBERTS 

Author of “ The Red Fox,” &:c. 

With illustrations 

hi large, crown 8ro, cloth gilt 6s. 

The stories of this author, dealing with the adventures 
of animals, of which “ The Red Fox ” is perhaps the best 
known, have for a long time enjoyed great popularity. I11 
the present work Mr. Roberts gives us a story of a man in 
primeval times, and he introduces descriptions of the strange 
scenery and monstrous fauna of the time. This story bids 
fair to" be one of the most successful of Mr. Roberts’ works of 
fiction. The interest of the volume is enchanced by the 
addition of the striking illustrations which excite the 
imagination. 
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Women the World Over 

A Skit both Light and Oay, 
Perchance both Dull and Stupid 

By Mrs. ALEC-TWEE DIE, F.R.G.S. 

(nee HARLEY) 


Author of “America as I Saw It,” “Sunny Sicily.” 


hi lUtny 8 vo, cloth gilt ami gilt loft, 16s, net. 


With illustrations 

Mrs. Alec-Tweedie calls her book “a skit,” and though 
certainly light and amusing, it is a human book, and shows a 
wide knowledge and interest in human nature. The book is a 
tonic—Mrs. Alec-Tweedie is fond of her fellow creatures, but 
that does not prevent her telling them some home-truths frankly 
but with perfect good nature. Here are some of the things 
that she discusses in this brightly-written book :—Love, Court¬ 
ship (should men propose) ; Marriage for Life or on Lease ; 
Motherhood (Ancient and Modern) ; Women and Semi-Detached 
Wives; Bachelor Girls and Old-Maid Men; The Woman 
Abroad ; The American Woman, German Women and House¬ 
work Schools ; Clothes and the Slim Craze ; Three Female 
Pests (Drink, Drugs and Luggage) ; Entertaining and Snob¬ 
bery ; Hospitality and Fads ; Society Women, Silent Women 
and Sweated Women; Manners, Bathing, Scents and Furni¬ 
ture ; How to Make the Best of Things ; Should Women 
Have Titles, &c. 
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Carmen 


By PROSPER MERIMEE 

Newly translated by A. E. Johnson 
WITH 16 PLATES IN COLOUR 

Decorations, End Papers and Cover Design by 

RENE BULL 

Illustrator of the successful book on "The Russian Ballet." 

Ittfi handsome quarto volume gilt and gilt top, 2Is, net . 

A Limited Edition <u l uxe , signed by the Artist and bound in vellum 

gilt, 42s. net. 

No character in fiction has achieved more world-wide 
celebrity than the fated heroine of Prosper Merimee’s classic 
tale. It is upon that story that the libretto of Bizet’s brilliant 
opera is based, but the latter varies in many essential points 
from the original tale, which is even more swift and dramatic 
than the sequence of events seen upon the stage. 

Amongst modern illustrators few have achieved a greater 
popularity than Mr. Rene Bull, whose brilliant series of illus¬ 
trations to flie Arabian Nights,” “ Omar Khayyam,” and 
" The Russian Ballet,” is now capped by a fine set of drawings, 
in colour and black and white, depicting the vivid incidents 
of ” Carmen.” The setting of the tale—Spain of more than 
eighty years ago—has provided an admirable opportunity 
for the artist’s sense of the picturesque, and Mr. Rene Bull’s 
series of illustrations (comprising sixteen in colour and several 
score in black and white) realize the scene in a manner that 
has never been achieved before. 

Mr. A. E. Johnson has made an entirely new translation 
of the original French, and adds an interesting note upon the 
differences between the original story and the operatic libretto 
constructed therefrom by MM. Meilhac and Halevy. 
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Rival Sultanas 

Nell Gwyn and Louise de Kerouaille 

By H. NOEL WILLIAMS 

Author o i “ Five Fair Sisters,” “ A Princess of Intrigue,” &c. 

With a photogravure frontispiece and 23 other illustrations. 

//11 volume demy 8r o, cloth gilt and gilt top, 16 s. net . 

Of the numerous mistresses of the Merry Monarch, three 
only maintained their hold upon his affections for any length 
of time : the Duchess of Cleveland, Nell Gwyn and Louise de 
Kerouaille, Duchess of Portsmouth, the ancestress of the 
Duke of Richmond. Mr. Noel Williams’ new book treats 
of the two last named ladies, whose perpetual bickerings 
occupied a good deal of the King’s attention during the last 
year of his life, and afforded a scandal-loving public plentiful 
material for gossip. The contrast between “ pretty, witty 
Nelly,” the Drury Lane actress, with her coarse tongue and 
her generous heart, and the haughty, high-bred, scheming 
Frenchwoman, is well brought out : and the book, written 
with all that accuracy of detail and lightness of touch which 
have secured the author so many readers, cannot fail to 
interest a wide public. 


Aviation 

By LIEUT. MARIA CALDERARA 

fn crown 8vo. paper cover , IS. net. 

With about 64 Illustrations. 

A popular manual of the subject containing much infor¬ 
mation for those interested in flying. 



An Artist in the Riviera 

By WALTER TYNDALE 

Author of “ An Artist in Italy.” “ An Artist in Egypt.” 

With 30 plates in colour from paintings by the author. 

//i one large handsome volume , cloth gilt, 21s. net. 

Limited Edition de Luxe, signed by the artist and bound in vellum gill, 

42s. net. 

This volume, which is similar in form and design to 
the author’s well-known book, “ An Artist in Italy,” contains 
a record of the people Mr. Tyndale met, of the things he 
saw, and of some historical incidents associated with the 
places he painted. 

The book does not pretend to be a guide to the Riviera, 
as the “ sights ” of every town on that coast have been 
adequately pointed out and described by others; but if 
lovers of the picturesque will follow the writer to his various 
sketching grounds, they will be introduced to many places 
happily still unspoilt by the promoter of ” health resorts ” 
and the speculative builder. 

Mr. Tyndale uses the term Riviera as it is understood by 
those who dwell there ; that is to say, the coast stretching 
from the Gulf of Spezia to the Yar, or western boundary of 
the province of Nice. 

Having spent some years in Ttaly the author has made 
many friends amongst the people of that country, which 
enables him to give us much information as to their habits 
and mode of living, and he has also gained some knowledge 
of the views they hold of our own countrymen who visit their 
shores. 


A History of Arundel 

By G. W. EUSTACE, M.A., M.D. 

With 32 full-page illustrations. 

In demy Svo. cloth gilt and gilt top. 

This work comprise^ in chronological sequence a concise and 
yet complete history of the ancient Borough of Arundel. The 
author has brought this book up to date, and having had access to 
the municipal archives of the Borough, his record contains much 
information not given in the works of earlier historians. The 
book is fully illustrated from prints, drawings and photographs. 


24 



VOLUME 1 NOW READY. 

The most sumptuous Historical Work ever produced 
and a Standard and Art Work for every home. 

HUTCHINSON’S 

History of the Nations 

A popular concise, pictorial, and authoritative 
account of each Nation from the earliest limes 

to the present day. 

Edited by WALTER HUTCHINSON, M.A., F.R.G.S., F.R.A.I., 

BARRISTER-AT-LAW. 

WRITTEN THROUGHOUT BY EMINENT HISTORIANS 

The work when complete will comprise 4 handsome volumes in demy 4to, and 
contain about 300 Illustrations. 50 coloured Plates and many Maps. 
The price per volume in various bindings is as follows: 

Cloth, richly gilt & gilt edges, 10 6 net Half Red Persian, nchlygilt&*iltcdjics.13/0rict 
Half Green Morocco do. 12,6 net Full Morocco do. 18/0nct 

Contributions to Vol. I » 

The Egyptians - Prof. FLINDER8 PETRIE, D.O.L., Lltt.D., LL.D., Ph.D., F.R.S., F.B.A. 
The Ohlnese—Prof. H. A. GILES, M.A., LL.D. 

The Indiana—Sir RIOHARD TEMPLE, Bart., O.I.E., F.R.Q.S. 

Tfia Babylonians and Hlttltss-LEONARD W. KINO, M.A., F.B.A. 

The Assyrians—LEONARD W. KING, M.A., F.B.A. 

Tha Nations of Asia Minor—LEONARD W. KINO, M.A., F.9.A. 

Ths Qreske Prof. J. P. MAHAFFY, M.A., C.V.O., D.O., D.O.L. 

Tha Phoenicians & Carthaginians—Prof. J. P. MAHAFFY, m.a., C.V.O., D.D., D.O.L. 

Contributions to Vol. II. 

Tha Romans-Prof. J. 8. REID, M.A., LL.M., Lltt.D. 

The Romans; Eastern Empire—EDWARD FOORD 
The Jewo- Dr. ISRAEL ABRAHAMS 

The Persians & The Parthlans -8lr RIOHARD TEMPLE, Bart., O.I.B., F.R.O S. 

The Japanese-Prof. JOSEPH HENRY LONGFORD 

The Arabs Prof. DAVID SAMUEL MARQOLIOUTH, M.A., D.LItt. 

The Frenoh-ARTHUR HA88ALL, M.A. 

The Spaniards—Dr. HENRY THOMAS 

This Work contains thousands of beautiful illustrations of scenes in the history 
of each nation by famous Artists both old and modern, including many hundreds 
of pictures executed specially for the Work. 

Now being Issued In Fortnightly Paris at 7U. net. 

A BEAUTIFUL COLOURED PLATE WITH EVERY PART. 
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HUTCHINSON'S NATURE LIBRARY. 

Each in large crown 8 vo, cloth gilt, 6/» net. 

With numerous illustration* 

A new series of books on Natural History and other kindred subjects, 
written by experts in popular language, but with strict accuracy in detail. 


NEW VOLUME 

INSECT ARTISANS AND THEIR WORK 

By EDWARD STEP, P.L.S. 

Author of “ Messmates,” “ Toadstools and Mushrooms of the Countryside,” etc. 

From quite early days in the study of Entomology it has been generally known that 
certain Insect* in the perfection of their industry might almost be accepted as the proto¬ 
type °f the human artificer. Thus, the wasp was taken as the first paper-maker, a 
certain wild bee as a mason, and another bee as a carpenter. In liis new book the author 
has shown that these industries are far more numerous than was imagined by our grand¬ 
fathers, and has described the methods of an enormous number of little artisans under 
more than a dozen craft-names. Most of these examples will bo quite new to the gr ueral 
reader for whom the work is iutcuded : and the precision and ingenuity displayed Is in 
many cases absolutely startling. 


VOLUMES ALREADY PUBLISHED 

The Courtship of Animals 1,4 

By P. W. PYCRAFT, A.L.S., F.Z.S., Zoological Department, British Museum. 
Author of “ A History of Birds,” “Story of Reptile Life,” etc. 

With 40 plates on art paper 

W _ _ _ —- . . A Book of Strange Companionships in Nature 

messmates . By edward step, f.l.s. 

With 64 Illustrations from photographs on art paper 


The Infancy of Animals B > w 

With numerous Illustrations on art paper 


THE CUSTOMS OF THE WORLD 

A Popular Account of the Rites, Ceremonies, Superstitions, and 
most Interesting Customs of Men and Women in all Countries. 

Edited by 'WALTER HUTCHINSON, M.A., F.R.G.S., F.R-A.I. 

With an introduction by A. C. HADDON, M.A., Sc.D., F.R.S., and with 

Contributions by Eminent Authorities, including 


SIR GEORGE SCOTT. K.C.I.E. 

SIR HARRY fOHNSTON. G.C.M 
SIR SVEN HU DIN. K.C.I.E. 

V C HADDON. M.A D.Sc . E R.S 
PROF. BALDWIN SPENCER. C M 
p s 

\V. W.’sKEVr. M.A.. K.R V I 
ERNST VON HESSIi-WARTEGG. 

EDGAR THURSTON. L I E.. ILK A I. 

DR. KRAMER. 

EARL OE KONALDSHAY. M 1 . F.R.G.S 


SIR F.VFRARD IM THURN. K.C-M.G. 
SIR RICHARD TEMPLE. Bart.. C.I.U. 
t G. SELIGMANN, M.D.. F.R.G.S. 
HENRI M AIT RE. 

ADMIRAL S WIN TON C. HOLLAND. 
BARON E. NORDENSKIOLD. 

T. I. ALLDR1DGE. I.S.O. 

K. TV. WILLIAMSON. F-R.A.I. 
CHARLES HOSE. DSc.. F.R.G.S. 

I. ATHOL JOYCE. M A. F.R.A.l. 

AST) MANY OTHERS 


Custom* connected with Birth. Courtship. Marriage, Accession to Chieftain¬ 
ship. Sport. .Death, Burial. Religion. Superstition, and many other miiccl- 
laneous customs connected with the men and women ot all tribes ana 

nationalities are included in the book. 

Illustrated with over 1,400 beautiful pictures on ait paper, and 31 
COLOURED PLATES from peintinas specially executed for this work. 

hi /wo handsome volumes, demy 4 / 0 , cloth gilt and gill edges, 13s. 0d. net 

per and in various leather bindings . 
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AN IMPORTANT PUBLICATION IN FORTNIGHTLY 

PARTS 7d. NET. 


Marvels of Insect Life 

By EDWARD STEP, F.L.S., &c. 


Author of " Way®«do ami Woodland Eloasoms. 

“ Wayside and Woodland Trees,” &c. 

With BEAUTIFUL COLOURED PLATES and 1,000 
ILLUSTRATIONS reproduced from photographs and 
Drawings specially executed for the Work . 

The work will comprise about 24 Fortnightly parts, 
each of which will consist of 40 pages, beautifully 
printed throughout on the finest art paper, a 
coloured plate and about 50 other illustrations. 


The aim of the work is to introduce to the 

most marvellous and interesting tacts in the }}**** ™* *™*'* 

of Insects from all parts of the world, ro thn» the facts 

scientific phraseology has been entirely abandoned, and the fact 

have been stated with the simplicity and directness tu'^ a J f 

observant traveller would describe the habits and h 

strange races with whom he had dwelt . ian> o ‘ Insect 

ticated discoveries of modern naturalists in ->P tb a 

intelligence and marvellous habits hav e never . . so lhat 

form to make them accessible to the non-scientific b ’ solute i y 

the subscriber to this work will here find nit . ^ w hich 

novel, whilst the familiar facts of Insect natural h.stoo 

he was made acquainted in his youth will •> u has given 

the fuller and clearer understanding that modern resea • 

to them. The extensive employment of P h ?W^'> the L CS ent 
the forms and manners of the Insects de^cii R beautv over all 
work an advantage in the matters of ac< ui# , 

its predecessors. , 

The Editor, Mu Eiavaku S t l r, 1'. L • StoP*sect 

the letterpress is due, has been an 0 .^ cr '® r .‘ uorks in other 

life from boyhood ; and the P^pulmi ), o h » • .> uil| bc at once 

branches of nature knowledge is a guarantee t 

readable and accurate. 

VOLUME 1 WILL BE READY IN THE AUTUMN. 
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Hutchinson's 1/- Net Novels 

BY 

THE BEST AUTHORS. 

In crown (Sen, cloth gilt , with pictorial wrappers. 


NEW VOLUMES. 

FATHER O FLYNN H. tie Vere Stacpoole 

THIS NOVEL IS NOW PUBLISHED FOR THE FIRST TIME. 

MEADOWSWEET Baroness Orczy 

COME RACK ! COME ROPE ! 

Robert Hugh Benson 

PAUL KELVER Jerome K. Jerome 

In crown Svo pictorial covers. 

THE VELDT DWELLERS F. Bancroft 

MONTE CARLO Mrs. FI. tie Vere Stacpoole 

CONCERT PITCH Frank Danby 

CAPTAIN CORBEAU'S 

ADVENTURE Mrs. Hugh Fraser & Hugh Fraser 
TIME AND CHANCE F. Bancroft 

THE PYJAMA MAN Ralph Stock 

GENERAL MALLOCK'S SHADOW W. B. Maxwell 

ALREADY ISSUED. 

Each in eroivn Svo. cloth gilt with coloured wrapper. 

ROBERT HICHENS 

7 A Spirit in Prison 

BARONESS VON HUTTEN 

9 The Lordship of Love 
10 The Green Patch 

WILLIAM LE QUEUX 

1 1 The Confessions of a Ladies’ 
Man 


ROBERT HUGH BENSON 

1 The Necromancers 

3 None other Gods 

DOROTHEA CONYERS 

4 The Straymjjs of SamK 


MAUD DIVER 
36 Lilamani 


i 
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HUTCHINSON’S I/- net NOVELS 


VOLUMES ALREADY ISSUED continued. 


FRANKFORT MOORE 

12 I Forbid the Barms 

BARONESS ORCZY 

13 Petticoat Government 

14 Tbc Elusive Pimpernel 

15 A True Woman 

ELLEN THORNEYCROFT 

FOWLER 


EDEN PHILLPOTTS 

16 The 1 hree Brothers 

ALLEN RAINE 
! 17 Torn Sails 

IS A Welsh Singer 

j OLIVE SCHREINER 

19 The Story of an African 

w 

Farm 


5 A Double 1 hi cad 

TOM GALLON 

6 Tatterley 


KATHERINE CE 


C1L 

THURSTON 


*21) Max 


Each in ei-own Svo . with 
A SPINSTER 

, 23 The Truth about Man 

RENE BAZIN 
24 This— My Son 

DOROTHEA CONYERS 

42 The Arrival of Antony 

FRANK DANBY 

26 Let the Roof Fall In 

COSMO HAMILTON 

27 The Blindness of Virtue 

BARONESS VON HUTTEN 
39 Sharrow 

LUCAS MALET ’ 

38 Adrian Savage 

ARTHUR MORRISON 

28 Green Ginger 


pictorial paper cover*. 

W. B. MAXWELL 
37 Mrs. Thompson 
44 In Cotton Wool 


KATHLYN RHODES 

30 The Desert Dreamers 

H. DE VERE STACPOOLE 

31 The Ship of Coral 

40 The Order of Release 

CYNTHIA STOCKLEY 

32 Virginia of the Rhodesians 

also 


KEBLE HOWARD 

34 •’Chicot'* in Arnciien 

OLIVE CHRISTIAN^ vrRy 

35 The Soul Market 

••England's Oun Jungle " 

WILHELM LAMSZUS 

The Human Slaughter House 



Hutchinson’s 7d. Novels 

A new series of successful copyright works of Action, 
printed in clear readable type on good paper, and 
tastefully bound in art cloth and gold lettering. In 
foolscap 8vo, with designed title-page and frontispiece 

on art paper and wrapper in colours 


NEW VOLUMES. 


02 PATRICIA PLAYS A PART 

63 THE SERPENTS TOOTH 

65 THE KING OF FOUR CORNERS 

titi A WINNOWING 

07 OUR ADVERSARY 

6* AUNT JANE AND UNCLE JAMES 

09 FOR HENRI AND NAVARRE 

70 LADY Q- 

71 THE PRINCESS OF NEW YORK 

72 MEG THE LADY 

70 LET THE ROOF FALL IN 

74 I FORBID THE BANNS 

75 THEY AND I 

70 LIFE’S TRIVIAL ROUND 

77 BY BERWEN BANKS 

78 A DASH FOR A THRONE 

79 SIR NIGEL 


By Mabel Barnes-Grundy 
By B. M. Croker 
By G. B. Burgln 
By Robert Hugh Benson 
By M. E. Braddon 
By Dorothea Conyers 
By Dorothea Conyers 
By Mrs. Balllie Saunders 
By Cosmo Hamilton 
By Tom Gallon 
By Frank Danby 
Bv F. Frankfort Moore 

•r 

By Jerome K. Jerome 
By Rosa N. Carey 
By Allen Ralne 
By A. W. Marchmont 
By Sir A. Conan Doyle 


80 THE COMBINED MAZE 

81 THE LADIES’ PARADISE 

82 THE MYSTERIES OF MARSEILLES 

83 A LOVE EPISODE 

H FROMONT JUNIOR AND R1SLER SENIOR 


By May Sinclair 
By Emile Zola 
By Emile Zola 
Bv Emile Zola 
By Alphonse Daudet 


<r> LUCREZIA BORGIA’S ONE LOVE 


Bv H. Grahame Richards 


80 MISS MALLORY OF MOTE 


By E. Everett-Green 


87 MAX 

S8 PLACE AND POWER 
^ WINGS OF DESIRt 


Bv Katherine Cecil Thurston 
Bv Ellen Thoruevcroft Fowler 

By M. P. Wlllcocks 





Hutchinson’s 7d. Novels 

VOLUMES ALREADY ISSUED 


Madame Albanesi 

49 Poppies in the Ooru 

Mabel Barnes-Grundy 

60 The Third Miss Wenderby 

Robert Hugh Benson 

28 The Conventionalists 

47 The Dawn of All 

H. O. Bailey 

55 C olonel Stow , 

M. E. Braddon 

15 Beyond these Voices 

11 A Lo*r Eden 

Q. B. Burg:in 

48 The Shutters oi Silence 

Rosa N. Carey 

18 Mollie’ii Prince 
2 My Lady Frivol 

Mary Cholmondeley 

5 Prisoners 

Dorothea Conyers 

t; Lady Riverton’s Kincrald* 

24 Two Impo.sior.-' and Tinker 

50 Some Ffappeuiugfe of Glendalyue 

Evelyn Everett-Green 

30 The Silver Axe 

Justus Miles Forman 

2.1 The Stumbling Block 

Ellen Thorneycroft 

Fowler 

37 Tho Farrlugdous 

Mrs. Hugh Fraser 

42 A Littlo Grey Sheep 

“ Handasyde ” 

39 The Heart of Mars luboin* 

H. Rider Haggard 

40 Fair Margaret 

Henry Harland 

17 The Royal End 

Joseph Hatton 

12 By Order of the Tzar 

Anthony Hope 

40 TIi© Indiscretion of tin iJuchr^ 

Baroness von Hutten 

ft? KiiiK*moa-l 

C. J. Cutcliffe Hyne 

16 Tlu- Filibu>-t«.r- 

•Mota” 

44 A V*lh»w Aat'T 

e 


Violet Jacob 

46 The Sheep Stealer* 

Jerome K. Jerome 

8 Tommy <Sr Co. 

William Le Queux 

11 The Gamblers 

4 The Under Secretary 

56 Confessions of a Ladies' Man 

A. W. Marchmont 

19 By Right oi Sword 

W. B. Maxwell 

2y moor Charlton 

F. F. Montresor 

13 Into the Highways ami Hedges 

9 The One Who Looked On 

David Christie Murray 

7 A Rising Star 

' Eden Phillpotts 

21 The Thief of Virtue 

Richard Pryce 

27 Jezebel 
54 Christopher 

Mrs. Baillie Reynolds 

1 Thalas-a 

10 The Man Who Won 
38 The Supreme Test 

Mrs. Fred Reynolds 

50 A Quaker Wooing 

Rafael Sabatini 

r,H Tbo Trampling of the Lille-. 

Mrs. Baillie Saunders 

5 Litany Line 

20 The May ore** » Wooing 
43 The Bride’s Mirror 

May Sinclair 

33 The Helpmate 

34 The Divine Fire 

j. A. Steuart 

Vi The Eternal Que-i 

Mrs. Thurston 

The Gambler 

Percy White 

2 ft Pink Lane 
63 Love and the Poor Suitor 

Dolf Wyllarde 

j*> Lwind) Little fjtd\ 

Augusta Evans Wilson 

(Author “ .* i t. Klim* ' • 

Tlio Spc-kl.-l B»rd 
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Hutchinson’s 6d. Novels 

A Scries of COPYRIGHT NOVELS by tU 

leading Authors. clearly and well printed 

OVER TEN MILLIONS SOLD 


New Volumes. 

37? THE SHADOW OF MALREWARD 1. B. Harris-Burland 

373 THE BELLE OF SAHTIACO ... G. B. Burgin 
•374 THE SILVER AXE ... ... E. Everett Green 

•377) LITTLE BLUE PIGEON ... A. G. Hales 

370 THE REBEL WOOING ... J. A. Steuart 

077 DAIREEN ... ... ••• F. Frankfort Moore. 

378 LORD OF IRONGRAY.J. P>. Harris-Burland 

370 IN OLD MADRAS ... ... 13. M. Croker 

:38o DICKIE DILVER .G. B. Burgin 

•381 THE HOUSE OF SILENCE ... E. Everett -Green 

382 HILARY ON HER OWN Mabel Barnes-Grundy 

383 THE CRUISE OF THE 

MAKE-BELIEVES Tom Gallon 

384 THE DETERMINED TWINS Edgar Jepson 

385 THE BRIDE’S MIRROR ... Mrs. Baillie Saunders 

368 THE PURSUIT.Frank Savile 

386 THE COWARD ... R. H. Benson 

387 ADRIAN SAVAGE ... l.ucas Malet 

388 IN THE DAY OF BATTLE J A Steuart 

389 THE SECRET OF ENOCH SEAL J.B.Harris-Burland 

390 VARICK’S LEGACY .G. B. Burgin 

391 THE EVOLUTION OF SARA K. Everett-Green 

.392 A DAUGHTER OF LOVE Mrs. K. J. Key 

393 FANNY’S FIRST NOVEL ... F. Frankfort Moore 

394 BEYOND THESE VOICES M. E. Braddon 

Send for full list of hundreds of titles . 
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